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WRITTEN  BY  JOHN  TAYLOR,  E8^ 
SPOKEN    Bx   MR.  HOLMAN. 

WHAT  can  we  now  invite  you  to  partake. 
When  realms  have  been  exhaufted  for  your  fake. 
And  ample  Nature  traversed  o'er  and  o'er, 
'Till  all  her  beaten  haunts  will  yield  no  more? 
From  climes  where  Phoebus  pours  his  brighteft  rzj 
To  where  fcarce  faintly  gleams  the  twilight  day. 
The  dauntlefs  Bard  has  urg'd  his  vent'rous  aim. 
To  greet  you  Hill  with  frefh  Dramatic  game. 
One  noble  Hunter,  of  the  Thefpian  train, 
Rufh'd  from  his  Avon's  £de  o'er  earth's  domain. 
And  brought  with  happy  Magic,  more  than  toU, 
The  motley  tribes  of  ev'ry  varying  foil ; 
While  his  quick  eye  fo  widely  could  explore 
That  Time  himfelf,  Ihall  ne'er  difcover  more; 
Nay,  in  the  track  of  his  fublime  career. 
We  pafs  the  bounds  of  Nature's  humble  fphere  ; 
And  zealous  after  all  our  fearch  has  found. 
Through  radiant  wilds  of  Fancy's  fairy  ground  | 
Once  more  the  arduous  chace  we  dare  purfue. 
And  fondly  hope  we've  darted  fomethlng  new. 

Our  Hero,  for  fo  far  we  may  difcover. 
Is  a  young  Aftor,  and  of  courfe  a  lover ! 
But,  what,  perhaps,  will  raife  no  flight  furprife ! 
Though  ufed  to  various  fhapes,  above  difguife. 
Fiditious  language,  of  a  borrow'd  part. 
Sports  from  his  tongue,  indeed,  but  not  his  heart! 
For  Nature's  warm  and  abfolute  controul 
Guides  ev'ry  impulfe  of  his  gen'rous  foul. 
Sure  fuch  a  part  your  favour  muft  engage, 
^i}d  though  a  flrangcr  on  the  niimic  ftage. 


Vet 


PROLOGUE. 

Yet  may  the  Scenic  band,  with  honeft  pride! 
However  by  formal  Prejudice  decry *d, 
Boaft  as  faii;  patterns  of  domeftic  worth. 
As  that  our  prefent  Drama  pidures  forth  I 

Let  then  the  Bard,  who  vindicates  our  cauie. 
Obtain  the  fandion  of  your  warm  applaufe ! 
So  may  we  prove,  in  fpite  of  prudifh  Spleen! 
Adlors  can  feel  beyond  the  paffing  fcene ; 
And  long,  too  harfhly  deem'd  a  thoughtlefs  kind* 
Jive  to  the  friendly  model  he  deiign'd* 
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Sir  George  Thunder,  Mr.  QuickV 

Rover,  Mr.  Lewis. 

Harry,  i Mr.  Holman. 

Banks, Mr.  Hull. 

John  Dory,. Mr.  Wilson. 

Parmer  Gammon,  ..*....  Mr.  Cubitt. 

Lainp,  ,.,i^ *. Mr.  C.  Powell. 

Ephraim  Smooth, Mr.  Mundbn. 

$im, ; Mr.  Blancharix. 

Zachariah,  Mr.  Rees. 

Muz,   * Mr.  M'Ready. 

Trap,  , >..... Mr.  Evatt. 

Twitchi ^ Mr.  Rock. 

Landlord,  Mr.  Powell. 

SheriiF's  Officer, Mr.  Ledger. 
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Lady  Amaranth, .....Mrs.  Pops.* 

Amelia,  • « Mifs  ChapMaiT* 
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AC  T   L 


SCENE    L 

^  Paflettf  in  LAor  Am  AViAV(Tti*s» 
Enter  John  Dory. 

John. 

JpINE  cruizing  this!  without  flip  or  bifcuiti 
don't  know  who's  the  governor  of  this  here 
fort ;  but  if  he  can  vi&ual  us  a  few — how  hol- 
low my  bread  room  founds !  {ftriking  bis  fides) 
I'm  as  empty  as  a  fioved  keg,  and  as  tired  as  aa 
old  Dutchman— -my  obflinate  mailer^  Sir  George^ 
to  tow  my  old  hulk-^aboard  the  houfe,  ha, 
hoy! 

YPt.  a.  c  Sir 
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Sir  G.  {without)  John !  John  Dory ! 
John,  (fits)  Vm  at  sinchor. 

E/fterSiK  George  TiluNDBH; 

Sir  G.  I  don't  know  whofe's  houfe  we*ve  got 
into  here,  John  ;  but  I  think,  when  he  knows 
xnc,  wc  may  hope,  foi*  fome  rcfrelhment — Eh  I 
{looking  at  John)  was  not  I  your  Captain  ? 

John.  Yes,  and  I  was  your  boatfwain.  And 
what  of  all  that  ? 

Sir  G.  Then  how  dare  you  fit  in  my  prefence, 
you  bluflF  head  ? 

John.  Why,  for  the  matter  of  that  I  don't 
mind ;  but  had  I  been  your  captain,  and  you  my 
bpatfwaip,  the  man  that  flood  by  me  at  fea,  fhould 
be  welcome  to  fit  ^)cfore  me  pn  land,  {riftti^) 

Sir  G.  That's  true,  my  dear  John ;  oflfer  to 
ftand  up,  and,  damme,  if  I  dont  knock  you 
down — zounds  !  I  am  as  dry  as  a  powder  match 
— to  fail  at  the  rate  of  ten  knots  an  hour,  over 
fallow  ao(i  llubble,  from  my  own  houf^^  half  a 
league  this  fide  of  Gofport,  and  not  catch  thef? 
^elerters ! 

John.  In  this  here  chace,  you  wanted  the  baU 
laft  of  wifdom. 

Sir  G.  How,  firrah !  hafn't,  my  dear  old 
friend,  Dick  Broadfide,  got  the  command  of  th^ 
fliip  I  fo  often  fought  myfelf — to  man  it  for  hW 
with  expeditioii,  didn't  1  offer  two  guineas  over 
the  King's  bounty  to  every  feaman  that  would 
enter  on  board  her  ?  Hav'n't  thefe  three  fcoun- 
drels  fingered  the  ftiot,  then  ran,  and  did'nt  1 
do  right  to  run  after  them  ?  Damn  the  money ! 
I  np  more  mind  that  than  a  piece  of  clinker ;  but 
b^t  'twas  the  pride  of  my  heart  to  fee  my  be- 
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Wed  ihip  (the  Eagle)  well  mann'd  whenmy  d|c| 
friend  is  the  commander. 

John.  But  fince  you've  laid  yourfelf  up  in  or-n 
dinary^  retired  to  live  in  quiet,  on  your  own 
^ftate,  and  had  done  with  all  fea  affairs — 

SirG.  John^  John,  a  man  fhould  forget  his 
own  convenience  for  his  country's  good. — ^Tho* 
Broad  (ide's  letter  faid  thefe  fellows  were  lurking 
about  this  part  of  Hampihire,  yet  ftill  its  al^ 
hide  and  feek. 

John.  Your  ill  luck* 

Sir  G.  Mine,  you  fwab  ? 

John.  Ay,  you've  money  and  gold )  but  grace 
and  good  fortune  have  ihook  hands  with  you 
thefe  nineteen  years,  for  that  rogue's  trick  you 
play'd  poor  Mifs  Amelia,  by  deceiving  her  with 
a  fliam  marriage,  when  you  pafied  yourfelf  for 
Captain  Seymour,  and  then  putting  off  fo  fea, 
leaving  her  to  break  her  poor  heart,  and  fince 
marrying  another  lady. 
•  Sir  G.  Wasn't  I  forc'd  to  it  by  my  father  ? 

John*  Ay  $  becaufe  fhe  had  a  great  fortin,  her 
death  too  was  a  judgment  upon  you. 

Sir  G.  Why,  you  impudent  dog  fifh,  upbraid 
me  with  running  into  falfe  bay,  when  you  were 
my  pilot  ?  Was'nt  it  you  even  brought  me  the 
^ock  clergyman  that  performed  the  iham  mat-« 
riage  with  Amelia  ? 

Jihn.  Yes,  yen  think  fo  ^  but  I  took  care  td 
bring  you  a  real  clergyman,  {ajide) 

Sir  G.  But  is  this  a  time  or  place  for  your 
le£):ures  ?  At  borne,  abroad,  fea,  or  land,  you^ 
will  ftill  badger  me  !  mention  my  Wild  Oats 
;igain  and — you  fcoundrel,  fince  t^e  night  my 
bed-curtains  took  fire,  aboard  the  Eagle,  you Ve 
got  me  quite  into. leading. ftrwgs— you  fiiatch^ 

c2  ed 
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cd  tti»  upiOB  deck  a6d  toffed  me  into  the  tcz/'^ 
to  fave  me  from  being  barnt  I  was  almoftdrown* 
ed» 

y0bf^.  Yon  woB'd  bnt  for  me-^— 

^y/r  Gro.  Yes,  you  dragged  me  out  by  the  caf 
like  a  water-dog^^and  'caufe  applanded  for  that, 
e^er  fince  you're  fo  curft  careful  of  me,  that  only 
fifting  my  leg  to  ftep  a  board  a  boat,  you  whip 
mc  up,  and  chK^ck  me  into  it^aft  week,  'caufe 
you  found  the  tenth  bottle  uncorked,  you  ruflied 
in  among  my  friends  and  ra^  away  with  nae,  and^ 
fiext  morning  Captain  0*Shanaghan  fends  me  a 
dialienge  for  flinKing  off  when  be  was  toaft^ 
liafter !  fo,  to  fate  me  £rom  a  head-ach,  you'd 
to'vegot  ray  brains  Mown  out. 

JhA».  Oh/ very  well,  be  burnt  ki  your  bcd^ 
tumble  in  the  water  t>y  jumpiHg  into  boats^ 
llikc  a  tight  fellow  as  you  are,  and  poifon  youT"" 
fetf  with  ilow*juice ;  fee  if  John  cares  a  piece  of 
mouldy  bifcuit  about  it.  But  I  wife  you  hadn't 
made  me  your  talet^de-Shamber.  No  fooner 
tKas  I  got  on  ihore  after  five  years  daflimg  among 
rocks^  fhoals^  and  breakers,  than  you  fets  me;  om 
a  high  trotting  cart-horfe,  vHliieh  knockt  me  up 
and  down  like  an  old  bomb-^boat  in  the  bay  of 
Bifcay,  andhere^'snothing  to  drink  after  all!  be« 
caufe  at  home  yen  keep  open  houfe^  you  think 
every  body  clfe  does  the  fame, 
t  SirO.  Why,  by  failing  info  this  ftrange  porc 
we  may  be  more  free  than  welcome. 

jfs^rj.  Holloa!  1*11  ncter  eeafe  piping  'till  it 
ealis  up  a  drop  to  wet  my  whittle.  [Emf 

.  Sir  G. '  Yes,  (as  John  Dory  remarks)  I  fear  my 
trip  thro'  life  will  be  attended  with  heavy  fquallt 
t«d  ful  weather.  When  my  conduA  to  poop 
Ameiia  corner  aibwart  my  mind>  it's  a^  hurricane 
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for  that  diy^  andtnrn  ila  at  night,  the  ballad  of 
*'  William  and  Margaret"  rings  in  my  ear  ijings) 
•*  In  glided  Margaret's  grimly  ghoft"  oh,  zounds ! 
the  mfmah  are  coming  upon  me,  and  can't  get 
a  cbeeering  glafs  to-^hoUoa  I 

Enter  Efhraim  Smooth. 

J^.  Friend,  what  woold'ft  thou  have  ? 

Sir  G-  Grog. 

Epb.  Neither  man  nor  woman  of  that  name 
tbideth  here. 

Sir  G.  Ha,  hai  ha !  man  and  woman  !  then  if' 
you'll  bring  me  Mr.  Brandy  and  Mrs.  Water, 
we'll  couple  them,  and  the  firft  child  probably 
will  be  matter  Grog^ 

Eph.  Thou  doft  fpeak  in  parables,  which  I  un<^ 
derftand  not. 

SirG.  Sheer  off  with  your  fandified  poop,  and 
&nd  the  gentleman  of  the  houfe. 

Epb.  The  owner  of  this  manfion  is  a  maiden, 
and  fixe  approa<iheth« 

Enter  Lady  Amaranth, 

Lady  Am.  Friend,  Ephriam  Smooth^  did'ft 
thou-  {turns i  fees  Sir  George)  do  I  behold  ?  It  is  I 
how  do'il  thou  uncle  ? 

Sir  G.  Is  it  poffible  youcan  be  my  niece^  Lady 
Maria  Amaranth  Thunder  ? 

Lady  Am.  I  am  the  daughter  of  thy  deceafed 
brother  Loftus,  called  Earl  Thunder,  but  no  La« 
dy,  my  name  is  Mary. 

Sir  G.  But,  bow  is  all  this  ?  £h !  unexpefl^dp. 
ly  find  you  in  a  fira,nge  houfe^  of  which  l^d  Sly 
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here  tells  me  you're  miftrefs,  turned  Quaker 
and  difclaim  your  title ! 

Lady  Am.  Title  is  vanity. 

Sir  G.  Why  certainly  I  drop  my  I  .ord  by  Cour- 
tefy  for  my  Sir  Knighthood  acquired  by  my  owi| 
merit  igirL 

Lady  Am.  Thou  knowefl  the  relation  to  whofe 
care  my  father  left  me  ? 

Sir  G.  Well !  I  know  our  coufin^  old  Dove-t 
houfe,  was  a  Quaker!  but  1  did'nt  fufpcd'he 
ivould  have  made  you  one. 

Lady  Am,  Being  now  gathered  to  his  fathers, 
he  did  bequeath  unto  me  his  wordly  goods  i 
amongft  them^  this  maniion  and  the  lands  around 
it. 

Eph.  So  thou  becom*ft  and  continue  one  of 
the  faithfuK  I  am  executor  of  his  will,  and  by 
it,  I  cannot  give  thee,  Mary,  poffcifion  of  thefe 
goods  but  on  chofe  conditions. 

Sir  G.  Tell  me  of  your  thee's  and  thou's, 
Quaker's  wills  and  manflons !  I  fay  giri,  tho'  on! 
the  death  of  your  father,  my  elded  brother, 
Loftus,  Earl  Thunder,  from  your  being  a  fe- 
male, his  title  devolved  to  his  next  brother,  Ro- 
bert; tho*,  as -a  woman,  you  can't  be  an  Earl, 
nor  as  a  woman  you  can't  make  laws  for  your 
fek  and  our  ^fex,  yet  as  the  daughter  of  a  Peer, 
you  are»  and,  by  heaven,  fhall  be  called  Lady 
Maria  Amaranth  Thunder. 
.  Efh^  Thou  makceft  too  much  noife,  friend. 

Sir  G.  Call  me  friend  and  PU  bump  your  block 
againft  the  capftern. 

'  Eph.  Yea,  this  is  a  man  of  danger,  and  Til 
leave  Mary  to  abide  it.  [-Ex//. 

Sir  G.  'Sfire,  my  Lady-— 

Enter 
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Enter  Zachariah. 

2acb.  Shall  thy  cook,  this  day,  roaft  ccrtaia 
Ibirds  of  the  air,  called  woodcocks,  and  ribs  of 
the  oxen  likewife  ? 

Lady  Am.  All.  My  uncle  fojourncth  with  me 
peradventure,  aqd  my  meal  (hall  be  a  feaft, 
friend  Zachariah, 

Zach.  My  tongue  fliall  fay  fo,  friend  Mary. 

Sir  G.  Sir  George  Thunder  bids  thee  remem-^ 
ber  to  call  your  miftr^fs.  Lady  Amaranth, 

Zacb.  Verily,  George. 

Sir  G.  George !  firrah,  tho'  a  younger  brother, 
Ihe  honour  of  knighthood  was  my  reward  for 
placing  the  Britifh  flag  over  that  of  a  daring  cnc- 
Iny — therefore  addrefs  me  with  refped* 
•     Zacb.  Yea,  I  do,  good  George.  PjExiV. 

Sir  G.  George  and  Mary !  here's  levelling,  here's 
abolition  of  title  with  a  vengeance !  in  this 
houfe,  they  think  no  more  of  an  Englifh  Knight 
|han  a  French  Duke. 

Lady  Am.  Kinfman,  be  patient,  thou,  and  thy 
fon,  my  coufin  Henry,  whom  I  have  not  beheld 
I  think,  thefe  twelve  years,  (hall  be  welcome  to 
piy  dwelling.     Where  now  abideth  the  youth  ? 

Sir  G.  At  the  Naval  Academy,  at  Portfmouth. 

Lady  Am.  May  I  not  fee  the  young  man  ? 

Sir  Geo,  What,  to.make  a  Quaker  of  him  ? — 
No,  no.  But,  hold,  as  fhc's  now  a  wealthy 
heircfs,  her  marrying  my  fon  Harry,  will  keep  up 
and  preferve  her  title  in  our  own  family  too.  {ajide) 
Woiild'ft  thou  really  be  glad  to  fee  him  ?  thoa 
(halt,  Mary.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  John  Dory,  {^calling) 
Jjerc  comes  my  Valet  ^e  Chambr?* 

Enter 
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Enter  John  Dory. 

John.  Why7 Sir-— fuch  a  breeze  fprung  up? 

Sir  Geo.  Avaft^  old  man  of  war;  700  muft  in* 
inftantly  convoy  my  Ion  from  Portlmouth. 

John.  Then  I  muft  firflr  convoy  him  to  Portf^ 
ixiouthvfor  he  happens  to  be  put  of  dock  already. 

Sir  Geo.  What  wind  now  ? 

John.  You  know  on  our  quitting  harbour— 

Sir  Geo.  Damn  your  fca-jaw,  you  marvellous 
dolphin^  give  the  contents  of  your  log*bo(^  in 
plain  Englilh. 

John.  The  young  fquire  has  cut  and  run* 

Sir  Geo.  What! 

John.  Got  leave  to  come  to  you,  and  mafter 
didn't  find  out  before  yefterday,  that,  inftead  of 
making  for  home,  he   had  (hecr'd   off  towards 
London,  directly  fent  notice  to  you,  and  Sam  has 
traced  us  all  the  way  here  to  bring  you  the  news; 

Sir  Geo.  What,  a  boy  of  mine  quit  his  guns? 
ru  grapple  him»— Come  John,  come  along. 

Ladj  Am.  Order  the  carriage  for  mine  uncle. 

Sir  Geo.  No,  thank  ye,  my  lady.  Let  your 
equipage  keep  up  your  own  dignity.  ,lVe  horfes 
here  j  but  I  won't  knock  'em  up ;  next  village  is 
the  channel  for  the  ftage — My  Lady,  I'll  bring 
the  dog  to  you  by  the  bowfpric— Weigh  anchor ! 
crowd  fail !  and  after  him  !  [Exit^ 

r 

Re-enter  Efhraim  Smooth,     {Peeping  in). 

Efth.  The  man  of  noife  doth  not  tarry,  then  my 
fpiric  is  glad. 

Lady  Am.  Let  Sarah  prepare  chambers  for  my 
kinfman,  and  hire  the  maiden  for  me  that  thou 
didH  mention. 

E$k. 
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Epb.  i  will;  ^or  the  daixifel  is  pafling  fair^  and 
irath  found  grace  in  mine  cycsv  Mary,  as  thou 
art  yet  a  ftranger  in  this  land,  aM  have  juft  taken 
pofleflion  of  this  eftate,  the  laws  of  fociety  com-> 
mand  thee  to  be  on  terms  of  amity  with  thy  wealthy 
tieightiours. 

Lady  Am.  Tea ;  but  while  I  entertain  the  rich, 
die  hearts  of  the  poor  fliall  alfo  rqoice ;  I  myfelf 
will  now  go  forth  into  the  adjacent  hamlet,  and 
invite  all  to  hearty  cheer. 

Eph.  Yea,  I  will  didribute  among  the  poor,  the 
good  books  thou  didft  defire  me. 

Lacfy  Am.  And  meat  and  drink  too,  friend  Eph- 
raim.  In  the  fulnefs  of  plenty  they  (hall  join  in 
thankfgiving  for  tiiofe  gifts  which  I  overabundantly 
poflefs.  [Exeunt. 
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A  Road. 

Enter  Harry  Thunder,  and  Muz, 
Muz.  I  fay  Dick  Bulkin !  harky,  my  lad ! 

Harry.  What  keeps  Rover  ? 

Muz.  Vtn  fure  I  don*t  know.  As  you  dcfired, 
I  paid  for  our  breakfaft.  But  the  devil's  in  that 
fellow,  every  Inn  we  flop  at  he  will  always  hang 
behind,  chattering  to  the  bar-maid,  or  chamber- 
maid. 

Harry.  Or  any,  or  no  maid.  But  he's  «  worthy 
lad.  And  I  love  him  better,  I  think>  ^an  my 
own  brother,  had  I  one. 

VOL.  II.  jD  Muz% 
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Mu:t.  Oh !  huti  Dick,  mindj  my  boy— 

Harry.  Stop,  Muz.  Tho*  'twas  my  orders  when 
I  fet  out  on  this  fcamper  with  the  players,  (the 
better  to  conceal  my  quality,  for  you,  before 
people,  to  treat  me  as  your  companions  yet,  at 
the  fame  time,  you  lhou*d  have  had  difcretion 
enough  to  remember,  when  we*re  alone,  that  I  am 
ftill  your  nrtafter,  and  fon  to  Sir  George  Thunder. 

Muz.  Sir,  I  alk  your  pardon  ;  but  by  making 
yourfdf  my  equal,  IVe  got  fo  ufed  to  familiarity, 
that  I  find  it  hard  to  (hake  it  off. 

Harry.  Well,  Sir,  pray  mind,  that  familiarity  is 
all  over  now.  My  frolic's  out,  I  now  throw  off 
the  player,  and  fhalj  diredtly  return.  My  father 
muft  by  this  time  have  heard  of  my  departure 
from  the  academy  at  Portfmouth  j  and,  tho'  I  was 
deluded  away  by  my  rage  for  a  little  afting,  yet 
'twas  wrong  of  me  to  give  the  gay  old  fellow  any 
caufc  for  uneafmefs. 

Muz.  And,  Sir,  fhall  you,  and  I  never  aft  an- 
other fccne  together  ?  Shall  I  never  again  play  Co- 
lonel Standard  for  my  own  benefit  ?  Never  again 
have  the  pleafure  of  caning  your  honour  in  the  char 
rafter  of  Tom  Errand. 

Harry.  In  future  aft  the  part  of  a  fmart  hat  and 
coat  brufher,  or  I  (hall  have  the  honor  of  kicking 
you  in  the  charafter  of  an  idle  puppy.  You  were 
a  good  fervantj  but  I  find,  by. letting  you  crack  , 
your  jokes  and  fit  in  my  company,  you're  grown 
quite  a  lounging  rafcal. 

;  MuK.  Yes,  Sir,  I  was  a  modeft,  well  behave4 
lad;  but  evil  communication  corrupts  good 
manners.     - 

Harry.  Bgone,  Sir,  'till  I  call  for  you. 

*  '  [ExitMuT^ 
Well,  if  my  fathfcr  but  forgives  nie.— This  three 

ipoivths  excurfion  )^^  Ihcwn  me  fome  life,  and  i 

•  ,  dcviliih 
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devilifli  deal  of  fun.  For  one  circumftances  I 
ihaU  ever  remember  it  with  delight.  It's  bring-' 
ing  me  acquainted  with  Jack  Rover.  How  long 
he  ftays !  Jack  !  In  this  forlorn  ftroller  I  have 
difcovered  qualities  that  honor  human  nature,  and 
accomplifhments  that  might  grace  a  Prince.  ]; 
don't  know  a  pteafanter  fellow,  except  when  he  gets 
to  his  abominable  habit  of  quotation.  I  hope  bo 
wont  find  the  purfe  I've  hid  in  his  coat  pocket, 
before  we  part.  I  dread  the  moment,  but  it's 
come. 

Rav^r.  {Witbout)  "The  brilkli-li-lightningj/' 
Harry.  Ay,  here's  the  rattle.  Hurried  on  by 
the  impetuous  flow  of  his  own  volatile  fpirits,  his 
life  is  a  rapid  dream  of  extravagant  whim,  and 
while  the  ferious  voice  of  humanity  prompts  his 
heart  to  the  beft  adlions,  his  features  Ihine  in 
)augh  and  levity*     Studying  Bayqs,  ch|  Jack  i 

Enter  Rover ^ 

Rover.  ^^  I  am  the  bold  Thunder.'^ 

Harry f  {afide)  I  zm  if  he  knew  but  alL?^Kccp 
one  (landing  in  the  road. 

Rqver.  Beg  your  pardon,  my  dear  Dick !  but 
all  the  fault  of — Plague  qn't,  that  a  man  can't 
ileep  and  breakfall  at  an  inn^  then  return  up  to 
his  bedchamber  for  his  gloves  that  he'd  forgot ; 
but  there  he  muft  find  chambermaids  thumping 
feathers  and  knocking  pillows  about,  and  keep 
one  when  one  has  affairs  an^  bufinefs  !  *Pon  my 
foul,  thefe  ^rls  condud  to  ys  is  intolerable.  The 
very  thought  brings  the  blood  Into  my  face,  and 
whenever  they  attempt  to  ferve,  provoke  me  fo, 
damme  but  I  will,  1  will— ^An't  I  right,  Dick  ? 

Harr^,  «^  Noi  ftU  W  t^e  wrong.'* 

JRover. 
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Rovir^  No  matcer  5  that's  the  uni vcrfal  phy 
«  alj  round  the  wrekin  ;"  but  you'r^o  conceited, 
becaufe  by  this  company  you're  going  to  join  ac 
Winchefter,  you  are  engaged  for  high  tragedy. 

Harry.  And  you  for  Rangers,  Plumes,  and  Fop- 
pingtons. 

Rover^  Our  firft  play  is  Lear.  I  was  devililh 
imperfeft  in  Edgar  t'other  night  at  Lymington. 
\  muft  look  it  over  {takes  out  a  Book),  *^  Away, 
the  fpul  fiend  follows  me  !  **  HoUq  !  ftop  a  ma- 
ment,  we  fliall  have  the  whole  country  after  us# 

(Going* 

'  Harry.  What  now  ? 

Rover.  That  rofy  face  chambermaid  put  me  in 
fuch  a  paflion^  that  by  heaven>  I  walked  out  of  the 
houfe,  and  forgot  to  pay  our  bill.  {Goings 

.   Harry.  Never  mind.  Rover,  it's  paid. 

Rover.  Paid!  why^  neither  you  nor  Muz  had 
money  enough.     No,  really! 

Harry.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  I  tell  you,   it  is. 

Rover.  You  paid  ?  Oh,  very  well.  Every  ho- 
neft  fellow  Ihou'd  be  a  ftock  purfc.  Come  then, 
let's  pufti  on  now.  Ten  miles  to  Winchefter,  we 
fball  be  there  by  eleven. . 

Harry.  Our  trunks  are  bqoked  at  the  inn  for  the 
Winchefter  coach. 

Rover.  '*  Ay,  to  foreign  climates  my  old  trunk 
I  bear."  But  I  prefer  walking,  to  the '  Car  of 
Thefpis. 

Harry.  Which  is  the  way  ? 

Rover.  Here. 

Harry.  Then  I  go  there.    (Pointing  oppojite.) 

Rover.  Eh  1  > 

Harry.  My  dear  boy,  on  this  fpot,  and  at  this 
monricnt,  we  muft  part,  '» 

Rover.  Part{  ,      ^ 
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'<  -  . 

Harry.  Rover,  you  wifli  me  well. 

Rover.  Well,  and  fuppofe  fo.  Part,  eh  !  What 
myftery  and  grand  ?  What  are  you  at  ?  Do  you 
forget,  you.  Muz,  and  I  arc  engaged  to  Trun- 
cheon, the  manager,  and  that  the  bills  are  already 
up  with  our  names  to-night  to  play  at  Win- 
chefter  ? 

Harry.  Jack,  you  and  I  have  often  met  on  a 
ftage  in  affumed  charaftcrs  5  if  it's  your  wilh  we 
ihou'd  ever  meet  again  in  ouc  real  onea^  of  0ncere 
friends,  without  afking  whither  I  go,  or  my  mo- 
tives for  leaving  you>  when  I  walk  up  this  road, 
do  you  turn  down  that. 

Rover.  Joke! 

Harry.  Pm  fcrious.     Good  b'yc  I 

Rover.  If  you  repent  your  engagement  with 
Truncheon,  I'll  break  oflf  too,  and  go  with  you 
wherever  you  will — {Takes  him  under  the  arm) 

Harry  Attempt  to  follow  me,  and  even  our  ac« 
quaintance  ends. 

Rover.  Eh  ! 
,   Harry.  Don't  think  of  my  reafons^  only  that  it 
muft  be. 

Rover.  Have  I  done  any  thing  to— Dick  Buflcin 
l^ave  me!  {Turns  and  puts  bis  kandker  chief  to  bis 
eyes.) 

Harry.  I  am  as  much  concerned  as  you— Good 

Vye!  . 

Rover.  I  can't  even  bid  him  good  bye — I  won't 
neither — If  any  caufe  cou'd  have  given.- — Farcwcl. 

Harry.  Blefs  my  poor  fellow !  Adieu.  {Silently 
mej>s.) 

[Exeunt  fever  ally. 

END   OF    THE   FIRST   ACT. 
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SCENE    I. 

A  VUlagei  a  Farm  Houfe^  and  near  it  a  CoHage.' 
Enter  Farmer  Gammonj  and  Ephraih  Smooth* 

Gammon. 

Well,  Mafter  Ephraim,  I  may  depend  on 
thee,  as  you  Quakers  never  break  your  words^ 

Epb.  I  have  Ipoken  to  Mary,  and  flie,  at  my 
requeft,  confenteth  to  take  thy  daughter^  Jane^ 
as  her  handmaid. 

Gam.  Very  good  of  you. 

Eph.  Goodnefs  I  do  like,  and  alfof— comely 
Jane  (^</^.)  The  maiden,  1  will  prefer  for  the 
Take  of — uxyitM  {Afide.) 

Gam.  I  intended  to  make  a  prefent  to  the 
perfon  that  did  me  fuch  a  piece  of  fervice ;  but 
I  Ihan't  aflfront  you  with  it. 

Eph.  I  am  meek  and  humble^  and  muft  take 
afFronts. 

Gam.  Then  |^ere*s  a  ^uinea^  mafter  j^i^hraim. 

Epb. 
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Epb.  I  expeded  not  this ;  but  there  is  no  harm 
in  a  guinea.  [Exit. 

Gam.  So  I  (hall  get  my  children  off  my 
hands.--^My  fon,  Sim,  robbing  me  day  and 
night — giving  away  my  corn  and  what  not 
among  the  poor;  and  daughter  Jane,  to  pre- 
vent me  from  killing  the  fowls>  buys  eggs,  and 
tells  me  they  are  ftill  laying  them  ;  befides,  when 
girls  have  nought  to  do,  this  love-^mifchicf  creeps 
into  their  heads.— Sim  I  {calling) 

Enter  Sim. 

* 

Sim.Yes^  feyther. 

Gam.  Call  your  (ifter. 

Sim.  Jane,  feyther  wants  you* 

Enter  Jane,  from  the  Houfe. 

Jane.  Did  you  call  me  ? 

Gam.  I  often  told  you  both,  but  it's  now  fet<^ 
tied ;  you  tnuft  go  out  into  the  world  and  work 
for  your  bread. 

Sim.  Well,  feyther,  whatever  you  think  right, 
muft  be  fo,  ^nd  I'm  content. 

Jane.  And  I'm  fure,  feyther,  I'm  willing  to 
do  as  you'd  have  me. 

Gam.  There's  ingratitude!  When  my  wife  di- 
ed, I  brought  you  both  up  from  the  fhell,  and 
How  you  want  to  fly  ofF  and  forfake  me. 

Sim^  Why,  no  j  I'm  willing  to  live  with  yott 
all  my  days. 

Jane.  And  I'm  fure,  feyther,  if  it's  your  dc* 
fire,  ril  never  part  from  you*  -^ 

Gam.  What,  you  want  to  hang  upon  me  like 

a  couple 
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a  couple  of  le^ches^  ay,  to  firip  my  branched,  andl 
leave  me  a  withered  hawthorn !  See  who's  yon* 

[Exit  Sim. 
Jane,  Ephraim  Smooth  has  hired  you  for  Lady 
Amaranth. 

Jane.  O  Lack  !  Then  I  (hall  live  in,  the  great 
houfe. 

Gam.  Ay,  and  mayhap  come  in  for  her  cafl 
ofFcloaths. 

Jane.  But  ihe's  a  quaker ;  and  I'm  fure,  every 
Sunday  for  church,  I  drefs  much  finer  than  her 
ladyfhip. 

Gam.  She  has  fent  us  all  prefents  of  good 
books,  to  read  a  chapter  in  now  and  then,  {opens 
a  book)  •*  The  Economy  of  human  life/'  Ah,  I 
like  Economy— read  that — when  a  mon's  in 
a  pafljon,  this  may  give  him  patience }  there  Jslne* 
{^ives  her  the  book) 

Jane.  Thank  her  good  ladyfldip. 

Gam*  My  being  incumbered  with  you  both  is 
the  caufe  why  old  Banks  won't  give  me  hi^  fif- 
tcr. 

Jave.  That's  a  pity.  If  we  muft  have  a  ftep^- 
mother.  Madam  Amelia  wou'd  make  us  a  very 
good  one.  But  I  wonder  how  (he  can  refufe 
you,  feyther,  for  I'm  fure  (he  muft  think  you  a 
very  portly  man  in  your  fcarlet  veft  and  new 
fcratcb.  You  can't  think  how  parfonable  you'd 
look,  if  you'd  only  ihave  twice  a  week,  and  pufr 
J^xpence  in  the  poor-box  on  a  Sunday. 

[Retires  reading. 

Gam.  However,  if  Banks  ftill  refufes,  I  have 
Mifti  in  my  power.  I'll  turn  them  both  out  of 
their  cottage  yonder,  and  the  bailiff  (hall  provide 
them  with  a  lodging. 

Enter 
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Enter  Bank^. 

Well,  lieighbour  Banks,  once  for  all,  am  I  to 
hiarry  yOur  fitter  ? 

Banks.  That  (he  beft  know?. 

Qam.  Ay,  but  (he  fays  (he  wont. 

Banks.  Then  I  dare  fay  ikc  won't ;  for  I  never 
knew  her  to  fpeak  what  ^e  didn^t  think. 

Gam.  Then  Ihe  won't  have  me  ?  A  fine  thinjf 
this,  that  you  ind  flie,  who  ate  little  better  than 
paupeirs,  dare  be  (o  failcy  1 

Banks.  Why,  farmer,  i  tOnjfe&  we're  poor: 
but  while  that's  the  worft  our  enemies  can  fay  of 
us,  we'fe  content. 

Gam.  Od,  dom  it !  I  wiih  I  had  now  a  good, 
fair  occafioh  to  quarrel  with  him  ;  td  make  him 
content  with  a  devil ;  Td  knock'en  down,  fend 
him  to  jail  and^^But  Til  be  up  with  him ! 

Enter  Siyi. 

Sim.  Oh,  feyther,  here's  one  Mr.  Lamp,  a 
ringleader  of  Showfolks  come  from  AndoVcr  to 
ad  in  our  village.  He  wants  a  bam  to  play  in». 
if  you'll  hire  him  yourn. 

Gam.  Surely,  •boy.  I'll  never  refiife  money. 
But,  left  he  ihould  engage  the  great  room  in  the 
inn,  run  thou  and  tell  him—Stop,  I'll  go  myfelf 
—A  (hort  cut  through  that  garden— (^wnf /Artf* 
the  Cottage  garden.  Banks  flops  bimy 

Banks.  Why,  you,  or  any  neighbour  is  wel- 
come to  walk  in  it,  or  to  partake  of  what  it  pro- 
duces, but  making  itacommon  thoroughfare  is-^ 
^  Gam.  Heref,  Sim,  kick  open  that  garden  gate. 

Banks.  What? 

Gam.  Does  the  lad  hear  ? 
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Sim.  Why,  yes,  ycs. 

Gam.  Does  the  fool  underlland  ?  , 

Sim.  Vm  as  )  et  but  young ;  but  if  undcrftand- 
ing  teaches  me  how  to  wrong  my  neighbour, 
may  I  never  live  to  years  of  difcrction. 

Gam.  What,  you  cur,  do  you  difobey  your 
feyther  ?  Burft  open  the  garden  gate,  as  I  com-* 
mand  you. 

Sim.  Feyther,  he  that  tnade  both  you  and  the 
garden,  commands  me  not  tp  injure  the  unfor* 
tunate. 

Gam.  Here*s  an  ungracious  rogue!  Then  I 
muft  do  it  myfelf.  (advances) 

Banks,  {ftqnds  befGre  it)  Hold,  neighbour. 
Small  as  this  foot  is,  it's  now  my  only  poffeffion : 
and  the  mah  Ih^lll  firft  take  my  life  who  fets  a 
foot  in  it  againft  my  will. 

Gam.  Vm  in  ftich  a  paflion. — 
Jane,  {comes  forward)    Feyther,  if  yotiVe  in  a 
pamon,   read   the  Economy    of  Human  Lif e» 
{offers  book) 

,    Gam.  Plague  of  the  wench  !  But,  you  hufley, 
.ril-^andyou,  you  unlucky  bird  ! 

\£xeunt  Sim  and  Jane 

{AShoioer  0/ Rain.)  Enter  Royek  hajiily. 

_  Rov.  Here's  a  pelting  (hower  and  no  (helter  I 
"  Poor  Tom's  a  cold^'*  I'm  wet  thro* — Oh,  here's 
a  fair  promifing  houfe.  {going  to  Gammon's) 
.  Gam.  {ft ops  him)  Hold,  my  lad.  Can't  let 
£Dlks  in  till  I  know  who  they  be.  There's  a  pub« 
lie  houfe  not  above  a  mile  on* 

Banks.  Step  in  here,  young  nian  ;  my  fire  h 
fmall ;  but  it  fliall  cheer  you  with  a  hearty  wel- 
come. 

Rov. 
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'^'  Rov.  (to  Banks)  The  poor  cottager  !  (to  Gam.} 
And  the  fubftantial  farmer!  (kneels)  •«  Hear, 
**  Nature,  dear  goddefs,  hear  !  If  ever  you  dc- 
^  figned  to  make  his  corn-fields  fruitfu},  change 
^^  thy  purpofe ;  that,  from  the  blighted  ear  no 
^^  grain  may  fall  to  fat  his  ftubble  goofe — and» 
<<  when  to  town  he  drives  his  hogs,  fo  like  him- 
•*  fclf,  oh,  let  him  feel  the  foaking  rain,  then 
**  may  he  curfc  his  crime  too  late,  and  know  how 
*'  (harper  than  a  fcrpent's  tooth  it  is." — Damme^ 
but  I'm  fpouting  in  the  rain  all  this  time; 

Jiri/es  and  runs  into  Banks's. 
Gam.  Ay>  neighbour,  you'll  foon  rife  from  a 
beggar's  bed  if  you  harbour  every  m^d  Vagrant. 
This  may  be  one  of  the  footpads,  that,  it  fcems, 
have  got  about  the  country ;  bift  i^ll  have  an  ex* 
ecutioj^,  ^nd  feixe  on  thy  goods,  this  day,  my 
charitable  neighbour!  £h,  4he  fun  ilrikcs  out^ 
^uite  cleared  up. 

•  Enter  J  AS  ^.         • 

Jane.  La,  fey ther^  if  there  is'pt  coming  down 
the  village —  '  ' 

Gam.,  Ah,  thou  huiTey  ! 

Jane.  Blefs  me,.feyther  !  No  tin^e  for  anger 
DQw*  Here's  lady  Amaranth's  chariot,  drawn 
by  her  new  grand  long  tail'd  horfpa. — La !  it 
fe)ps. 

Gam.  Her  Lady{hip  is  coming  out,  and  walks 
this  way. — She  may  wifh  to  reft  herfclf  in* my 
houfe.  Jane,  we  muft  always  make  nch  folks 
welcome. 

Jane.  Dear  me,  Vl\  run  in  and  fet  .thinjgs  to 
rights.  But,  fey ther,  your  cravat  ^aftd  wig  arc- 
a)]  got  fo  rumpliified  with  your  crofs  gtain'd  tan« 

X  a  tarums. 
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tatunw.— rU  tie  your  n«k-?€loth  iti  abig  b€|iir, 

and  for  your  v^ig,  if  there  is  any  iSiour  in  tl^e 

drudgipg  bo2^— (tf^«/?/  tbeni  and  runs  into  houfi)  . 

Gqktn^  Qh  !  tihe  bailiff  too  that  I  e^igftged.— ^-^ 

i^nt^r  Twitch. 

Tyjjicb.  Well,  m^ffter  Gamipon^  ag  yqu  idcfired, 
I'm  ic€^e  to  fer ve  thi$  here  \)[arran|  pf  yours^  and 
^rr|^(|  p;iiler  Banks  ;  Adhere  is  he  ? 

Gam.  .Yes,  now  I  he's  determined  on't — l^^*s — f 
l^and  afide^  I'll  fpeak  to  you  anon.    (Jdoking  out) 


s. 


.  La^  4m.   fVicn^v  J^^nc,  wha^  |  }l^v^  takea 
tp^e  piy  b^pdoiftidj  is  thy  d^ughti^r,? 

.Gfim^f  Ay  (p.^erffiothcr  fay 'd^atffplMfe  your 

ladyfhip. 

Lady  Am,,    ^phraim  Smooth   acquainteth  jsxt 
thou  art  a  wealthy  yeoman. 

Gam,  Why,  my  Lady,  I  pay  my  rent. 
.  i^€^  V^/».  g^mg  ^yet  a  ftranjger^n  ipy  eflate 
around^Here,"r  naye  paflecj  through  thy  hamlet 
to  behold  with  mine  t^n  eye,  the  diftreffes  of 
xsfj  poo^^  tejf^ants.  X  y^ifh  to  relieve  their  wants. 
^rOa\^^  Ki^bjt,  yqur  jUadyfl^ip  •  fpr  f harit/ hides 
a4?^l  of  Un3*  l4ow  good  of  you  to  think  of 
tlie'pbor  1  that's  fo  like  me.  I'm  i^ways  contri- 
ving, how  to  relieve  my  neighbours — you  miift 
lay  Banks  in  jail  tp-nigh^.  {apart  to  Twitch)  ' 

Enter  Tane. 

Jane.  An't  pleafe  you,  will  your  lady&ip  en- 
tjpr  our  bumble  dwelling  and  red  your  ladyfhip 

-  m 
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-.'■•••  "^ 

h  feytber^s  great  came  bottooa'd  elbow  cliiuf  with 

aliighback.  {curtjies.) 

Gam.  Do,  my  lady.  To  receive  fo  great  a  tx)^' 
dy  from  her  own  chariot  is  an  honour  I  dreamt 
hot  of;  tho'  for  the  hungry  and  weary  foot 
traveller,  my  doors  are  always  open  and  my  moi^ 
/el  ready.  Knock  ;  when  he  comds  out^  to^h 
him,  (apartro  TwHeb) 

Lady  Am.  Thou  art  benevolent^  and  I  w91  eB« 
ter  thy  dwelling  with  fatisfadion. 

Jane.  O  precious  !  This  t^^ay,  my  lady. 

[Ekeunrall  but  Thkebi 

Twitch.  Eh,  whefe's  the  warrant?  (fteh  bis 
focht\  and  knocks  at  Bates's  door) 

Enter  Banks. 

Banks.  Mafter  Twitch  !  What^s  your  buffntfll 
^ithme? 

Twitch.  Only  a  little  affiti^  here  againft  you. 

Banks.  Me ! 
'  Twitch.  Yes.  J  farmer  Gammon  has  bought  up 
^  thirty  pound  note  of  hand  of  yours. 

Banks.  Indeed!  I  didn't  think  this  fnalice 
could  have  ftretchM  fo  far— I  thought  the  love 
he  profeffed  for  my  fifter,  might— why,  its  true^ 
mafter  Twitch,  to  lend  our  indigent  cottagers 
fmall  fums  when  they  Vet^een  unable  to  pay  thcif 
rents,  I  got  lawyer  (^irk  to  procure  me  this 
money,  and  hoped  their  induftry  woujd  have  puif 
it  in  my  power  to  take  up  my  note  before  now. 
However,  111  go  round  and  try  what  they  can 
do,  then  call  on  you  and  fettlett. 

Twitch.  No,  no,  you  muft  go  with*  me. 

Rov.  (without)  Old  gentleman  come  quick,  or 
|ill  open  another  bottle  of  your  currant  wine. 

^  Twitebd 


V  ^ 
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'  <  • 

Twitch.  You'd  beft  not  make  a  noife,  but  come. 
{te  Banks) 

£»/^  Rover. 

•  * 

/  Rw.  Oh,  youVe  here  ?  Rain  over— quite  fine 
—111  take  a  fniff  oiF  the  open  air  too-^£h,  what's 
the  matter  ? 

Twitch.  What's  that  to  you  ? 

Ryu.  What's  that  to  me?  Why,  you're  a  very 
Unmanneirly — 
.  Twitch.  Oh,  here's  a  refcue  ! 

Banks.  Nay,  my  dear.  Sir,  I'd  wi(h  you  not 
to  bring  yourfeliF  into  trouble  about  me. 

Twitch.  Now,  fince  you  don't  know  what's 
civil,  if  the  debt's  not  paid  direAly,  to  jail  you 

Rov.  My  kind,  hofpitable  good  old  man  to 
jail !  What's  the  ampunt,  you  fcoundrel. 

Twitch.  Better  words,  or  I'll — 
n  Rov.  Stop  5  utter  you  a  word  good  or  bad,  ex- 
cept to  tell  me  what's  your  demand  upon  this, 
gentleman,  apd  I'll  give  you  the  greateft  beat<. 
ing  you  ever  got  (inc&  the  hour  you  comme;iced 
ralcal.  (ina  low  tone) 

Twitch.  'Why,  mafter,  I  don't  want  to  quar- 
rel with  you,  becaufe— 

Rov.  You'll  get  nothing  by  it.  Do  you  know, 
you  villain,  that  lam  this  mioment  the  greateft 
man  living  ? 

Twitch.  Who,  pray  i 

Rov.  "  i  am  the  bold  thunder !"  Sirrah,  know 
that  I  carry  my  purfe  of  go|4  in  my  coat-pocket. 
Tho'  dam'me  if  I  know  ho^y  a  purfe  came  there. 
(ajide  and  takes  it  out)  There's  twenty  pidures  of 
his  Majefty  -,  therefore,  in  the  King's  name,  I 

free 
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free  Us  liege  fubjed,  (takes  Banks  awaf)  and  now 
who  am  I  ?  Ah,  ah ! 

Twitch.  Ten  pieces  fliort,  my  mafter  %  but  if 
you're  a  houfekeeper  I'll  take  thb  and  your 
baiU 

Rov.  Then  for  bail  you  muft  have  a  hou{e« 
keeper  ?  What's  to  be  done  ? 

Enter  Gammon. 

Aht  here's  little  Hofpitality  1  I  know  you've  a 
houfe^  tho'  your  fire-fide  was  too  warm  for  me« 
Lookye>  here!s  fome  rapacious,  griping  rafca), 
has  had  this  worthy  gentleman  arrefted.  Nowacer- 
tain  good  for  nothing,  rattling  fellow  has  paid 
twenty  guineas  ofthe  debt,  you  pafs  your  word  for 
the  other  nine,  weil  ftep  back  into  the  old  gentle- 
Oman's  friendly  houfe,  and  over  his  currant  wine, 
our  firft  toaft  (hall  be,  liberty  to  the  honefi  debtor^ 
and  confufion  to  the  hard  hearted  creditor. 

Gam.  Shan^t. 

Rn.  Shan't !  Pray  an't  your  name  Mr.  Shy^ 
lock— 

Gam.  No,  my  name's  Gammon. 

Rov.  Gammon !  You're  the  Hampfhire  hog. 

.    ,         [Exit  Gammon^ 
S'death !  How  Ihall  I  do  to  extricate —  ? 

Enter  Lady  Amakanth,  from  Gammon's. 

Lady  Am.  What  tumult's  this  ? 

Rov.  A  lady !  Ma^am,  your  moft  obedient 
humble  fervant.  {bows)  A  quakcr  too!  They 
are  generally  kind  and  humane,  and  that  face  is 
the  prologue  to  a  play  of  a  thoufand  good  ads- 
may  be  fhc'd  help  us  here,    (ajide)    Ma'am,  you 

muft 
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.  ■     »  • 

BMift  know  tliat— that  I— no — this  geiitlcmati-^ 
I  mean  this  gentleman  and  I— He  got  a  little  be- 
hind hand^as  anyhoneft,  welt  principled  man  often 
may,  from  bad  harvefts  and  rains-i^lodging  com— 
and  his  cattle— -from  murrain>  and — rot — and  rdt 
the  murrain  !  you  know  this  is  the  way  aU  this 
;ifiair  happened  (to  Banks)  and  then  up  fteps  this 
gentleman  {ttr^witch)  with  a — a  tip  in  his  way- 
madam,  you  underftand  ?  And  then  in  fteps  I— 
with  my  a — In  fliort,  madam,  I  am  the  worft 
fiory  teller  in  the  world  where  myfelf  is  the  hero 
of  the  tale. 

Twitcb.  In  plain  Englifh,  Mr.  Banks  has  been 
atrrefted  for  thirty  pounds,  and  this  gentleman 
has  paid  twenty  guineas  of  the  d^bt. 

Banks.  My  litigious  neighbour  to  expbfe  me 
thus! 

LadfAfn.  The  young  man  and  maiden  within, 
have  fpoken  well  of  thy  fitter,  and  pi^ured  thee 
as  a  man  of  irreproachable  morals  chough  unfor* 
lunate. 

Rov.  Madam,  he'-s  the  honefteft  fellow— IVe 
known  him  above  forty  years,  he  has.  the  beft 
hand  at  ftirring  a  fire— U  you  were  only  to  tafte 
ibis  currant  wine. 

Banks.  Madam^  I  nevet  afpired  tf>  an  enviable 
rank  in  life :  but  hitherto  pride  and  prudence 
kept  me  above  the  reach  of  pity  :  but  obligations 
fromaftranger —  . 

Lady  Am.  He  really  a  ftranger,  and  attempt  to 
free  thee  ?  But,  friend  (^  ifcw^r)  thou  haft  affumed 
a  right  which  here  belongeth  alone  to  me.  As  I 
enjoy  the  bleflings  which  thefe  lands  produce,  I 
own  alfo  the  heart  delighting  privilcdgc  of  dif- 
pcnfing  thofc  blcffings  to  the  wretched.  Thou 
niad'ft  thyfdf  my  worldly  banker,  and  no  cafli  of 

mine 


OR,  THE  STROLtIM©  OENTLEMEN..       «| 

ffiiae  Ja  tiiine  bsLtids,  {imhs  a  4tol#  y^m  4  p^ket 
book)  but  thus  I  balance  our  account  {ofirs  is.) 

Ramr.  ^  Madam,  my  mafter  pays  me,  nor  can 
^^  I  take  money  from  anotiher  h^nd  witliout  injurr 
*^  ing  his  honour  and  difobeying  his  commands*" 

*'  Run,  run,  Orlando,  carve  on  every  tree 
^^  The  fair^  the  chafte,  the  inexpreflire  (he.'* 

[lluns  oJT^ 

Banks.  But,  fir,  I  infift  you'B  return  himNhts 
inoney  (to  Tkvitcb)  Stop !  {going) 

Twftcb.  Ay,  Stop!  {bglds  Sbe]kirt  of  Us  cMi) 

Lady,  Am.  Where  dweUeth  he  I 
.    BmAs.  1  fancy,  where*  he  can.  Madam.    I  un- 
derftand,  from  his  difcourfe,  that  he  was  on  his 
way  to  join  a  company  of  aftprs  in  the  next  town. 

L.  Am.  A  profane  flage-player  with  fuch  a 
gentle,  generous  heart !  Yet  fo  whimfically  wild, 
like  the  uncDnfciousTofe,  modeftly  (hrinking  fron> 
the  recoUe^ion  of  its  own  grace  and  fweetncfs. 

lEaiter  Jane,  from  the  boufe^  dreft. 

Jane.  Now,  my  lady,  Pm  fit  to  attend  your 
ladylbip^  1  look  fo  genteelifli  mayhap  her  lady- 
ihip  may  take  me  home  wich  hen 

Ladj  Am.  This  maiden  may  find  out  for  me 
whither  lie  gpeth.  i^fide)  Call  on  myHeward,  and 
diy  legal  demands  ihall  be  fatisfied.  {to  Twitch) 

fane.  Here,  coachman,  drive  up  my  lady's 
chariot,  nearer  to  our  door,  {callr  off)  If  ihe*d 
take  me  with  her,  Ik!  how  all  the  folks  will 
ftare.  (^t/r)  Madam,  tho'  the  roads  are  fo  very 
dufty,  ril  walk  all  the  way  on  foot  to  yx)ur  lady- 
fliip's  houfe— ay,  tho'  I  (hould  fpoU  my  bran  new 
petticoat. 


\t\ 


^  WILBOATS; 

La^  /bhf  Rtther  than'  fully  thy  garment^  thou 
(halt  be  feated  by  mt^ 

»   Jane,    Oh,  your  lady(hip|  he,  he,  he!  If  ^ 
didp't  think  forT-(/j/?if  J 

Here  you  Sim,  6rder  the  charrott  for  us. 

Sim.  Us !  Come^  come,  Jane,  Tve  the  little  taxj 
ijart  to  carry  you. 

Jane.  Cart  I 

Loify  Am.^  Friend  be  cheerful  $  thine  and  thy 
filler's  forrows  (hall  h%  but  an  April  (bower. 

\E9Uunt  Je^erally^ 


SCENE  IL 

Before  an  Inn^ 
Enter  Rover  and  Waiter. 

Rover.  Hillo  !  friend,  wheq  does  the  coach  fe( 
out  for  London  i 

Wait.  In  about  an  hour,  fir. 

Rover.  Has  the  Winchciler  poach  pafled  yet  ? 

fVait.  No,  fir.  {Exit^ 

Rover.  That's  lucky !  Then  my  trunk  is  here 
ftilK  Go  I  will  not.  Since  I've  loft  the  fellowt 
ihip  of  my  friend  Diqki  TU  travel  no  more,  FU 
try  a  London  audience,  who  knows  but  1  may  get 
an  engagement.  This  cclcftial  lady  quaker  !  She 
mull  be  rich>  and  ridiculaus  for  fych  a  poor  dog 
as  I,  even  to  think  of  her,    l^oV  Dick  woul4 

,..     lavgq 
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feigh  ^  mc  if  he  knew— I  dare  fay  by  this  (be  has 
rcleafed  my  kind  hoft  from  the  gripe  of  that 
i^afiral— I  (hould  like  to  be  certain,  tho\ 

£n^er  LANDiiORHi 

Land.  You'll  dine  here,  fir  ?  Vtti  honrfl  Bob 
Johnson  i  have  kept  the  fun  thefe  twenty  years. 
JExceUent  dinner  on  table  at  two. 

Raver.  *•  Yet  my  love  indeed  is  appetite,  Vm  as 
^<  hungry  as  the  lea>  and  can  digeft  as  much.*' 

L^nd.  Then  you  won't  do  for  my  Shilling 
ordinary,  (ir,  there's  a  very  good  ordinary  at  the 
Saracen's  head,  at  the  end  of  the  town.  Shouldn't 
have  thought  indeed,  hungry  foot  travellers  to  eat 
like  aldermen^-^coming,  fir;. 

Rover*  1*11  not  join  this  company  at  Winchefter# 
No,  I'll  not  ftay  in  the  country  hopclefs  even  to 
expe^ft  a  look,  (except  of  fcorn)  from  this  lady« 
I  will  take  a  .touch  at  a  London  theatre.  The 
public  there,  are  candid  and  generous,  and  before 
my  niferit  can  have  time  to  create  enemies,  I'll  favc 
jjKtney^.and,^-^''^  a  %for  the  fultan  and  fophy.'* 

^J^tffin'jA^t/^ji^^l^^,  and^w  waubm^  her. 

.  Jan^^  Ay,  that's  he !    - 

itawr^  But  if  I  fall,  by  heaVen,  I'll  overwhelm 
^e  tnanager,  his  empire,  and— •**  himfelf  in  one 
prodigiqiiifi  ruin." 
,  Jm^*  Oh.k>rd  1  (tmsJ^ack) 

\  Smn  Whs^t ,  CPU  ^  you  cxpoft  when  you  follow 
young  men  ?  I've  dodged  you  ail  the  way. 

Jane.  Well  1  wasn't  I  fenc  ? 

Sim.  Oh  yes,  you  were  fcnt-— very  likely.  Who 
ftnt  yoy? 


« 
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JaM.  It  wa»-^!  w«m*t  tdl  it's  tof  lady,  ciufe  flirf 
ftidmen6t,   {afid^^ 

Sim.  rU  k«ef>  f  on  from  fiieam'— a  fine  life  I 
ihould  have  in  the  parifh,  rare  fleering,  if  a  fiftcr 
of  moine  fhould  ftaad  &>me  funday  at  church,  in  a 
white  fheet,  and  to  all  their  flouts  what  could 
ifky  ?  • 

RwBr.  Tfcug,  ♦<  I  fijr  my  fifter's  wrong'd,  mf 
^^  fifter  Blowfabelh,  bwn  as  high  and  noble  as 
^  the  attorney— <lo  her  juftice,  or  b^  the  geds, 
^^  V\l  lay  a  fcene  c^  bloody  0iall  make  this  hay- 
"  rhow  horrible  to  Ikedtes/*-— "  Say  that, 
<*  Chamont." 

Sim*  I  beliere  it's  fuli'  mooh.  Ton  go  boame 
to  your  place,  and  nndind  yourbu&nefs. 

Jane.  My  lady  will  befo  pleafcd  I've  found  hira  !• 

1  dont  wonder  at  it,   he's  fuch  a  fine  fpoken  man«^ 

Sim.  D^ng  it !  Will  you  ftand  here  grinning 
at  the  wild  bucks.  You  faucy  fiut,  to  keep  tt\^ 
and  the  cart  there  waking  for  you  at  the  end  of 
cbe  lane.    > 

Jane.  Never  mind  him,  fir  >  it's  becaufe  my 
lady  gave  me  a  ride  in  her  coacb  that  makes  the 
bov  fo  angry. 

Rover ^  '^  Theri  yoa  arc  KaftHfl,  the  Mgry 
boy?" 

Sim.  So  was  the  prime  miAtfter  till  he  get  btm« 
feif  ihaved.  ■     - 

Jane.  Perhaps  the  gcfntleman  might  wifii  to  icnd 
her  l^yfhip  a  compliment.  An't  pleafe  you^ 
fir,  if  it's  even  a  kifs  between  us  two,  it  O^sdl  go 
&fe;  for  though  you  Ibould  give  itme^  brother 
Sim  then  can  take  it  to  my  liady. 

Rover.  "  1  kils'd  thee  e'er  I  kill'd  thee'% 

Jane.  Kill  me ! 

Rover.  "  No  way  but  this  killing  myietf  ^0  die 

*•  upoa  a  kifs !"    (advan^g) 

Sim. 
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Siw.  (inf^Jing)  And  jrou  walk  home,  mj 
.  Ibrvi^ard  ihift.    (mimkks.) 

Mdv.  *'  frt  heard  of  your  painting  too :  you 
^  &gy  you  H^»  you  ambfe^  and  nickname  God's 
^  cr^attMres.^ 

Sim.  Why,  who  told  you  Ihe  call'd  mc  an  afs  I 

Msi}^  "  Oh  that  the  town  clerk  was  here,  to 
^^  write  thee  dDwn  an  afs  !  but  though  not  written 
^  down  in  lllack  and  white,  remember,  thou  arc 
«  an  afs/' 

yane.  iTcf*,  fir  1  Til  remember  it* 

Sifh.  G* !  (/^  Jmne^puU  her  tmt.) 

Rov.  •'  Ay,  to  a  nunnery  go/'  Vm  curlcdly 
<luf  Df  ^rits  I  but  hang  (brrow,  I  may  as  well, 
divert  myfelf;— ^"  *Tis  meat  and  drink  for  me  ta 
fee  a  clewn/'    **  Shepherd,  vras't  ever  at  court  V\ 

Sim.  Noll. 

Rov.  ••  Then  thou  art  damn'd." 

tmi  Eh! 

Re^.  Ay  !  ^'  like  an  ill-roafted  e^— all  on  one 
fide/'— Little  Hofpitaiity.  {looking  ouL) 

Enter  Parmet  Gammon^ 

Gam.  Eh>  whereas  the  Showman  th^t  wants  to 
hire  my  bam  ?  So,  madam  Jane,  I  place  her  out 
to  farvtee,  and  inftcad  of  attending  her  miftrcfs, 
flie  gets  galloping  all  about  the  village, — How'* 

this, ,  fon  ? 

Rov.  **  Your  fon?  Young  Clodpate,  take 
him  to  your  wheat4lack,  and  there  teach  him 
manners/* 

Gam.  Ah,  thou'rt  the  fellow  that  would  bolt 
out  of  the  dirty  roads  into  people^s  houfes.  Ho, 
ho,  ho !  Sim's  fchooling  is  mightily  thrown  away, 
lEhe  Isasfi't  more  manners  than  thou. 

Sim. 
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^  Sim^  Why>  feydier,  it  is!  Gadzooksi  he  he 
one  of  the  play  !  Afted  Tom  FooU  in  King  Larry^ 
at  Lynnington,  to'ther  night — ^I  thought  I  know'd 
the  face^  chofhehada  draw  cap»  and  a  blanket 
about'n — Ho^  ho!  how  coaiical  that  wa9i  wfaeif 
you  faid— 

Rov.  *^  PiUicock  fat  upon  Pillicock  hill,  pil— 
*'  i— loo,  loo!" 

:  Sim.  That's  it !  That's  it  i  Hq*i^  ^t  it !  (claps) 
laugh,   feyther,   laugh. 

Gam.  Hold  your  cdngxie^  boy  I  I  belieyc  he's 
no  better  th^n  he  fhould  be-  The' moment  J  faw 
him,  fays  I  to  myfelf,  you  .ar«  a  roguo. 

Rov^  There  vou  Q)oke  tiu*h  foronce  in  youf 
life. 

<  Gam.  Vm  glad  to  hear  yost  csonfefe  it.  But 
her  ladyfhip  fhali  have  the  vagrants  .whipt  oiat  of 
the  country. 

iJw.  Vagrant !  "  Thou  wretch !  dcfpite  o'er- 
V  whelm  thee !"  **  Only  fquint,  and  by  heaven, 
««  rU  beat  thy  blown  bpdy  'till  it  rebounds,  like  a 
«'  tennis  ball." 

Sim.  Beat  my  feyther  I  No,  no*  Thou  rauft 
firft  beat  me.  (puis  bimfelf  in  a  pofture  if  defence. ) 
r:Rov.  {with  feeling.)  "  Tho' loyc  cool,  ffiertd- 
«  Ihip  fall  off,  brothers  divide,  fubjeds  rebel; 
*^'  Oh  !  never  let  the  facred  bond  be  crackt  'twixt 
<5  fon  and  father  !*' — I  never  knew  a  father's  pro- 
teftion,  never  had  a  father  taprotcd.  {putt  bis 
handkerchief  to  his  eyes,) 
.  5//W.  He's, not  ajtting  now ! 

*£nter  Lanplord,  with  a  B^ck,  Pen^  and  Ink. 

,  Cam.  Landlord,  is  this  Mr*  Lamp  here  I       ^ 

Landi 
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Land.  I've  juft  opened  a  bottle  for  him  and 
the  other  gentleman  in  the  parlour* 

Rw.  •*  Go,  father,  with  thy  fon  j  give  him  a 
^  livery  more  guarded  than  his  fellows/' 

Sim.  Livery  r  Why,  1  be  no  far  van  t  man,  tho* 
fitter  Jane  is.  Gi's  thy  hand.  (7b  Rover)  I  don't 
know  how  'tis ;  but  I  think  I  could  lofe  my  lif^ 
for  thee  j  but  musn't  let  feyther  be  beat  tho'— 
No,  no!  {Goingj  turns  and  looks  at  Rover.)  £cod, 
J  never  fhall  forget  Pillicock  upoa  a  bill ! 

[^Exeunt  Farmer  Gammon,  and  Sim*. 
.  Jiov.  "  Thou  art  an- honcft  reptile;^  I'll  make 
my  entree  on  the  London  boards  in  Bayes  -,  yesj, 
I  (hall  have  no  comparifon  againft  me.  "  Egad, 
**  it's  very  hard,  that  a  gentleman,  and  an  au- 
5^  thor  can't  come  to  teach  them,  but  he  mulik 
"  break  his  nofe,  and— and — all  that — but — fy 
♦*  .the  players  are  gone  to  dinner." 

Landi  No  fuch  people  frequent  the  fun,  I  af^ 
/breyou. 

Rjov.  **  Sun,  moon,  and  ^tlars!^ — Now  rising 
the  eclipfe,  Mr.  Johnfon. 

Land.  I  heard  nothing  of  it,  Sir. 

Rov.  *r  There's  the  fun  between  the  earth  ata4 
"  the  moon — there's  the  moon  between  the  earth 
^^  and  the  fun,  tol,  lol,  lol !  dance  the  hay  !  Iun4 
i^  means  to  Ihew  her  tail." 

Enter  Waiter. 

Wait.  Two  gentlemen  in  the  parlour  wou'd 
fpeak  with  you.  Sir. 

Rov.  "  I  attend  them,  were  they  twenty  tinaes 
pyr  mother.-'    . 

Land.  Sir,  you  go  in  the  ftage  i  as  we  book  the 
|)aflfengerS|  what  name  J 
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•R^.  "  I  am  libe  bold  Thuadpr.*' 
Land,  {writing)  Mr.  Ihuadcr. 

lExit  Rover. 

Enter  John  Dory. 

> 

John.  1  iJ^ant  two  places  in  the  ftj^  coach,  l>c^ 
cau&  I  and  another  gentleman  arc  going  a  voyage. 

Land.  Jiift  two  vacant,  what  name  ? 
.  Jebn.  Avaft  !  I  go  aloft.  But  let's  fee  whofl  he 
my  matter's  mefs  mates  in  the  cabin:  (reads) 
^  Captain  Muccdahj  CounfcHor  Fazachcrly,  Mifa 
*«  Gofling,  Mr.  Thunder."  Whafs  this  ?  fpcalc 
«nan !   is  there  one  of  that  name  going  ? 

Land.  Booked  him  this  minute. 

"John.  If  our  voyage  (hould  tc  at  an  end  before 
we  begin  it  ?-*.if  this  Mr.  Thunder  ffiould  be  mjr 
tnafter's  fon ! — what  rate  is  this  veflcl? 

Land.  Rate! — 
'    John.  What  fort  of  a  gentleman  is  he? 

Lani.  Oh !  a  runv  fort  of  a  gentleman  i  I  fuA 
pcft  he's  one  of  the  players. 

John.  True;    Sam  fatd  it  was  fome  pTayetIs 

fieoplc  coaxed  him  away  from  Portfmouth  fchool. 
t  mul|  be  the  Tquirc — (hew  me  where  he's 
moored^  my  old  purler.  [Exit.  Jinking,  andLan(t' 
J0rd following.'] 
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SCENE  III, 

J  Room  in  the  Inn. 


Lamp  and  Trap   {difcovered  drinking). 

Traf.  This  fame  farmer  Gammon  feems  a  furly 
^rk. 

Lawftn 
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Lamp.  No  matter.  His  barn  will  hold  a  good 
30I.  and  if  J  can  but  engage  this  young  fellow, 
this  Rover,  he'll  cram  it  every  night  he  play3. 
He's  certainly  a  dcvilifh  good  ador.  Now,  Trap, 
you  muft  enquire  out  a  carpenter,  and  be  brifls; 
about  the  j^uilding.  I  think  we  (hall  have  fmart 
bufincfs,  as  we  ftand  fo  well  for  pretty  women  too. 
Oh,  here  is  Mr.  Rover  ! 
.  Trap.  Snap  him  at  any  tenuis. 

•      •f  1  i    ,  .    ,  

Rov.  Gentlfcacn^  your  moft  obedient  —The 
ivaiter  told  me    ■ 

Lamp.  Sir,  to  our  better  acquaintance,  (fills.) 

Rov.  I, dQa't,,fcpolle<3.  having  the  honou;-  of 
l^owing  you. 

Lamp.  Mr.  Rover,  tho'  I  am  a  ftranger  to  you, 
your  merit  is  oone  to  mc* 

Rov.  Sir  \  {l^oTvs.) 

Lamp.  My  name  is  Lamp;  I  ?ni  manager  of 
the  company  of  cotpedjans  that's  come  down  here, 
and  Mr,  Trap  13  my  treafurcr;  engages  per- 
formers, fticks  bills,  finds  properties,  keeps 
bo?:-book^  prompts  plays,  and  takes  the  towns. 

Trap.  The  moft  reputable  company,  and  charna- 
)ng  money  getting  circuit,  (apart  to  Rover), 

Rov.  I  Hav'nt  a  doubt.  Sir. 

Lamp.  Only  fuffer  me  to  put  up  your  pame  to 
play  with  us  fix  nights,  and  twelve  guineas  are 
yours.  . 

Rov.  Sir,  I  thank  you,  and  muft  confefs  your 
offer  is  liberal  J  but  my  friends  have  flattered  m? 
into  a  fort  of  opinion  that  entourages  m^  to  take  a 
tpuch  at  the  capit^. 

VOL.  lu  o  l^amp^ 
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Lamf.  Ah,   my  dear  Mr.  Rover,   j  Londoo 

Theiatfe  is  dangerouJ  ground. 

Rtro.  Whyi  I  may  fail,  and  gods  may.  groan 
and  Udies  4rawl,  *^  La,  what  an  awkward  crea- 
ture!" But ihould  I  top  my  parr,  then  ihall  gods 
applaud,  ai^d  ladies  Cgh  ^*  The  charjaning  fellow  !** 
and  nianagers  take  me  by  the  hand,  and-treafurers 
imile  upon  me  as  they  count  the  Ihining  guineas  I 

Lamp.  But,  fuppofe —  * 

Rov.  Ay,  fuppofe  the  contrary ;  I  have  a  cer- 
tain friend  here,  in  my  coat  pocket  (^puts  bis  hand 
in  bis  pocket.)  Eh!  where  is—- oh,  the  devil!  I 
javc  it  to  dilcharge  my  kind  hoft — going  for  Lon-. 
[qo,  and  not  matter  of  five  (hillings  !  then  I  muft 
engage  here,  {fifide)  "  Sir,  to  return  tp  the  twenty 
pounds." 

Lamp.  Twenty  pounds !  Well,  let  it  fee  fo, 

Jifiv.  I  engage  with  you ;  call  a  rehearfal,  when 
and  where  you  pleafe.  Til  attend. 

Lamp.  rU  ftep  for  the  caft-book,  a,nd  you  Ihall 
G^oofc  your  chara^ers. 

Trap.  And,  Sir,  Til  write  out  ;he  play-^ilk 
direftly.  [Exeunt  Lamp  and  Trap. 

Rov.  Since  I  muft  remain  here  fome  time,  and 
I've  not  the  moft  diftant  hope  of  ever  fpeaking  tp 
this  goddefs  again ;  t  wiih  I  had  enquired  her 
name,  that  I  might  know  how  to  keep  put  of  h^lP 
teay. 

Enter  John  Dory,  and  Landlord. 

V 

Land.  There's  the  gentleman. 
John.  Very  well.  [Exit  Landlord. 

What  cheer,  ho  !  matter  fquire  ? 
Rqv.  What  Cheer!  my  hearty  ! 

JohfU 
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John.  The  very  face  of  his  father !  And  an*t 
you  afliam'd  of  yburfelf  ? 

Rov.  Why,  yes,  I  atnfometimes. 

John.  Do  you  know,  if  I  had  you  at  the  gang* 
way,  I*d  give  you  a  neater  dozen  than  ever  you 
got  from  your  fchoolmafter*s  cat-a-ninc  tails  ? 

Rov.  You  woudh't  Cure  ? 

John.  Iwou'd  fure.  , 

Ro*{j.  Indeed? — Pleafent  enough!  who  is  this 
genius  ? 

John.  IVe  difpatched  a  ffiallop  to  tell  Lady 
Amaranjth  you're  here. 

Rov.  You  hav'nt  ? 
^ohn.  I  have. 
\ov.  Now,  who  the  devil's  Lady  Amaranth. 

John.  \  expect  her  chariot  every  moment,  and 
wheii  it  comes,  you'll  get  into  it,  and  I»li  get  into 
it,  and  I'll  fet  you  down  genteely  at  her  houfe  ; 
theil  ril  have  doeyed  my  orders,  and  I  hope  your 
father  will  be  fatisfied. 

R^v^  Myfathw!  who's  he,  pray? 

Johui  .Pftiaw !  leave  off  your  fun^  and  prepare 
io  a&  his  pafdon. 

R&o.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  Why,  my  worthy  friend, 
you  are  totally  wrong  in  this  affair.  Upon  my 
word  I'm  tiot  the  perfon  you  take  me  for. 

John.  You  don't  go,  tho*  they  have  got  your 
faatiie  down  iti  the  ftage' coach  book,  Mr.  Thun- 
der. 

Rw.  Mr.   Thunder  !      Stage   coach    book ! 
{paufes^  Ha,  ha,  ha  !    This  muft  be  fome  curi-  • 
ous  blunder. 

John.  Oh  \  my  lad,  your  father,  Sir  George, 
Vrill  change  your  note. 

"  Rq^.  He  muft  give  me  one  firft.    Sir  George  I 

G  2  then 
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then  my  father  is  a  knight  it  feems ;  ha,  ha,  lia! 
"^cry  good  faith  !  'pdn  my  honour,  I  am  not  the 
gentleman  that  you  think  me. 

John.  I  ought  not  to  thitik  you  any  gentle- 
ma(ri  for  giving  your  honour  in  a  falfehood. 
Oh  !  them  play  aftors  you  went  amongft  have 
quite  fpoiled  you.  I  wifli  only  one  of  e*m  wou'd 
come  in  my  way.  I'd  teach  'em  to  bring  a  gen- 
tleman's fon  tramboozing  about  the  country. 

'  Enter  S^age  Coachman. 

C^acb.  Any  paflengers  here  for  the  balloofi 
coach  ? 

Rov.  I  was  going  j  "  but  by  the  care  of  ftan** 
ders  by,  prevented  was." 

John.  Ayi  that  was  my  tare — 1  don't  fail 
either^  foyou  may  weigh  anchor  without  us. 

[ExU  Coachman, 

Enter  Waiter. 

iP'ait.  rier  ladyihip's  chariot's  at  the  doop^^ 
and  I  fancy  it's  you,  Sir,  the  coachman  wants. 

[£jr//  IVaiter^ 

yohn.  Yes,  it's  me.  I  attend  your  honor. 

Rov.  Then  you  infift  on  it  that  I  am 

John.  1  infift  on  nothings  only  you  (hall  come. 

Rov.  Indeed  \  Shall !  *•  Hear  you  this  tritonsof 
the  minows?  Mark  you  his  abiblute  Shall?"  Shall 
is  a  word  that  does  aot  found  over  agreeable  to 
my  ears. 

John.  Does  a  pretty  girl  found  well  to  your 
car  ? 

Rov.  ^^  More  muiic  in  the  clink  of  her  horfes 

hoofs 
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hoofs  than  twenty  -hautboys."  Why,  is  this 
Lady  Thing-o-me,  pretty  ? 

John.  Beautiful  as  a  mermaid,  and  (lately  as  a 
fliip  under  fail. 

Ro'v.  A  beautiful  woman!  —  '^  Oh,  fuch  si 
fight!  talk  of  a  coronation.'' 

John.  Coronation!  zounds!  what  are  you 
thinking  of  \ 

Rov.  "  I  was  thinking  of  a  fide-faddle.'* 

John.  Side-faddle !  why,  we  go  in  a  coach . 

Rov.  I've  a  mind  to  humour  the  frolic — Well, 
well,  I'll  fee  your  mermaid.  But  then  on  the 
inttant  of  my  appearance  the  miftake  mud  be 
difcovered.  (afide.)  Hearky,  is  this  father  of 
mine  you  talk  of  at  this  lady's  ? 

John.  No.  Your  father's  in  chace  of  the  de- 
ferters.  I  find  he's  afraid  to  face  the  old  one,  fo, 
if  I  tell  him  he  won't  go  with  me.  {afide.)  No, 
no,  we  ihant  fee  him  in  a  hurry. 

Rov.  Then  I'll  venture.  Has  the  lady  ever 
feen  me  ? 

John.  Pflia !  none  of  your  jokes  man  5  you 
know  that  her  ladyihip,  no  more  than  myfelf, 
has  fet  eyes  upon  you  fince  you  were  the  bignels 
of  a  Rumbo  Canakin. 

Rov.  The  choice  is  made,  I  have  my  Ranger's 
dtefs,  in  my  trunks  "  Coufin  of  Buckingham, 
thou  fage,  grave  man  !" 

John.  What? 

Rov.  *•  Since  you  will  buckle  fortune  on  my 
**  back,  to  bear  her  burthen,  whether  I  will  or 
•*  no,  I  mull  have  patience  to  endure  the  load  ? 
•*  but  if  black  f caudal,  or  foul  faced*'— - 

John.  Black  !  my  foul  face  was  as  fair  as  your's 
before  I  went  to  fea. 

Rov.  *^  Your  mere  enforcement  ihall  acquit-^ 
**  tance  me.** 

John* 
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Johh.  Mail,  doti*t  ft  arid  preaching  pat  fon  Pal- 
xper— come  to  the  chariot. 

Rov.  Ay,  to  the  chariot !  ^  Bear  me,  Buce- 
phalus, among  the  billowsy*— hey  I  for  the  Ty- 
gris!**  \ficceunt* 


£!^D   01?  THE  SEC0l«l>   ACT.. 
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ACT     in. 


SCENE  I,' 

Lady  Amaranth's  Houfe. 
J^ter  Lady  Amaranth,  and  Ephraim  Smoots. 

Lady  Amaranth. 

XhO'  thou  haft  fettled  that  diftreffed  gcntlc- 
man^s  debt,  let  his  iifter  come  unto  me,  and  re- 
mit a  quarter's  rent  unto  all  my  tenants. 

Epb.  As  thou  biddeft,  I  have  difcbarged  from 
the  pound  the  widow's  cattle;  but  (hall  Ilet  the 
lawfuit  drop  again  ft  the  farmer's  fon,  who  did 
Ihoot  the  pbeafant  ? 

Lady  Am.  Yea ;  but  inftantly  turn  from  my 
fervice  the  gamekeeper's  man  that  did  kill  the 
fawn,  whilei  it  was  eating  from  his  hand.  We 
Ihou'd  hate  guile,  tho  we  may  love  venifon. 

Eph.  I  love  a  young  doCi—^{afide )  Since  the 
death  of  friend  Dovehoufe,  who,  tho'  one  of 
the  faithful,  was  an  adtve  magiftrate,  this  part 
of  the  country  is  infefted  with  covetous  men^ 
(ailed  robbers^  and  I  have  in  thy  name  faid  unto 

the 
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the  people,  whoever  apprehendeth  one  of  thefct 
I  will  reward  him,  yea  with  thirty  pieces  of  gold* 
(^  loud  knocking  without).  That  beating  of  one 
brafs  againA  another  at  thy  door,  proclaimeth 
the  approach  of  vanity  whofc  pride  of  heart  fwcl- 
leth  at  an  empty  found.  [Exit. 

Lady  Am.  But  my  heart  is  pofTefied  with  the 
idea  of  that  wandering  youth,  whofe  benevo- 
lence induced  him  to  part  with  (perhaps)  his  all, 
to  free  the  unhappy  debtor.  His  perfon  is  ami- 
able, his  addrefs  (according  to  worldly  modes) 
formed  to  pleafe,  to  delight.  But  he's  poor; 
is  that  ?j,  crime  ?  Perhaps  meanly  born  ;  but  one 
good  3^  is  ^n  illuftrious  pedigree.  I  feel  I  love 
him,  and  in  that  word  are  contained  birth^  fame, 
^fid  ;icbcs. 

Enter  Jane. 

« 
•    yan$.  Madam,  my  lady,  an't  pleafe  you.-^ — ? 
-    Lady  Am.  Didft  thou  find  the  young  man, 
that  I  may  return  him   the  money  he  paid  for 
Hiy  tenant  ? 

Jane.  I  found  him  ma^am,  and-^I  found  him, 
and  he  talke^  of — what  he  faid. 

Lady  Am.  What  did  he  fay  ? 

Jane.  He  faw  me,  ma'am-r-and  called  me 
Blowfabella,  and  faid  he  would — I'll  be  hanged, 
ma'am,  if  he  didn't  fay  he  would-— Now,  think 
of  that — but  if  he  hadn't  gone  to  London  in  the 
fiage  coach. 

Lady  Am.  Is  he  gone?  {With  emotion.) 

Enter  John  Dory. 

John.  Oh,  my  lady,    mayhap  John  Dory  is 

no6 
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Hot  tbQ  man  to  be  fent  after  young  gentlemen 
that  icamper  from  fcbool,  and  runabout  the 
country  play  ading  !  Pr^y  walk  up  ftairs,  MaC* 
terTbunder*  {calls  off*) 

Lacfy  Am^  Haft  thou'  brougbtmy  kinfman  hU 
tbcr  ? 

John.  Well,  Ibavn'ttben. 

Jane.  If  you  bavn't^  wbat  do  you  make  fuch 
t  talk  about  it  ? 

John.  Don't  give  me  your  palaver— Will  yott 
only  walk  up,  if  you  pleafe,  Mafter  Harry  ? 

Janf.  Will  you  watk  up  if  you  pleafe,  Mafief 
Harry  ? 

Lady  Am.  Friendfbtp  requiretb,  yet  I  ani  not 
difpofed  to  commune  with  company. — {ajide.) 
|L      Jane^  Oh,  blefs  me^  ma'am  !  if  it  isn'c**^ 

* 

3  £«/^  Rover,  dr^. 

%      RoV.  «  'tis  I,    Hamlet  the  Dane  I"— •^  Thus 

^far,  into  the  bowels  of  the  land,  have  we  march'd 
on.'*— **^  Jt)hn,  that  bloody  and  devouring 
boar  I" 

John.  He  called  me  bull  in  the  coach. 

Jane^  I  don't  know  what  brought  fuch  a  bull 
into  the  coach  I 

Rgv.  This  the  lady  Amaranth !  By  heavens^ 
the  very  angel  quaker ! 

Lady  Am.  (Turns.)  The  dear,  generous  youths 
my  couiin  Harry ! 

John.  There  he's  for  you,  my  lady,  and  makt 
the  mod:  of  him; 

Jam.  Oh,  bow  h^ppy  my  lady  is  I  he  looks  fo 
charming  now  he's  fine. 

John.  Harky  {  file's  as  rich  stt  a  Spaniih  India- 

VOL.  ii*  H  man 
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man,  and  I  tell  you,  your  father  vnlhcs  you^4 
grapple  her  by  ,the  heart — court  her,  you  mad 
devil,  {flpartto  Rover.)  There's  an  engagement 
to  be  between  thefe  *two  vcifels  -,  but  little  eu- 
pid's  the  only  man  that's  to  take  minutes^  fo 
come.  (/(?  Jane.) 

Jane.  Ma'am,  an*t  I  to  wait  on  you  ? 
, '  Job^*  No,  my  lafs,  you*rc  to  wait  on  me. 

Jane.  Wait  on  this  great  fea-buU!  am  I 
ma'am  ? 

John.  By  this^  Sir  George  is  come  to  th# 
inn,— without  letting  the  younker  know  Til 
go  bring  him  here,  and  fmuggle  both  father  and 
ion  into  a  joyful  meeting,  {afide,) — (21?  jane.) 
Come  now  ufher  me  down  like  a  lady. 

yane^  This  way,  Mr.  Sailor  Gentleman^ 

[Exeunt  John  Dory  and  Jane. 

Rov.  By  heavens  a  mod  delegable  woman  ! 

{afide) 

Lady  Am.  Coufin,  when  I  faw  thee  in  the 
Village  free  the  flieep  frbni  the  tvolf,  why  did'ft 
hot  tell  me  thenthoii  wert  Ton  to  my  uncJej  Sir 
George  ? 

Rov.  Becaufe^  my  lady,  then  I— didn't  know 
it  myfelf— (^^^<?.^ 

Lady  Am.  VVhy  woii'dft  thoii  vex  thy  father, 
and  quit  thy  fchool. 

R^v.  *'  A  truant  difpofitioji,  good,  my  lady, 
brought  me  from  Wirtemberg.^* 
^" Lady  Am.  Thy  father  defigns  th6c  for  his 
4angen  us  profcffion  ;  but  is  thy  inclinatioii 
turned  to  the  voice  of  trumpets,  and  fmltes  of 
mighty  flaughter  ? 

ii<?i;.  "  Why,  ma'am,  as' for  old  Boreas,  my 
««  dad,  when  the  blaft  of  war  blows  in  his  ears, 
^♦he^satjger  in* nis  fierce  rcfentment."-rBut 

for 
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for  me^  <<  I  think  it  a  pity,  and  fo  it  1$,  that 
^  villainous  faltpetrefliould  be  digg'd  out  of  th^ 
•*  bowels  of  the  harmlefs  earth,  which  many  a 
**  good  tall  fellow  has  deftroyed,  with  wounds 
"  and  guns,  and  drums,  heaven  fave  the  mark!" 

Lady  Am.  Indeed  thou  ai  t  tall,  my  couiin, 
and  grown  of  comely  ftaturc.  Our  families  havCj 
long  been  feparated. 

Rov.  They  have. — Since  Adam,  I  believe— 
{fiftde.)  •*  Then,  lady,  let  that  Iweet  bud  of 
'^  love  now  ripen  to  a  beauteous  flower  !'* 

I^ady  Am.  Love  ! 

Rov.  "  Excellent  lady !  perdition  catch  my 
**  foul,  but  I  do  love  thee,  and  when  I  love 
^  thee  not.  Chaos  is  come  again.*' 

Ijidy  Am.  Thou  art  pf  an  happy  difpofitibn. 

Rov.  •*  If  I  were  now  to  die,  'twere  now  to 
^  be  moft  happy/'.  ••  Let  our  fenfes  dance  in 
*'  concert  to  the  joyful  minutes,  and  this  and  this 
J^  the  only  difcord  make.''  {kijffes  her  band.) 

EnterjAiJi^^  with  cake  and  wine, 

Jane.  Ma^ani,  an't  pleafe  you,  Mr.  Zachariah 
bid  me-rr- 

Rov.  ^^  Why,  you  fancy  yourfelf  Cardinal 
^*  Wolfey  in  this  family/' 

Jane.  No,  fir,  Tmnot  a  C^rdin<ri,  Vra  only 
my  lady's  maid  here — Jenpy  Gammon^  at  your 
fcrvice. 

Rov.  ^^  A  bowl  of  creanvfor  yopr  CathoUq 
^ajefty."       . 

jane.  Cream  !  La,  Sir,  it's  wine  and  water. 

Rov.  "  Ypu  get  no  water,  take  the  wine, 
great  Potentate." — {Prefents  a  glafs  to  Lady 
^jmranth^ 
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Janer  Madam ,  my  father  begs  IcaTC—- 
R$v.  *^  Go,   go,    thou  ihalbw  Foovona. 
(pKts  her  out.)    £h»  s'deatb !   my  manager ! 

• 
Enf^  Farmer  Gammok,  and  Lamp. 

C^m.  I  hope  her  lady fhip  hasn't  found  out 
*twas  I  had  Banks  arrefted*  (qficU.) ^^WoxMk 
your  ladyihip  giv€  leave  for  this  here  honei^  man 
and  his  comrade  to  zd  a  few  plays  in  the  town, 
^caufe  I've  let*n  my  barn,  'Twill  be  fomc  little 
help  to  me  my  lady. 

Rov>  I  upderfiand  more  of  thefe  affairs  than 
ladies  do     X^eave  me  to  fettle  'em,  madam. 

Lady  Am*  True ;  thefe  are  deluiions,  as  % 
woman^  I  uaderfiand  not.  But  by  my  confine 
advice  I  will  abide  >   ^0i;  his  permiffion. 

Gam*  So;  1  muft  pay  my  refpe<5l8  to  the 
young  Squire,  {aftde.)  An't  pleafe  your  honourv 
if  a  poor  man  like  me  {bows}  durft  o^r  my 
humble  duty— 

Rov.  "  Cah'ft  thou  bow  ta  a  Vagrant.*'  Eh, 
Little  Hofpitality  ? 

(Farmer  Qammmt  bpks  at  him  ondfiietAs^^ 

Lamp.  Pleafe  your  honour,  if  I  may  prefume 
to  hope  you'll  be  graeioufly  pltafed  to  take  our 
litfle  fquad  under  your  honor's  prote^ion. 

Rov.  Ha  I 

Lady  Jm.  What  faift  thou*  Henry  ? 

Rov.  Ay,  Where's  Henry  ?  True,  that's  mc, 
Strange  I  fhould  already  forget  my  name,  and 
not  half  an  hour  fince  1  was  chriftened  f  (a^di  X 
Harky !  do  you  play  your&lf  ?  Eh  J  Ha !  Hem  1 
fellow  ? 

Lamp.  Yc5,  Sir  ;  and  Sir,  I  have  juft  now  en^ 
gaged  a  ncwaftor,  one  Mr,  Rover.  Such  an  aftor ! 

but 
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but  I  dare  fay»  Sir,  youVe  heard  of  Mr.  Rover* 

Rovi  Ehl  What!  you've  engaged  that--* 
what's  his  name.  Rover  ?  If  fuch  is  your  beft 
aftor,  you  fhanc  have  my  permiflion.  My  dear 
madaip,  the  worft  fellow  in  the  world.  Get 
alpng  out  of  the  town,  or  I'll  have  all  of  yout 
man,  woman,  child,  ftick,  rag,  and  fiddle^ 
jtick^  clapt  into  the  whirligig. 

La4y  ^*  Good  man,  abide  not  here. 

Rov.  £h  1  What  my  friend  ?  Now,  indeed,  if 
this  new  a£tor  you  brag  of,  this  crack  of  your 
company,  was  any  thing  like  a  gendeman« 

Lamp.  {Surprifed)  It  isn't  f 

Rov.  It  is.  My  good  friend^  if  I  was  really 
the  unfortunate  poor  ftroUing  dog  you  thought 
mc,  I  ftiou'd  tread  your  four  boards,  and  crow 
the  cock  of  your  barn  door  fowl ;  but  as  fate  has 
ordained  that  I'm  a  gentleman,  and  fon  to  Sir, 
••^Sir,  what  the  devil's  my  father's  name  ?  (afide) 
yott  muft  be  content  to  murder  Shaklpcare  with- 
out making  me  an  accomplice. 

Lamp.  But,  my  moft  gcndc  Sir,  I,  and  my 
treafurer,  Trap,  have  trumpeted  your  fame  ten 
miles  round  the  country  : — the  bills  arc  poftcd, 
the  ftage  built,  the  candles  book'd,  fiddles  en« 
gaged  J  all  on  the  tip-top  of  expeftation.  We 
ihou'd  have  to-morrow  night  an  overflow,  ay, 
thirty  pounds.  Dear,  worthy  Sir,  you  wou'dn'c 
go  to  ruin  a  whole  community  and  their  families, 
chat  now  depend  only  on  the  exertion  of  your 
brilliant  talents. 

Rov.  Eh !  I  never  was  uniform  but  in  one 
fnaxim,  that  is,  tho'  I  do  little  good,  to  hurt 
nobody  but  myfelf. 

Lady  Am.  Since  thou  haft  promifed,  much  as 
J  fx'i'^c  my  adherence  to  thofe  cuftoms  in  which  I 

was 
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was  brought  up,  thou  ihalt  not  fully  thy  honor 
•by  a  breach  of  thy  word  j  for  truth  is  more  (hin- 
ing  than  b<^acen  gold.  Play,  if  ic  can  bring  good 
to  thefc  people. 

Rov.  Shall  I? 

Lady  Am*  This  falleth  out  well;  for  I  have 
•bidden  all  the  wealthy  people  round  unto  mv 
houfe-warnning,  and  thefe  pleafantries  may  afix)r4 
them  a  cheerful  and  innocent  entertainment. 

Rov.  l>ue,  my  lady;  your  guefts  an't  qua- 
kers,  tho*  you  are ;  and  when  we  a(k  people  to 
our  houfe,  we  ftudy  to  pleafe  them,  not  our- 
felves.  But  if  we  do  furnilh  up  a  play  or  two, 
the  mufes  flia'n't  honor  that  churlifti  fellow's 
barn.  The  God  that  illumines  the  foul  of  genius 
fhou*d  never  vifit  the  iron  door  of  inhumanity. 
No  GaiTunon's  barn  for  me  !-»— 

Lady  Am.  Barn!  that  gallery  ihall  be  thy 
theatre;  and,  in  fpite  of  the  grave  doftrines  of 
Ephraim  Smooth,  my  friends  and  I  will  behold 
and  rejoice  in  thy  pranks,  my  pleafant  coufin. 

Rov.  My  kind,  my  charming  lady !  Hey, 
brighten  up,  bully  Lamp,  carpepters,  taylor/ 
manager,  diftribute  your  box  tickets  for  my  lady's 
gallery.—**  Come,  gentle  coz,'* 

^*  The  aftors  are  at  band,  and  by  their  (hew 

•«  You  (hall  know  all 

^'  That  yqu  arc  like  to  |cnow^*» 


SCENE' 
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SCENE  11. 

The  Inn, 

4 

£«/^r  Harry,  inaridingdrefs^  and  Mvz  in a^ 

Livery. 

tiar.  Tho*  I  went  back  to  Portfmouth  academy 
with  a  contrite  heart  to  refunne  my  (ludies  ;  ycC, 
from  my  father's  angry  letter,  I  dread  a  woeful 
ftorm  at  our  firft  meeting,  I  fancy  the  people  ac 
this  inn  don*t  tecoUeft  me;  it  reminds  me  of  mjr 
pleafant  friend,  poor  Jack  Rover  5  I  wonder  where 
be  is  now. 

A/wz;  And  it  brings  to  my  memory  a  certain 
ftray-vaguing  acquaintance  of  mine,  poor  Dick 
Bufkin. 

Har.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  Then  I  defire,  Sir,  yoii*U 
turn  Dick- Bufkin  again  out  of  your  memory* 

Muz.,  Can't,  Sir.  The  dear  good-natur'd, 
wicked— -beg  your  honoris  pardon. 

Har.  Oh,  but  Muz,  you  muft,  as  food  as  l*m 
drefs'd,  ftep  out  and  enquire  whofe  houfc  is  this 
my  father's  at ;  I  did  not  think  he  had  any  ac- 
quaintance in  this  part  of  the  country.  Sound 
what  humour  he's  in,  and  how  the  land  lies,  be- 
fore I  venture  in  his  prefence. 

Enter  Waiter. 

Tf'^ait.  Sir,  the  room  is  ready  for  you  to  drefs. 

[EsiL 
Har.    I  ftiall  only   throw  off  my  boocs,   and 
you'll  ftiakc  a  little  powder  in  my  hair. 
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Muz.  Then,  hey,  puff,  I  (houlder  my  cutHrtg 
irons.  \^Ejcelini. 

Enter  Sir  George  Thukder,  and  LAWbtoRD. 

Sir  Geo.  I  c^an  hear  nothing  of  thcfc  defeiters; 
y*,  by  my  flrft  intelligence,  they'll  not  venture 
up  to  London.  They  muft  ftili  be  lurking  ab6ut 
the  country.  Landlord,  hare  any  fufpidious  per- 
Ions  put  in.  at  your  houfe  ? 

Land.  Ifes,  fir  j   now  atid  then. 

Sir  Geo,  What  do  you  do  with  them  ? 

Land.  Why,  Sir,  when  a  man  calls  for  liqudf, 
that  I  think  has  no  money,  I  make  him  pay  be* 
fore-hand. 

Sir  Geo.  Damn  your  liquor,  you  fclf-interefted 
porpoife!  Chatter  your  own  private  concerns, 
when  the  public  good,  or  fear  of  general  calamity 
fliou'd  be  the  only  compafs.  Thcfe  fellows  that 
Tm  in  purfuit  of  have  run  from  their  fhips^  if  our 
navy's  unmanned,  what  becomes  of  you  and  your 
houfe,  you  cormorant  ? 

Land.  This  is  a  very  abufive  fort  of  a  gentle- 
man ;  but  he  has  a  full  pocket,  or  he  wou'dn't  be 
fo  faucy.  i^ajide.)  [Exit. 

Sir  Geo.  This  rafcal,  I  believe,  doesn't  know 
Tm  Sir  George  Thunder*  Winds  ilill  variable, 
blow  my  affairs  right  athwart  each  other.— To 
know  what's  become  of  my  runagate  fon  Harry, 
and  there  my  rich  lady  niece,  preflingand  fqucez* 
ing  up  the  noble  plumage  of  our  illuftrious  family 
in  hei?  little,  mean  quaker  bonnet  j  but  1  mull  up 
to  town  after— S' blood,  when  I  catch  my  fon 
Harry  !— Ob,  here's  John  Dory. 

_  Enter 
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Enter-  jo»N  Dorv; 

Have  ybu  tiken  the  places  in  the  London  coach 
for  me  ?  . 

JohtK  Viixiioy  \  yotir  honor,  ?s  that  yourfelf  ? 

Sir  G.  No,  Pm  beflde  myftlf— heard  aioy  thing 
bf  tny  fon  ?-i-    , 

John.  ;What's.o*cldck? 

Sir  G.  What  do  you  talk  of  clocks  or  time- 
pieces^ — ^All  glafles  reck'^aing,  and  log-line  are 
run  wild  with  nie« 

jfohn.  If  its  two,  your  fon  is  at  this  moment 
Walking  with  Lady  Aitiaranth  in  her  garden. 

Sir  G.  With  Lady  Amaranth  ! 

John.  If  half  after,  they're  caft  anchor  to  reft 
themfelves  amongft  the  pofies ;  if  three,  they're 
got  up  again ;  if  four,  they're  picking  a  bit  of 
cramm'd  fowl ;  and,  if  half  after,  they're  crack- 
ing walnuts  over  a  bottle  of  Calcavella. 
'  SirG.  My  fon!  my  dear  JEriend,  where  did 
youBndhim? 

John.  Why,  I  found  him  where  he  was,  and 
i  left  him  Where  he  is. 

SirG.  What,  and  he  can!ie  to.  Lady  Ama«» 
ranth's  ? 

John.  No ;  but  I  brotight  him  there  from  this 
hoUfe  in  her  ladyfhip'3  chariot.  I  won't  tell  him 
mafter  Harry  Went  among  the  players,  or  he'd 
never  forgive  him.  {afide)  Oh !  fuch  a  merry, 
civil,  crazy,  crack-brain!  the  very  pi&ure  of 
your  honor. 

SirG.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  What,  he's  in  high  fpirits  ? 
ha,  ha,  ha !  the  dog  !  {joyfully)  But  1  hope  Jie 
had  difcretion  enough  to  throw  a  little  gravity 
over  his  mad  humour,  before  his  prudent  coufin. 

VOL*  n.  I  John^ 
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John.  He  threw  himfelf  on  his  knees  before 
her,  and  that  did  i^uiteas  We)i. 

Sir  G.  Ha^  ba,  ha!  made  love  to  her  already ! 
Ob,  the  impudent,  the  cunnitig  villain  !  Wb^lt, 
and  may  be  he— 

Jo&n.  ini€td  he  ^idgT^chet^ftniick. 

SirG.  Me;  ha,  ha,  ha! 

John.  Oh,  he's  your*s !  axhip  of  4be^oId  block. 

Sir'G.  He  is  !  he  is  !  ha,  ha,   ha  ! 

John.  Oh,  h^  tbre^xr  his  arms  around  lier,  as 
eager  as  I  would  to  catch  a  falling  decanter  of 
Madeira. 

Sir  ^.  Huxza !  vifi:oria  !  Here^U  be  a  junc- 
tion of  two  bouncing  "eftates !  btit,  confound 
the  money.  Johb,  you  ihall  have  a  bowl  for  a 
joliy  boat  to  fwim  in  ;  foil  in  here  a  puncheon  of 
-^rum,  a  hogihead  of  fugar,  fiiake  an  orchard  of 
orstnges,  and  let  the  landlord  drain  hb  fifii-tpond 
yb&der.  {Jings)  "  Abiiittper!  a  btioiper  of  good 
liquor,** 

John.  Then^  my  good  mafter.  Sir  George,  V\\ 
order  a  bowl  in,  fince  you  are  in  the  humour  for 
il>i^««  We^U  dance  a  Httle,  and  fing  a  little" 

'  Sir  G.  And  fo  the  wild  rogue  is  this  inftant 
rattling  up  her  prim  ladyfhip.  £h,  isn't  this  hei 
i^ft  her  already  1       \ 

JEnter  Harry  dreji. 

Har.  I  muft  have  foi^ot  my  cane^hi  this  room 
•-^ My  father! 

Sir  G.  {looks  at  bis  tvatch)  Juft  half  after  four  I 
^hy,  Harry,  you've  made  great  hafte in  Craifc- 
ing  your  walnuts. 

Har.  Yes  j  he's  heard  of  my  frolics  with  thte 

players# 
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players.  Cajide)  Dear  fathep,  if  you'll  but  tor-, 
give— 

Sir  G.  Why,  indeed,  Harry,  your  ruiimog 
away  was  not  well — I've  heard  all,  you've  aded 
very  bad. 

Mar.  Sir,  it  fliould  be  confidered  1  was  buc  a 
novice.  ^ 

Sir  G.  However,  I  fliall  think  of  nothing  now 
but  for  your  benefit^ 

Har.  Very  odd  his  approving  oC*^I  fuppcfe  he 
means  to  let  me  have  my  frolic  out.  {afidi^y  I 
thank  you,  Sir^  but  if  agreeabfetoyou,  I've  done 
yffikh  benefit's. 

Sir  G.  If  I'  wasn't  the  beft  of  fathers^  you 
might  indeed  hope  for  none  i  but  no  matter,  if 
yoU'  can  get  but  the  Fair  (^akeir. 

jfifer.  Or  the  Hiimouji^s  of  the  Navy,  Sir  ? 

SirG.  What!  how  dare  you  rcfle<^  on  the 
Itumours  of  the  navy  ?  The  liavy  has  very  good 
humours,  or  I'd  never  fee  your  dog's  face  again^ 
you  villain  !  But  I'm  cool,-^£h,  boy,  a  fnug 
eafy  chariot  ? 

Har.  I'll  order  it.  Waiter,  defire  my  father's 
carriage  to  draw  up.  {calls  off) 

Sir  G.  Mine,  you  rogue  I  I've  none  here.  I 
Aezn  Lady  Amaranth's. 

Har.  Yes  Sir,  Lady  Amaranth^s  chariot  I 
^foiiwg  ojf) 

Sir  G.  What  are  you  at  ?  I  mean  that  which 
you  left  this  houfe  in. 

Har.  Chariot !  Sir,  I  left  this  houie  on  foott 

Sir  G*  What,  with  John  Dory  ? 

Har.  No,  Sir,  with  Jack  Rover. 

Sir  G.  Why,  John  has  been  a  rover  to  be  fure  ; 
but  now  he's  iettled  fince  Tve  made  him  my 
ya]et  d^  chiambre. 

i^  Har 4 
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.  Uar.  Make  him  your  valet !  Why,  Sir,  where 
did  you  meet  him  ? 

Stir  G.  I  met  him  on  board  j^  and  I  met  him  on 
fliore»  the  cabbin,  fteerage,  gallery,  and  fore- 
cai^Ie.     He  failed  round  the  world  with  me* 

Uar.  Strange  this  Sir  !  certainly  I  underftood 
he  had  been  in  the  Eaft  Indies;  but  he  never 
told  xpe  he  even  kpew  you;  but,  indeed,  he 
knew  me  only  by  the  name  of  Dick  Bufkin. 

Sir  G  Then  how  came  he  to  bring  you  to  Lady 
Amaranth's  ? 

Har.  Bring  me  where,  Sir  ? 

Sir  G.  Anfwer  me,  arc  not  you  now  come  * 
fiQm  her  Ladyihip's  i 

Har.  Me  ?  Not  I.  . 

Sir  G.  Ha  L  this  is  a  lie  of  John's  to  enhance 
his  own  fervices.  Then,  you  have  not  been 
there  ? 

Har.  There !  I  don't  know  where  you  mean. 
Sir. 

Sir  G.  Yes ;    Uis  all  a  brag  of  John's,  but 

ru— 

jEw/^r  John  Dory. 

John.  The  rum  and  fugar  is  ready ;  but  as  for 
the  fifh^popd— ^ 

Sir  G.  ru  kick  you  into  it,  you  thirfty  old 
grampus. 

yohn.  Will  ^ou  ?  Then  PU  make  a  comical 
rpaited  orapge. 

Sir  G,  How  dare  you  fay  you  brought  my 
fpn  to  Lady  Amaranth's. 

yohn.  And  who  fays  I  did  not  ? 

Sir  G.  He  that  beft  (hou'd  know ;  only  Dick 
Bulkin  here,  (ironically) 

John. 
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John.  Then,  Dick  Bucklkin  might  fiod  fome 
other  amufement  than  footing  o£F  his  guns  here. 

Sir  G.  Did  you  bring  my  foa  to  Lady  Ama- 
ranth's in  her  phariot  ? 

John.  And  to  be  fure  I  did. 

Sir  G.  There,  what  do  you  fay  to  that  ? 
"  Har.  I  fay  its  falfe. 

Jfobn.  Falfe  !  Shiver  my  hulk,  Mr.  Buckikin, 
if  you  wore  a  lion's  fkin^  I'd  curry  you  for  this, 

[E^it.  in  a  rage. 

Sir  G.  No,  no,  John's  honeft,  I  fee  thro'  it 
now.  The  puppy  has  feen  her,  perhaps  he  has 
the  impudence  not  to  like  her^  and  fo  blows  up 
this  confufion  and  perplexity  only  to  break  off  a 
marriage  that  I've  fet  my  heart  on.     ^ 

Har.  What  does  he  meanf  Sir,  I'll  affure  you — 

Sir  S.  Damn  your  affurance,  you  difobedient, 
ungrateful — I'll  not  part  with  you  'till  I  con- 
front you  with  Lady  Amaranth  herfelf  face  to 
face,  and  if  I  prove  you've  been  deceiving  mc, 
I'll  launch  you  into  the  wide  ocean  of  life  with- 
out rudder,  compafs,  grog,  or  tobacco. 

[Exeunt. 


END    OF    TH£    THliRD    ACT. 
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ACT    IV. 


SCENE  I. 

Ladt  A>rARANTH*s  Hou/e. 
Enter  Ladt  Amaranth,  readmg. 

Lady  Amaranth. 

JL  HE  fanciful  flights  of  my  pleafant  coufin  en-r 
chant  my  fcnfcs.  This  book  he  gave  mt  ta  rea4^ 
containeth  good  moral.  The  man  ShakfpearcT^ 
that  did  write  it,  they  call  immortal ;  he  mud  . 
indeed  have  been  filled  with  a  divine  fpirit.  I 
underftand,  from  my  coufin,  the  origin  of  plays 
were  religious  myfteries;  that,  freed  from  the 
fiiperftition  of  early,  and  the  grofsnefs  of  latter 
ages,  the  ftage  is  now  the  vehicle  of  delight  and 
morality.  If  fo,  to  hear  a  good  play,  is  taking 
the  wholefome  draught  of  precept  from  a  golden 
cup,  embofs'd  with  gems;  yet,  my  giving  coun-. 
tcnance  to  have  one  in  my  houfe,  and  even  to 
a(fl  in  it  myfelf,  prove  the  afcendency  that  my 
dear  Harry  hath  over  my  heart— Ephraim 
Smooth  is  much  fcandalized  at  thefe  doings. 

Enter 
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Enter  Ephraim  Smooth. 

Eph.  This  manfion  is  now  the  tsibernacle  of 
Baal. 

Lady  Am.  Then  abide  not  in  it; 

Efh.  *T  is  full  of  the  wicked  ones. 

Lady  Am.  Stay  not  amongft  the  wicked  onesJ 
{loud  taugbing  without) 

Eph.  I  muft  ihut  naine  ears. 

Lady  Am.  And  thy  mouth  alfo,  good  Ephraim. 
I  have  bidden  my  coufin  Henry  to  my  houfe,  and 
I  will  not  fet  bounds  to  his  mirth  to  gratify  thy 
fpleen,  and  (hew  mine  own  inhofpitality. 

Eph.  Why  doft  thou  fuffer  him  to  put  into 
the  hands  of  thy  fervants  books  of  tragedies, 
and  books  of  comedies,  prelude,  interlude,  yea, 
all  lewd.  My  fpirit  doth  wax  wrath.  I  fay  un- 
to thee,  a  play-houfe  is  the  fchooi  for  the  old 
dragon,  and  a  play-book,  the  primmer  of  Belze- 
bub. 

JLady  Am.  This  is  one;  mark !  (reads)  **  Not 
«'  the  King's  crown,  nor  the  deputed  fword,  the 
•*  marlbairs  truncheon,  nor  the  judge's  robe, 
*^  become  them  with  one  half  fo  good  a  grace  as 
**  mercy  doth.  Oh,  think  on  that,  and  mercy 
'^^  then  will  breathe  within  your  lips  like  man 
^*  new  made!'"  Doth  Belzebub  fpeak  fuch  words  ? 

Epb^  Thy  kinfman  hath  made  all  the  fervants 
a£lors. 

Lady  Am.  To  aft  well  is  good  fervice. 

Eph.  Here  cometh  the  damfel  for  whom  my 
heart  yearneth.  {aftde) 


Enter 


"  -•     ' 
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Enter  Jane,  {reading). 


A 


Jane.  Oh,  Ma*am,  his  honor  the  fquire,  fays 
the  play's  to  be  *•  As  you  like  it."        j    , 

Eph.  I  like  it  not, 

Jane.  He's  given  me  my  charafter,  \  Vm  to  be 
miis  Audrey,  and  brother  Sims's  to  be  William 
of  the  foreft  as  it  were.  But  how^ml  to-  get 
my  part  by  heart  ?  \^ 

Lady  Am.  By  often  reading  it.  ^  . 

Jane.  Well,  I  don't  know  but  that's  ,as  good 
a  way  as  any*  But  I  muft  ftudy  it.  **  The  gods 
"  give  us  joy.'*  [Exii. 

Epb.  Thy  maidens  Ikip  like  young  kids; 

Lady  Am.  Then  do  thou  go  Ikip  with  them. 

Eph.  Mary,  thou  Ihou'd'ft  be  obeyed  in  thine 
own  houfe,  and  I  will  do  thy  bidding. 

Lady  Am.  Ah,  thou  hypocrite !  To  obey  is  ca- 
fy  when  the  heart  commands. 

Enter  Rover. 

Rover.  Oh,  'my  charming  coufin,  how  agred 
you  and  Rofalind  ?  Are^  you  almoft  perfedE  ? 
"Eh,  what,  all  a-mort,  old  Clytus?''  "«  Why, 
"  you're  like  an  angry  fiend  broke  in  among  the 
^*  laughing  gods."' — Come,  come,  I'll  have  no- 
thing here,  but,  **  quips  and  cranks  and  wreath- 
*'  ed  fmilcs,  fuch  as  dwell  on  Hebe's  cheek.*' 
{looking  at  Lady  Amaranth) 

Lady  Am.  He  fays  we  mus'n't  have  this 
amufement. 

Rov.  *'  But  Fm  a  voice  potential,  double  as 
"  the  Duke's,  and  I  fay  we  muft.-' 

Eph.  Nay. 

kover.  Yea:  *•  By  Jupiter,  I  fwear,  ayc.^*  {tnu^ 
Jicwthout) 

Epb. 
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Epb.  I  muft  ihut  my  ears.  The  man  of  fin 
Tubbeth  the  hair  of  the  horfe  to  the  bowels  of 
the  ciU 

Enter  Lamp,  with  a  Violin. 

Lmtp.  Now,  if  agreeable  to  your  Ladyfhif^ 
We'll  go  over  your  fong. 

Epb.  I  will  go  over  it.  '  (fmatbes  tbe  took /rem 
hady  Amaranth^  throws  it  on  the  ground^  andfteps 

Rover.  Trampk  on  Shakfpcare !  *'  A  fecri- 
*^  legions  thief,  that,  Arom  a  fhelf  the  precious 
^  diadem  fiole,  and  put  it  in  his  pocket !"  {takes 
up  the  book  and  prejents  it  to  Lady  Amaranth)  Si- 
lence, **  thou  owij  of  Crete/*  and  hear  the 
^*  Cuckoo's  fong/* 

Lady  Am.  To  pra6Hce  it  I^  content; 
{Lamp  begins  to  play.    Ephraim  jojlles  him^  and 

puts  him  out  of  tune.) 

Lamp.  Why,  ivhat's  that  for,  my  dear  fir? 

Epb.  Friend,  this  is  a  land  of  freedom,  and 
I've  as  much  right  to  move  my  elbow,  as  thou 
haft  to  move  thine.  {Rover  pujbes  him)  Why 
doft  thou  fo  friend  ? 

.  Rjov.  ^^  Friend,  this  is  a  land  of  freedom,  and 
*^  I  have  as  much  right  to  move  my  elbow,  as 
**  thou  haft  to  move  thine."  {Jhoves  Epbrarm  out) 
*^  Verily,  I  could  fmite  that  Amalekite  'tiU  the 
^«  going  down  of  the  fun.**^ 

Lady  Am.  But,  Harry,  do  your  people  of  fa« 
ihion  ad:  thefe  follies  themfelves. 

Rovm  Ay,  and  fcramble  for  the  top  parts  as 
eager  as  for  ftar,  ribband,  place  or  penficm ;  and 
no  wonder,  for  a  good  part  in  a  play  is  the  firft 
good  character  fome  of  them  ever  had.— Lamp, 
decorate  tlie  feats  out  fmart  an(|  theatrical,  and 
.  VOL*  II*  K  drill 
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drill  the  fervadC^  that  I've  gtv'n  the  fmall  parts 
to—  [Exit  Lamp:, 

Lady  Am.  I  wiflicd  for  fome  entertainment,  (m 
\9hich  gay  people  now  take  delight)  to  plcafe 
thofe  I  have  invited ;  but  we'll  convert  thefe  fol- 
lies into  a  charitable  purpofe.  Tickets  for  this 
day  (hall  be  delivered  unto  my  friends  gratis; 
but  money  ta  their  amount,  I  will,  (after  reward-* 
ing  our  ailiftants)  diilribute  ^mongft  the  indi- 
gent of  the  village.  Thus,  whilft  we  pleafe  our^ 
felvesy  and  perhaps  amufe  our  friends,  we  fliall 
make  the  poor  happy*  {EssiK 

Rov.  An  angel!  If  Sir  George  doesn't  fooii 
airive  to  blow  me,  I  may,  I  think,  marry  her 
angelic  ladyfliip ;  but  will  that  be  honeft  ^  ihe's 
nobly  born,  tho'  I  fufpeft  I  had  anceftors  too  if 
I  knew  who  they  were.  I  certainly  entered  this 
houfe  the  pooreft  wight  in  England,  and  what 
muft  ihe  imagine  when  1  am  difcover'd  i  That  I 
am  a  feoundrel ;  and,  confequently,  tfao'  I  £h6u|d 

Soflefs  her  hand  and  fortune,  inftead  of  loving, 
le'U  defpife  me  iJ^^)  I  want  a  friend  now, 
to  confak— deceive  her  I  will  not.  Poor  Dick 
Bufkin  wants  money  more  than  myfelf,  yet  thi$ 
is  a  meafure  I'm  f&re  he'd  fcorn.  No>^  bo»  I  muft 
notr 

Enter  Harry*^ 

fhr.  Now  I  hope  my  paffionate  father  will  be 
convinced  this  is  the  firf):  time  I  was  ever  under 
this  roof.  £h,  what  beau  is  here?  Aftoniflung! 
My  old  ftroUing  friend !  {tmperceived.  Jits  by  Ra^ 
Ver) 

Rov.  Heigho  I  I  don't  know  what  ta  do. 

Har.  {m  the  f^pw tone}  *^  Nor  what  to  fay/' 
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Rov.  {turns)  Dick  Bufldn !  My  dear  fcltow! 
Ha,  ha^  ha  I  Talk  of  the  devil;  and — I  was  juft^ 
thinking  of  you — *pon  my  foul,  Dick,  I'm  fo 
happy  to  fee  you.  ( Jhakes  bands  cordially) 

Hot.  But,  Jack,  eh,  perhaps  you  found  me 
out. 

Rov.  Foupd  you !  Pm  fure  I  wonder  how  the 
deuce  you  found  me  out.  Afa,  the  news  of  xay 
intended  play  has  brought  you. 

Har.  He  doesn't  know  as  yet  who  I  am,  (b    * 
V\l  carry  it  on.    (ajdc)   Then  you   too  have 
broke  your  engagement  with  Truncheon  at  Win* 
chefter;  figuring  it  away  in  your  ftage  cloaths 
too.     Really  tell  us  what  you  are  at  here.  Jack. 

Rev.  Will  you  be  quiet  with  yow  Jadong  J 
Fm  now  Squire  Harry . 

Har.  What? 

Rpv^  I've  been  prcffcd  into  this  fervice  by  an 
old  man  of  war,  who  found  me  at  the  inn,  and, 
infilling  I'm  fon  to  a  Sir  Qeorge  Thunder,  here, 
in  that  charaflter,  Iflatter  myfclf^I  have  won  the 
heart  of  the  charming  lady  of  this  houfe. 

Har.  Now  the  myftery  s  out.  {iffide)  Then  it*s 
my  friend  Jack  has  been  brongfat  here  for  me« 
Do  you  know  the  young  man  they  take  yoik 
for? 

Rov.  No ;  but  Fm  propd  to  fay  he  is  honored 
in  his  reprefentativc. 

Har.  Upon  my  foul.  Jack,  you're  a  very  high 
fellow.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Rov.  I  am,  now  |  can  put  fome  pounds  in 
your  pocket;  -you  (hall  be  employed— we're 
getting  up  "  As  You  like  It".  Let's  fee,  ia 
the  caft,  have  I  a  part  for  you — ^IMl  take  Touch- 
ftoUc  from  Lamp,  you  (hall  have  it,  my  boy  s  I'd 

ft  2      ^  refign 
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refign  Orlando  to  you  with  any  other  Rofalind : 
but  thejady  of  the  manfion  play^  it  herfelf. 
i  Har.  The  Tery  lady  my  father  intended  for 
me.  {qfide)  Do  you  love  her.  Jack  ? 
Rov.  To  diftradlion  j  but  TU  not  have  her. 

Har.  No!  Why? 

Rov*  She  thinks  me  a  gentleman,  and  Til  not 
convince  her  1  am  a  rafcal,  FU  go  on  with  our 
play,  as  the  produce  is  appropriated  to  a  good 
purpofe,  and  then  lay  down  my  fquirefhip,  bid 
adieu  to  my  heavenly  Rofalind,  and  exit  for  ever 
from  her  houfe,  poor  Jack  Rover. 
•  Har.  The  generous  fellow  I  ever  thought  him, 
and  he  fha'n't  lofe  by  it.  If  I  cbuld  make  him 
hclievc-^iaJJei  pau/es)  Ha,  ha,  ha!  Well,  this 
is  the  moft  whimfical  affair !  You've  anticipated, 
fuperceded  me,  ha^  ha,  ha  !  You'll  fcarce  believe 
that  I'm  come  here  too  (purpofely  tho^)  to  pafs 
myfcif  for  this  young  Henry. 

Rev.  No!  ^ 

Har.  I  am. 

5/VG.  {without)  Harry,  where  are  you?     . 

Rov.  Eh!  Who's  that? 

Har.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  I'll  try  it,  my  father  will  be 
curfedly  vex'd ;  butvno  other  way.  {aftde) 

Rov.  Somebody  cali'd  Harry — "  If  the  real 
Simon  Pure*'  fliou'd  be  arrived,  I'm  in  a  fine 
way. 

Har.  Be  quiet — that's  my  confederate. 

Rov.  Eh ! 

Har.  He's  to  perfonate  the  father.  Sir  George 
Thunder.  He  ftarted  the  fcheme  having  heard 
that  a  union  was  intended,  and  Sir  George^  not 
inimediately  expe^ed — our  plan  is,  if  I  can,  be-^ 
fore  his  arrival,  flourilh  myfelf  into  the  lady's 
good  graces,  an4  whip  her  up^  as  fhe's  an  heirefs. 

Rov. 
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Rov.  But  who  is  this  comrade  ? 

Har.  One  of  my  former  company,  a  devilifh 
£rood  a&or  in  the  old  men. 
'  Rov.  So,  you're  turn'd  fortune  hunter!  Oh 
ho!  then^twason  this  plan  that  you  parted  with 
me  on  the  road,  Handing  like  a  finger-pofl, 
^  yoii  walk  up  that  way,  and  1  walk  down  this.** 
Why  Dick,  I  did'nt  know  you  were  half  fo  ca- 
pital a  rogue. 

Har.  1  didn't  know  my  forte  lay  that  way,  'till 
perfuaded  by  this  experienc'd  ftager. 

Rov.  He  muft  be  an  impudent  old  Icoundrel; 
who  is  he  ?  Do  I  know  him  ? 

Har.  Why,  no^— I  hope  not.   {afide) 

Rov.  rU  fiep  down  ftairs^  and  have  the  honor 
of— ril  kick  him. 

Har.  No,  I  wouldn't  have  him  hurt  either. 

Rov.  What's  his  name? 

Har.  His  name  is— is — Abrawang. 

Rov.  Abrawang  !  T  never  heard  of  him,  but, 
Dick,  why  wou'd  you  let  him  perfuade  you  to 
fuch  afcandalous  affair  ? 

Har.  Why  faith,  I  would  have  been  off"  k ; 
but  when  once  he  takes  a  projedl  into  his  head,  the 
devil  himfelf  can't  drive  him  outX)f  it. 

Rgv.Ycs:  but  the  conftable  may  drive  him 
into  Winchefter  goal. 

Har.  Eh  !  Your  opinion  of  our  intended  ex- 
ploit has  made  me  afham'd  of  myfelf — Ha,  ha,' 
ha!  Harkey,  Jack,  to  frighten  and  punifh  my 
advifer,  do  you  Hill  keep  your  charader  of  young 
fquire  Thunder — you  can  eafily  do  that,  as  he, 
no  more  than  myfelf,  has  ever  fcen  the  young 
gentleman.  ^ 

Rov.  But  by  heavens  I'll— '*  Qaoit  him  down, 
«  Bardolph.'' 

Har. 
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Har.  Yes^  but>  Jack,  if  you  can  marry  her, 
htv  fortune  is  a  fnug  thing  j  befides  if  you  love 
each  other,— I  tell  you— 

Rov.  Hang  her  fortune !  **  my  love  more 
**  noble  than  the  world,  prizes  not  quantity  of 
*V  dirty  lands.*'  Oh,  Dick,  (he's  the  moft  lovely 
—but  you  ihali  fee  her,  ihe  13  feooale  beauty  in  its 
genuine  decoration.  [Exit. 

Har.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  this  is  the  drolleft'— Rover 
little  fufpcds  that  Vm  the  identical  fi:}Uire  Thun- 
der that  he  perfonatcs — I'll  lend  bijtn  my  cha- 
rader  a  little  longer.^^Yes,  thig  offers  a  moft 
excellent  opportunity  of  making  my  poor  friend'$ 
fortune,  without  injuring  any  body  ;  if  pofiible 
he  ihall  have  her.  I  can't  regret  the  lofs  of  charms 
I  never  knew,  and,  as  for  an  eftate,  my  father's 
is  competent  to  all  my  wifiies.  Lady  Amaranth, 
by  marrying  Jack  Rover,  will  gain  a  man  of 
honour,  which  ihe  might  miis  in  an  Earl^-^it  may 
teize  my  father  a  little  at  flrft,  but  he's  a  good 
old  fellow  in  the  main,  and,  I  think,  when  he 
comes  to  know  my  motive — Eh !  this  muft  be 
file — an  elegant  woman  faith !  Now  for  a  little 
finefle  to  contipue  her  in  the  belief  that  Jack  i^ 
the  man  ihe  thinks  him. 

Enter  Lady  Amaranth. 

Madam,  a  word  if  you  pleafe.  {bowing) 

Lady  Am.  Who  art  thou,  friend  ? 

Har.  I've  fcarce  time  to  warn  you  againft  the 
danger  you  are  in  of  being  impofed  upon  by 
your  uncle.  Sir  George. 

Lady  Am.  How  ? 

Har.  He  has  heard  of  your  Ladyfliip's  partia^ 
lity  for  his  fon ;  but  is  fo  incenfed  at  the  irregu- 
larity of  his  conduct,  that  he  intends,  if  poflible,  to 

difin^ 
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difinherit  him ;  and  to  prevent  your  honoring 
him  with  your  hand,  has  engaged,  and  brought 
me  hither,  to  pafs  me  on  you  for  him,  deiign* 
ing  to  treat  the  poor  young  gentleman  himfelf  as 
an  impoftor,  in  hopes  you'll  banifh  him  your 
heart  and  houfe. 

Lady  Am.  Is  Sir  George  fuch  a  parent  ?  I  thank 
thee  for  thy  caution. — What  is  thy  name ! 

Hat.  Richard  Bufkin^  Ma*am ;  the  ftage  is 
my  profefilon.  In  the  young  'fquire's  late  excur- 
fion,  we  contra£):ed  an  intimacy^  and  I  faw  fo 
many  good  qualities  in  him,  that  I  could  not 
think  of  being  the  inftrument  of  his  ruin,  nor 
deprive  your  Ladyfhip  of  fo  good  a  hufband^  as 
I'm  certain  he'll  make  you. 

Lady  Am.  Then  Sir  George  intends  to  difown 
him  ? 

Hat.  Yes,  Ma'am ;  Pve  this  moment  told  the 
young  gentleman  of  it  \  and  he's  determined^ 
tor  a  jeft  to  return  the  compliment,  by  feeming 
to  treat  Sir  George  himfelf  as  an  impoftor. 

Lady  Am.  'Twill  be  a  juft  retaliation,  and,  in- 
deed, what  my  uncle  deferveth  for  his  cruel  in« 
tentions  both  to  his  fon  and  me* 

Sir  G.  (without)  What,  has  he  run  away  again  ? 

Lady  Am.  That's  mine  uncle. 

Har.  Yes,  here  is  my  father  j  and  my  ftand- 
ing  out  that  I  am  not  his  fon,  will  rouze  him  in^ 
to  the  heat  of  battle,  ha,  ha,  ha  !  {afidi)  Here 
he  is.  Madam,  now  mind  how  be  will  dub  me 
Yquire. 

Lady  Am.  Its  well  I  am  prepared,  or  I  might 
have  believed  him« 
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Enter  Sir  Geo^lge.  . 

_  1  .     ■        f 

*J/r  G.  Well,  my  Lady,  wasn't  it  my  wild  rogue 

fetyou  to  all  the  C^lcavella  capers  you've  beea 

cutting  in  the  garden  ?'  You  fee  here  I  have 

brought  him  into  the  line  of  battle  again- — you 

villain,  why  do  you.  drop  aftern  there  ?   throw  a 

falute-fhot,   bufs  her  bob-ftays,  bring  to^^  ^nd 

come  down  (Iraight  as  a  maft,  you  dog. 

Lady  Am.  Uncle,  who  is  this  ? 

Sir  G.  Who  is  he  !  Ha,  h^,  ha  !  That's  an  odd 
queftion  to  the  fellow  that  has  been  three  hours 
with  you  cracking  walnuts. 

Lady  Am.  He  is  bad  at  his  lefTon. 

Sir  G.  Certainly,  when  he  ran  from  fchool— • 
why  don't  you  fpeak,,you  lubber  ?  you're  curft 
modeft  now,  but  before  I  came,  'twas  all  down 
amongft  the  pofies — Here,  my  Lady,  take  from 
a  father's  hand,  Harry  Thunder. 

Lady  Am.  That  is  what  I  may  not. 

Sir  G .  There,  I  thought  you'd  difguft  her, 
you  flat  fifh! 

£/2/^r  Rover. 

Lady  Am.  (taking  Rover* s  band)  Here  uncle, 
take  from  my  hand,  Harry  Thunder. 

Sir  G.  Eh  !  (Jlaring  at  Rover) 

Rover.  Oh!  this  is  our  fliam  Sir  George? 
{apart  to  Harry)  ^ 

Har.  Yes ;  I've  beea  telling  the  Lady,  and 
ftie'Il  feem  to  humour  him.    {fipart  to  Rover) 

Rover.  I  ihan't  tho'.  How  do  you  do,  Abra- 
wang? 

Sir  G.  Abrawang ! 

Rf>v^ 
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kover^  Yoix  look  like  a  good  ador.— Ay,  that's 
Very  well^  indeed — never  lofe  flght  of  your  cha-* 
rafter — you  know.  Sir  George  Thunder  is  a  noify, 
turbulent^  wicked  old  feaman. — Angry !  bravo ! 
*— pout  your  under  lip,  purfe  your  brows— very 
well !  But,  dem  it,  Abrawang,  you  (hou*d  have 
put  a  little  red  upon  your  nofe— ^mind  a  rule,  ever 
plav  an  angry  old  ma^,  with  a  red  nofe.  That's 
right !  ftrut  about  on  your  little  pegs. 

Sir  G.  Fm  in  fuch  a  fury ! 

Hov.  We  know  that.  Your  figure  is  the  moft 
happy  comedy  (quab  I  ever  faw,  why  only  (hew 
yourfelf,  and  you  fet  the  audience  in  a  roar. 

Sit  G/S'blood  and  fire! 

Rov.  **  Keep  it  up,  I  like  fun." 

Lady  Am^  Who  is  this !  {to  Sir  Gecrge,  pointing 
to  Rovir) 

Sir  G.  Some  puppy  unknown. 

Lad^  Am.  And  you  don't  know  this  gentle- 
man ?  {to  Rovety  ftinting  to  Sir  George) 

Rov.  Excellently  welL  "  He's  a  fimmonger.** 

SirG.  A  what? 

Lady  Am.  Yes,  father  and  fon  are  determined 
toot  to  know  each  other. 

Rov.  Come,  Dick,  give  the  lady  a  fpecimea 
of  your  talents,  **  Motley's  your  only  wear,  ha, 
^^  ha,  ha !  "  I  met  a  fool  in  the  foreft.'* 

Har.  Here  comes  Audrey,  **  Salutation  and 
•'  greeting  to  you  all,  Trip,  trip,  apace,  good 
*^  Audrey.*' 

Enter  Jane,  i^he  takes  her  arm  under  bis,  they  trip 
round,  then  go  up  to  Sir  George. ) 

Jane.  '^  La !  warrants,  what  features  |**  (/^ 
Sir  George.) 

Sir  G.  S'blood,  what's  this  ? 
•    VOL.  II.  X.  Hafk 
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Har.  '^  A  homely  thing.  Sir,  but  flie's  nrine 
own." 

SirG.  Tour's?  Oh,  you  moft  audacious**- 
what,  this  flut  ? 

^ane.  "  I  thank  the  gods  for  my  fluttifhnefs." 

Laify  Am.  You  know  this  youth  ?  {to  Rover, 
pointing  to  Harry!) 

Rov.  **  My  friend  Horatio*'—*'  I  wear  him 
in  my  heart's  core,  yea  in  my  heart  of  hearts/" 
as  I  do  thee,  {kijfes  her  hand) 

Sir  G.  Such  freedom  with  my  niece  before  my 
face  i  Do  you  know  that  lady,  do  you  know  my 
fon.  Sir? 

Rov.  Be  quiet.  *^  Jaffier  has  difcover'd  thfe 
plot,  and  you  can't  deceive  the  Senate*" 
.    Har.  Yes,  my  confcience  woudn't  let  me  carry 
it  thro\ 

Rov.  ^'  Ay,  his  confcience  hanging  about  the 
i^  neck  of  his  heart,  fays,  good  Lauocelot,  and 
*^  godd  Gobbo,  as  aforefaid,  good  Launcelot 
•*  Gobbo,  take  to  thy  heels  and  run." 

Sir  G.  Why,  my  Lady !  explain,  fcoundrel, 
and  puppy  unknown. 

Lady  Am.  Uncle,  I've  heard  thy   father  was 
kind  to  thee,  return  that  kindnefs  to  thy  child. 
If  the  lamb  in  wanton  play  doth  fall  among  the 
waters,  the  fhepherd  taketh  him  out,  infiead  of 
plunging  him  deeper  till  he  dieth.     Tho^  thy 
hairs  now   be  grey,  I'm  told  they  were  once 
flaxen  i  in  fliort,  he  is  too  old  in  folly,  who  can- 
not excufe  it  in  youth.  [^Exit» 
Sir  G.  I'm  an  old  fool  !    Well,  that's  civil  of 
you.  Madam  niece,  and  I'm  a  grey  fhepherd—* 
.with  her  vilions  and  her  vines,  and  her  lambs  in 
a  ditch;  but  as  for  you,  young  Mr.  Goat,  I'll 
butt  you— — 
.  Rov; 
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Rev.  My  dear,  Abrawang,  give  up  the  game 
— -her  Ladyfhip,  in  feeming  to  take  you  for  heir 
uncle,  has  been  only  humming  you  !  What  the 
devil,  don't  you  think  the  fine  creature  knows 
her  ovtrn  true  born  uncle  ? 

Sir  G.  Certainly ;  to  be  fure  flic  knows  me. 

Rov.  Will  you  have  done  ?  Zounds,  man,  my 
honor'd  father  was  here  himfelf  to  day-^Her  La« 
dyfliip  knows  his  perfon. 

Sir  G.  Your  honor'd  father !  And  who's  your 
honor'd  felf  ? 

Rffv.  «  Now  by  my  father's  fon,  and  that's 
^  myfelf,  it  fliall  be  fun,  moon,  or  a  Chefliire 
•^  checfe— before    I    budge — ftill   crofs'd    and 

♦«  crofs'4/' 

Sir  G.  What  do  you  bawl  out  to  me  of 
Chefliire  cheefes,  I  fay — 

Rov.  "  And  I  fay,  as  the  faying  is*» — yt)ur 
friend,  Dick,  has  told  me  all;  but  to  convince 
you  of  my  forgivenefs,  in  our  play,  as  you're  a 
rough  and  tough,  I'll  caft  you  Charles  the  Wreftler, 
I  do  Orlando ;  I'll  trip  up  your  heels  before  the 
whole  court. 

Sir  G.  Trip  up  my  heels !  Why,  dam'me,  I'll 
—And  you,  you  undutiful  chick  of.  an  old 
pelican — {lifting  up  bis  cane  tojlrike  Harry) 

Enter  John  {who  receives  the  blow.) 

John.  What  arc  you  at  here  ?  cudgeHiflg  the 
people  about  ?  But  Mr.  Buckikin,  I've  a  word  to 
lay  to  you  in  private. 

Sir  G.  Bucklkin  ! 

Enter  Lamp,  Trap,  and  two  female  Servants. 

Lamp.  **  All  the  world's  a  ftage,  and  all  thq 
U>cn  and  women'*— 

h  2  SirG^ 


SirG*  The  men  are  rogues,  and  the  wofpen 
huffies — ril  make  a  clear  ftage.  {Beafs  ibm  ojfam 
amongfi  the  reft^ftrihsB^ver.^ 

Rover,  "  A  blow !  Eflfex  a  blow'* — ^An  ol4 
rafcaily  impoftor  ftigmatize  me  with  a  blow-^o^ 
I  mud  not  put  up  with  it. — Zounds  )  I  ihall  be 
twcak'd  by  the  nofe  all  round  the  cou^itry— -PU 
follow  hioit  *'  Strike  me  !  So  may  this  arm  dafh 
**  him  to  the  earth,  like  a  dead  dog  defpifcd — e 
5*  blindncfs  and  Icprofy,  lamcn^fs   and  lunacy, 

pride,  fhame,  and  the  name  of  villain  light 

on  ipe  if  I  dont*''r-bang^ — Mr*  Abrawang. 


SCENE   I!, 

Another  ^/jt/w^k/. 
EnUr  Lady  Amaranth,  and  BAsrks, 

B^nks.  Madam,  I  could  have  paid  the  rf  nt  of 
my  little  cottage;  but  I  dare  fay  it  was  without 
your  ladyfcip's  knowledge  that  your "  fteward 
has  turn'd  nic  out,  and  put  my  neighbour  in 
poffefGon. 

Lady  Am.  My  Upward  opprefs  the  poor !  I  did 
not  know  it  indeed  friend. 

Banks.  The  pangs  of  adverfity  I  could  bear;  byt 
the  innocent  partner  of  my  misfortunes^  my  un- 
h^ppy  fitter-^ 

Lacty  Aff$.  I  did  defire  Ephraim  to  fend  for  thy 
fiftcr— Did  fhe  dwell  with  thee,  and  both  now 
without  ?  home  ?  Let  her  coiiie  to  mioe, 

■  £0ni;s, 
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,'  j?iM(/.  The  hand  of  mifery  hath  ftnick  us  be^ 
neath  your  tiotice. 

Lady  Am*  Thou  *  doft  miftak^^To  need  my 
afliftance  is  the  higheft  claim  to  my  attention ;  let 
me  fee  her.  [Exit  Batiks. 

I  could  chide  myfelf  that  thefe  paftimes  have 
turned  my  eye  from  the  hoiife  of  woe.  Ah !  thinks 
ye  proud  and  happy  affluent^  how  many  in  your 
dancing  momenta,  pine  in  want,  drink  the  fait 
tear  ;  their  morfeli  the  bread  of  mifery,  whilft 
ihrinking  from  the  cold  blaft  into  their  cheerleia 
hovels. 

•  ,  * 

Re-Enter  Banks,  {leading  in  Amelia.) 

Banks.  Madam,  my  lifter,  (tows  and  reiires) 
.  Lady  Ame.  Friend   thou  arc   welcome-^I  fed 
myfelf  intcrcfted  in  thy  concerns. 

Ame.  Madam  1 

Lady  Am.  i  judge  thou  wer't  not  always  un- 
happy—Tell  me  thy  condition,  then  I  fliall  better 
know  how  to  lerve  thee.  Is  thy  brother  thy  folc 
kindred  \ 

Ame.  I  had  a  hufband,  and  a  fon. 

Lady  Am.  A  widow !  If  it  recal  not  images 
thou  wou'd'ft  forget,  impart  to  me  thy  ftory— 'Tis 
romour'd  in  the  village,  thy  brother  is  a  clergyman 
! — tell  me.  ^ 

Ame.  Madam,  he  was;  but  he  has  loft  his  early 
patron,  and  is  npw  poor  and  unbeneficed. 

Lady  Am.  But  thy  hufband — 

Jme.  By  thi§  brother's  advice,  now  twenty 
years  fince,  I  was  prevailed  on  to  Hften  to  the 
addreffes  of  a  young  fea  officer,  (my  brother 
was  then  a  chaplain  in  the  navy)  but  to  our 
fi^rprize  ^nd  inortificatign,  we  difcoyercd  by  the 

boncfly 
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honefty  of  a  f^or,  in  whom  he  put  confidence, 
that  the  Captain's  delign  was  only  to  decoy  mt 
into  a  ieeming  marriage^  he  having  Oirdered  him 
to  procure  a  counterfeit  clergyman  i  oUr  humble 
friend^  inttead  of  us,  put  the  deceit  upon  his  mafter, 
by  concealing  from  him  that  my  brother  was  in 
orders ;  he,  flatter'd  with  the  hopes  of  procuring 
me  an  eftabliihment,  gave  into  the  fuppofed  im«* 
pofture,  and  performed  the  ceremony. 

Lady  Am.  Duplicity,  ev^n  with  a  good  intent; 
kill. 

Ame.  Madam,  the  event  has  jdftiBed  your  cen.- 
fure ;  for  my  hufband,  not  knowing  himfelf 
bound  by  any  legal  tie,  abandoned  me— I  foUow'd 
him  to  the  Indies,  diftrafted,  ftill  feeking  him— ^ 
I  left  my  infant  at  one  of  our  fetdementsj  b.ut> 
aft^  a  fruitlefs  purfuit,  on  my  return,  I  found  the 
friend  to  whofe  care  I  had  committed  my  child^ 
was  compeird  to  retire  from  the  ravages  of  war, 
but  where  I  could  not  learn ;  rent  with  agonizing 
pangs,  now  without  child  or  huib^nd,  1  again  faw 
England,  and  my  brother,  who,  wounded  with 
remorfe,  for  being  the  caufc  of  my  misfortunes, 
fecluded  himfelf  from  the  joys  of  focial  life,  and 
invited  me  to  partake  the  repole  of  (bhtude  in 
chat  humble  afylum,  from  whence  we've  botbjul^ 
now  been  driven. 

Lady  Am.  My  pity  can  do  thee  no  good,  yet  I 
pity  thee  i  but  as  refignation  to  what  muft  be, 
may  rettore  peace,  if  my  means  pan  procure  thee 
comfort,  they  arc  at  thy  plealure.  Come,  let  thy 
griefs  fubfide,  inftead  of  thy  cottage,  accept  tl^ou 
and  thy  brother  every  convenience  that  this  n^an- 
fion  can  afford. 

Ame.  Madam,  I  can  only  thank   you  with — 

{IVeeps) 
Lady  Ain^ 
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Lady  Jm.  My  thanks  are  here— — *thou  fhalc 
be  chearfuL  I  will  introchice  thee  to  raj 
fprightly  coufin  Harry,  and  his  father,  my  hu« 
mourous  uncle ;  we  have  delights  going  forward 
that  may  amufe  tbfe. 

Ame.  Kind  lady  1 

Lady  Am.  Come,  fmile — tho'  a  quaker,  thou 
fce*ft  I  am  merry— the  fweeteft  joy  or  wealth  and 
power  is  to  cheer  another's  drooping  heart,  and 
wipe  from  the  pallid  cheeky  the  tear  of  forrow. 

\Exeunt. 
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SCENE    L 

A  Road. 
%nter  ^bree  Ruffians^  drejfed  as  Saitofs^ 

ift  JRUFFIAN. 

W  Ell,  now,  what's  to  be  done  ? 

2d  Ruf.  Why,  weVe  becii  long  upon  our  (hiftSj 
and  after  all  our  tricks,  twiftsj  and  turns,  as 
London  was  then  too  hot  for  us,  our  tramp  to 
Portfmouth  was  a  hit. 

3d  Ruf.  Ayj  but  fipce  the  eafh  we  touched^ 
upon  pretending  to  be  able  bodied  fcamen  is  now 
come  to  the  laft  (hilling,  as  we  have  deferted, 
means  of  a  frefh  fupply  to  take  us  back  to  London 
mufl-  be  thought  on, 

2d  Ruf.  How  to  recruit  the  pocket  without 
hazarding  the  neck. 

ift  Ruf  By  an  advertifement  pofted  on  the 
flocks  yonder,  there  are  highway   men    upon   this 

road  s 


»    • 
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thirty  guineas  are  offered  by  the  quaker  Iady»  own-^ 
cr  of  the  ellate  round  here,  to  him^  who  (hall  ap- 
prehend one  of  thefe  colleftors  j  I  wifh  we  could 
fhap  up  any  ftraggler  to  bring  before  her.  A  qua- 
ker will  only  require  a  yea  for  an  oath-^-we  might 
fack  thefe  thirty  guineas* 

2d  Ruf.  Yes  5  but  we  muft  take  care^  if  we^ 
fall  into  the  hands  of  thi$   gentleman   that's  in 
purfuit  of  us— -S 'death  isn't  that  his  man,  the  old 
boatfwain  ? 

I  ft  Ruf.  Don't  run,  I  think  we  three  are  a 
m^tch  for  him.  Inftandy  put  on  your  charadters 
of  failors,  we  may  get  fomething  out  of  him ;  a 
pitiful ftory  makes  fuch  an  impreflSon  on  the  foft 
heart  of  a  true  tar,  that  he'll  open  his  hard  hand 
and  drop  you  his  laft  guinea — If  we  can  but  make 
him  believe  w^  wpre  pr^ffedi  we  bav?  him,  only 
mind  me* 

Enter  John  Dory. 

John.  To  rattle  my  lantern !  Sir  GcQrge'3  temper 
now  always  blows  a  hurricane. 

ad  Ruf.  What  cheer  ?     {to  John) 
f   John.  Ha  hoy  ! 

,  ^dRuf.  Bob,  lip  with  your  (peaking  trumpet. 
'^  %d  Ruf.  Po  you  fee,  brother,  this  \%  the  thing. 

(Enter  Sir  George,  at  the  hagk  unferceived) 

Sir  GeOf  If  thefe  (hould  be  my  deferters,  (afide) 
ift  Ruf.  We  three  handsjuft  come  home  after 
a  long  voyage,  were  preflfed  in  the  river,  and 
without  letting  us  fee  our  friends,  brought  rOund 
CO  Portsmouth,  and  there  we  entered  freely,  caule 
^   voL.lu  M  why? 
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why  r  We  Kid  no  choice,  then  we  fun.  We  he^r 
fome  gentleman  is  in  cha^e  of  us^  fo  as  the  fhot  i^ 
all  out,  We-11  ftirrehdcr. 

J^hfti  Suritndcr  \  Oh  then  youVe  no  Ihot  left 

indeed — let's  fee.  {^  feels  bis  pockef)  I  hav'nt  the 

goading  of  a  gun   about  nie  now,  and   this  fam0 

iftonfieur  poverty  is  a  bitter  bad  enemy. 

'  Sir  Gee.   They  ixt  the  dcferters  that  Iv*e  beeft» 

after,     {afide) 

John.  Meet  me  in  an  hour's  time  in  the  littltf 
Wood  yonder.  Fir  raiie  a  wind  to  blow  you  into 
fafe  latitude — keep  out  to  fea,  my  maftcr's  the 
rock  you'll  certainly  Iplit  upon. 

ad  Riif.  This  is  the  firft  time  we  ever  faw  yw^ 
but  we'll  fteer  by  yOur  chart,  for  I  never  knew  one 
feaman  to  betray  another.  [Biceunt  Ruffians. 

Sir  Geo.  Then  they  have  beeh  prefs'd— I  can'f 
blame  tkem  fo  much  /or  running  away..  (^^0 

John.  Yes,  Sir  George  wou'd  certainly  hang 'em* 

Sir  Geo  {aJvancitrg)  I  wou'dnt^  they  (hall  eat 
beef,  and  drink  the. King^s  health,  run  and  tell 
tTiem  fo— ftop,  Til  tell  them.myfelf. 

John.  Why,  now  you  ^i^etpurfctf,  and  a  kindi 
good  gentlemsin,  as  you  ufcdto  T>e* 

Sir  Ceo.  fincc'thcfe  idle .  rogues  are  inclined  to 
return  to  their  duty,  they  Ihan't  want  fpa-ftord— 
take  them  this  money-r-biut  hold— PM  meet  d>em 
mytelf^  and  advife  them  4$  I  would»my  children. 

{Exeunt /fverallji. 
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pk,  THE  STROLLING  GENTLEMEN.        ^ 

SCENE  II. 

A  Wood. 

£nter  Rover^  in  Irisfirft  deaths^  with  Piftols. 

'  Ibv.  {agitatedy  Wliich  way  did  Mr.  Abra- 
Wang  take  ?  Dick  Buflcin^  I  think,  has  ao  fufpi^- 
tion  olf  my  intentions : — Such  a  cholerick  fpark 
wiH  fighti  I  dare  fay.  If  I  fill,  or  even  furvive 
this  affair^  I  leave  the  Held  of  love  and  the  fair 
prite  ^o  the  young  man  I've  perfbnated,  for  Tih 
determined  to  fee  Lady  Amaranth  no  mQre--oh, 

here  comes  Abrawatig.  ^ 

.....     i       •    -    •  f 

Evlir  Sir  G£Oita£. 

Sir  Qto.  Now  to  relieve  thefe  foolifh  fea-guHs— «• 
they  mud  be  hovering  about  this  coaft. — Hal 
puppy  unknown ! 

Rov.  If ou.  Sir,  are  the  very  man  I  was  ftekinf^. 
ih---You  are  not  ignorant,  Mr.AbraHrang^-' 

Sir  Geo.  Mr.  What? 

Hov.  You  will  not  refign  your  titfe^  ha,  ha,  ha  1 
Oh,  very  weH,  I'll  indulge  you,  iSir  Georgjb 
Thunder,  you  lionored  me  with  a  blow*^ 

Sir  George*  Did  it  hurt  you  ? 

Rover*  S'death  !  Sir,  as  it's  my  p-ide  to  rqeft 
even  favours,  no  man  (hall  offer  me  an  injury. 

Sit  Geo.  Eh ! 

Rov.  In  rank  we're  equal.. 

Sir  Geo.  Are  we  faith  I  The  Englifii  of  all  thi» 
is,  wc^c  to^fighc. 

M   £  Ro^ 
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Rov.  Sir,  you've  marked  on  me  an  indelible 
ftain,  only  to  be  w^ihed  o^t  by  blood. 

Sir  Geo.  Why,  I've  but  one  objection  to  fight* 
ing  you,  v 

Rov.  What's  that,  fir  ? 

Sir  Geo.  That  you're  too  brave  a  lad  to  be 
killed. 

R&ver.Bravtl  No,  fir;  at  prefent  I  wear  the 
ftigma  of  a  coward. 

Sir  Geo.  Zounds !  I  like  a  bit  of  fighting — 
havn't  had  a  morfel  a  long  timer-*dont  know 
when  I've  fmclt  gunpowder— but  to  bring  down  a 
vroodcock.  , 

Rov.  Take  your  ground. 

Sir  Geo.  Yes,  but  are  we  to  thruft  with  bul- 
ruflies  like  two  frogs,  or,  like  fquirrcls,  to  pelt 
each  other  with  nut  ftiells  ?  For  I  fee  no  other 
weapons  here. 

Rov.  Oh  yes,  fir ;  here  are  weapons,  (gi^s  a 
piftol) 

Sir  Geo.  Well,  this  is  bold  work,  for  a  Privateer 
to  give  battle  to  a  King's  ftiip. 

Rov.,  Try  your  charge,  fir,  and  take  your 
ground. 

Sir  Geo.  I  wou'd  nof  wifh  to  fink,  burn,  or 
.defl;roy,  what  I  think  was  built  for  good  fervice  5 
but,  damme,  if  I  don't  wing  you  to  teach  you 
better  manners,  {rams  the  charge)  •     . 

Enter  the  three  Ruffiansy  not  perceiving  Rover. 

,•        ...  '.-.J- 

3d  Ruf.  Ay,  here's  the  honefl:  fellow  has  brought 
us  feme  ca(h  (^looking  at  Sir  George) 

ad  Ruf.  We're  betray 'd,  it's  the  very  man  that's 
in  purfuit  of  us,  and  this  promife  was  only  a.dccpy 
to  throw  us  into  his  power — The  Piftol  1  {apart 
andrpointingto  it.)         ^^ 

ad  Ruf. 
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id  Ruf.  We'll  fecure  you.  {Seizes  and  ivrepubes 
the  fijielfrom  Sir  George) 

Sir  G.  Ah,  boys  I 

2d  Ruf.  You*d  have  our  lives,  now  we'll  have 
yovLTS.  {prefenfs  ibe  piece  at.  Sir  deorge.  Rover  ad^ 
vances  and  knocks  it  out  of  his  band,)   [^Fhey  run  off. 

Rov»  Rafcals!  {furfues  tbem)     . 

Sir  G. .  {takes  up  the  other  fiftol)  My  brave  lad  I 
V\l^{going) 

Enter  John  Dory. 

John.  No,  you  fban't.  {holding  him) 

Sir  G.  The  rogues  wUl— 

John.  Never  mind  the  rogues— (»^j/5r  ofjigbt-^ 
ing  without^  a  Jhot  fired. ) 

Sir  G.  S'blood  1  Muft  I  fee  my  preierver  pe- 
rifli.  (ftruggling) 

John.  Well,  I  know  I'm  your  prefcrvcr,  and  I 
will  perilh,  but  I'll  bring  you  put  of  harms  way« 
(ftill  holding  him) 

Sir  G.  Tho'  he'd  fight  me  himfelf— 

John.  Sure  we  all  know  you'd  fight  the  deviU 
.    Sir  G.  He  faved  my  life. 

John,  ril  fave  your  life  {takes  him  in  his  arms') 
§0  hey !  haul  up,  my  noble  little  crab  walk! 

[Exeunt^ 


SCENE  IIL 
yf  Room  in  Bakks's  Cottage. 

Enter  Farmer  Gammon,  Banks,  and  SiM^^{Sim 

writing  and  crying*) 

Gam.  Boy,  go  on  with  the  inventory* 

Sim* 
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Sim.  Bow  o&Iocky !  Feyther  to  lay  hold  of 
me  when  I  wanted  to  pradice  my  patt.  {ajldey 

Banks.  This  proceeding  is  very  f«vere»  to  ky 
an  execution  on  my  wretched,  trifling  goods. 

Gam.  Ajs  yon  know  yoa^ve  gone  ujp  to  the 
big  houfe  with  your  eomj>laint-^her  ladyflup'-a 
fieward,  to  be  fure»  has  made  me  give  back  your 
cottage,  and  farm  >  but  your  goods  I  fdze  for 
my  rent* 

Banks.  Only  leave  me  a  very  few  neceflaries^ — 
by  the  goodnefs  of  my  neighbours,  I  may  foon 
redeem  what  the  law  has  put  into  your  hands. 

Gam.  The  affair  is  now  in  ray  lawyer's  hands, 
wnd  plaintiff  and  defendant  chattering  about  it, 
is  all  ihsoke. 

Sim.  Feyther,  don^t  be  fo  cruel  to  Mr.  Banks* 

Gam.  rU  mark  what  I  may  want  to  keep  foi^ 
myfttf.  Stay  here  and  fee  that  not  a  pin's  worth 
be  removed  without  my  knowledge.  (/^  Sim) 

lExiu 

Sim.  ril  be  dom*d  if  Til  be  your  watch-dog 
to  bke  the  poor,  that  I  won't:  Mr.  Banks,  as 
feyther  intends  to  put  up  your  goods  at  auftion^, 
tf  you  cou'd  but  get  a  friend  to  buy  the  choicQ^ 
of  them  for  you  again.    Sifter  Jane  has  gotfie^fiM 
Mi  to  advance  her  a  quarter's  wages,  and  when 
I've  gone  to  fell  corn  for  feyther,  befides  pre- 
fents,  I've  made  a  market  penny  now  and  then. 
Here — it's  not  much  f  but  every  little  helps,  (fakes 
9ui  afmall  leather  purfe^  and  offers  it  to  Banks) 

Banks.  I  thank  you,  my  good*natur'd  boy) 
but  keep  your  money. 

Sim.  Laft  fummer,  you  faved  me  from  being 
drowned  in  black  pool,  if  you'll  not  take  this, 
£cxKi,  in  there  I'll  dircdly^flibg  it,  and  let  old 

nick 
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Aidk  fave  it,  from  being  drownM,  an*be  can  { 
take  it^-^now  do  take  it-*take  it— ^ake  it  (weeps) 

Banks.  My  ki^d  lad,  then  Til  not  hurt  your 
feeling  by  oppofing  your  liberality,  (takes  it) 

Shn.  He,  he,  he !  you've  now  given  my  heart 
liich  a  pleafure  as  I  never  fdc»  nor  Via  fure  fey-» 
ther  afore  me. 

Banks*  But,  Sm,  whatever  may  be  his  optnt- 
on  of  worldly  prudence,  (Ull  remember  he's  yoBf 
parent. 

Sim.  I  wiU-^^^  One  elbow  chair,  cme  claw  ta« 
ble/'  [Ejteunt.  Sim  writini^ 

Enter  Amelia. 

.  Jime.  The  qonfufion  into  which  Lady  Ama« 
iranth's  family  is  thrown  by  the^  fudden  depar-^ 
ture,  and  apprehended  dangeif  of  her  young  cou-* 
fm,  mufl:  bave  prevented  her  ladyflup  rrom  giving 
that  attention  to  our  affairs,  that  I'm  fure  waf 
ber  j[ncIination.  If  I  can  but  prevail  on  my  bro- 
ther too,  to  accept  her  prote£Hon«— 1  can't  en« 
y^y  the  delights  of  her  Ladyihip's  hofpltable 
)j^  and  leave  him  here  wU  fubjed  to  the 
^0f  the  churlifh  farmer-— Heaven's !  who's 
piis?  \retire4 

Enter  Rover  bajiily^  bis  hair  and  drejs  difordered. 

R0V4  What  a  race !  Pve  at  laft  got  from  the 
blood-hounds!  Ah,  if  old  Abrawang  had  but  foU 
lowed  and  backed  me,  wc*d  have  "  tickled  their 
jrataftrofphes  ;'•  ,but  when  they  got  tne  alone, 
three  upon  on<j  were  odds,  fo,  fafe's  the  word  : 
what  did  they  want  with :  Iny  life,  if  printed,  it 
wou'dn't  fell  for  fixpence.^— Who's  houfe  is  this 
iVe  dalh'd  into  ?— Eh  I  the  friendly  cottage  of 
*    V^  my 


n  WILD  OATS; 

my  old  gentleman,  arc  you  at  home?  {calls.) 
Gadfo  !  I  had  a  hard  firuggle  for  it ;  yes^  murder 
M^as  their  intent,  fo  it  was  well  for  me  that  I  was 
born  without  brains,  I'm  quite  weakj  faint  I 
{leans  againjl  the  wall.) 

Jme.  {advancing)  Sir,  are  not  you  well  ?  {wUh 
concern.) 

Rqv.  Madam^  I  afk  pardon — ^hem,  yes  ma'am^ 
very  well,  I  thank  you— now  exceeding  well— 
jOt  into  an  affray  there,  a  kind  of  hobble  with 
[ome  worthy  gentlemen  ;  only  fimple,  honeft 
farmers.  I  ^ncy  miftook  me  for  a  fheaf  of  bar- 
ley, for  they  down  with  me,  and  then  threfh'd 
fo  heartily,  gad,  their  flails  flew  merrily  about 
xny  ears,  but  I  up,  and  when  I  could  no  longer 
fight  like  a  tnaftiff,  why,  I — ran  like  a  grey- 
hound— But,  dear,  ma'am,  pray  excufe  me* 
This  is  very  rude,  faith. 

.  Ame.  You  feem  difturbcd.  Sir,  will  you  take 
any  refrefliment  ? 

RoVk  Madam,  yotiVe  very  good. — Only  a  lit- 
tle of  your  currant  wine,  if  you  pleafc  ;  if  I 
don't  forget  it  flrands— -juft  —  {points —  Amelia 
brings  a  decanter  from  a  beaufet^  Rover  takes  it  and 
fills.)  Madam^>  I've  the  honor  of  drinking  your 
health,  {drinks) 

Ame.  I  hope  you're  i^ot  hurt.  Sir. 

Rgv.  "  A  little  better,  but  very  faint  ftill,*' — 
I  had  a  &mple  of  this  before,  and  liked  it  fo 
much,  that,  madam— '•  Won't  you  take  ano- 
ther ?" 

Ame.  Sir  !  {takes  a  glafs  and  lays  it  by. ) 

Rov.  Madam,  *'  if  you'd  been  fighting,  as  I 
have,"  you'd — well,  well,  [Jills  and  drinks^)  now 
I'm  as  well  as  any  man — ^'^  In  lllyria,"  gat  a  fcw 
hard  kngck^  tt^o' 

'  Ame. 
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Am.  You'd  better  rcpofc  y ourfclf  a  little,  you 
feemed  much  difordered  coming  in. 

Rov.  (Places  chairs  and  both  Jit)  Why,ma*amf 
you  muft  know,  thus  it  was 

£)({/^  Sheriff's  Officer. 

Offi,  CQme»  ma'am,  Mr.  Gammon  fays  this 
chair  is  wanted  to  make  up  the  half  dozen  above. 
Qays  bold  of  Amelia's  chairs  Jbe  ri/es  terrified. ) 

Rov.  What,  what's  all  this? 

Offi.  Why,  the  furniture's  feized  on  execution,  . 
and  a  man  muft  do  his  duty. 

Rov.  Then,  fcoundrel,  know,  a  man's  firft 
duty  is  civility  and  tendemefs  to  a  woman., 

Ame.  Heavens !  where's  my  brother  ?  This 
gentleman  will  bring  himfelf  into  trouble.  ^ 

Offi.  Mafter,  d'ye  fee,  I'm  reprefentative  for 
his  honour  the  High  Sheriff 

Rov.  Every  High  Sheriff  (hould  be  agfntle«.> 
man,  and  when  he's  reprefented  by  a  rafcal,  he's 
difhonor'd. — Demit,  I  might  as  well  live  about 
Covent  Garden,  and  every  night  get  beating  the 
^atch  ;  for  here,  among  groves  and  meadows, 
I'm  always  fquabbling  with  conflables.  (takes 
ajiickfrom  a  corner  of  the  roomy  and  holds  it  bebincl 
him.) 

Offi.  Come,  come,  I  muft— 

Rov.  "  As  you  fay,  Sir,  laft  Wednefday,  fo  it 
was/'— Sir,  your  moft  obedient  humble  fervant 
^'—(bows)  Pray,  Sir,  may  I  take  the  liberty  to 
know,  were  you  ever  aftoniftied  ? 

(  wth  great  ceremony. 

Offi.  What  ?  . 

Rov.  Becaufe,  Sir,  I  intend  to  aftonifti  you  ; 
*|ny  dear  fellow,  give  me  your  hand  (takes  bis 

you  II,  N  :  hand 
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band  andjirikes  bim.)    Now,  Sir,  you  ire  afto- 
nifhed. 

Offi.  Yes  J  but  fee  if  I  dont  fuit  you  with  an 
aAioQ. 

Rov.  "  Right,  fuit  the  a£Hon  to  the  word, 
*'  the  word  to  the  action^  fee  if  the  gentlewo- 
man be  not  afFrighted'' — **  Michael,  Til  make 
thee  an  example." 

Offi.  Yes,  fine  example,  when  goods  arc  fcized 
here  by  the  law,  and 

Rov.  "  Thou  worm  and  maggot  of  the  law!'^ 
**  Hop  me  over  every  kennel,  or  you  fhall  hop 
without  my  cuftom/' 

Offi.  I  don't  value  your  cuftom. 

Rov    You  are  aftonifhed,  now  Til  amaze  you* 

Of.  No,  I  won't  be  amazed — but  only  fee  if  I 
don't— 

Rov.  Hop 

[Exh  Officer  muttering  and  frightened. 
Stop  ma'am,  thefe  fort  of  gentry  are  unpleafant 
company  for  a  lady — So  Ml  juft  fee  him  to  the 
door,  and  then  Til  fee  him  outfide  the  door. 

(bows  J  and  exit  hafiihf . 

Ame.  I  feel  a  ftrange  curiofity  to  kno.w  who 
this  young  man  is.  He  muft  have  known  the 
houfe  by  his  freedom  —  but  then  his  gaiety, 
(without  familiar  rudenefs)  native  elegance  of 
manners,  and  good  breeding,  feem  to  make  him 
at  home  any  where — My  brother,  1  think  muft 
know — --r 

» 

£/?/^r  Banks,  hajlity^  and  agitated. 

Banks.  Amelia,  did  you  fee  the  young  man 
(hat  was  here  ?  Some  ruffians,  and  a  poffe  of 
the  country  people  have    bound    and  dragged 

him 
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him    from    the    door>    on   the    allegation    of 
'  three  men  who  mean  to  fwear   he  has  robbed 
them.     They  have  taken  him   to   Lady  Ama« 
ranth's 

Ame.  How !  He  did  enter  here  in  confufioii 
as  if  purfued ;  but  Til  ftake  my  life  on  his  iano-« 
cence. 

Banks.  The  freedom  of  his  censures  on  Farmer 
Gammon's  conducl,  and  the  friendly  office  he 
did  me,  have  brought  the  fordid  churl's  maliceon 
him,  and  he  has  encouraged  thefe  ruffians,  in 
hopes  of  the  reward  offered  byEphraim  Smooth^ 
for  apprehending  footpads,  to  drag  the  young 
fellow  up  to  Lady  Amaranth's,  where  the  Far- 
mer fays,  he  has  already  appear'd  in  a  feign'd 
character. 

Ame.  ril  fpeak  to  Lady  Amaranth,  and  in 
fpiteof  calumny,  he  fhall  have  juftice — he  wou'd 
not  let  me  be  infulted,  becaufe  he  faw  me  an  un- 
protefted  woman,  without  a  hufband  or  a  fon, 
and  (hall  he  want  an  advocace  f  brother,  come. 

[ExeunU 


SCENE  IV;  andlaft. 

A  dreffing  room  in  Lady  Amaranth* s» 

Enter  Jane,  VJtth  a  light. 

yane.  I  believe  there's  not  a  foul  in  the  houfe  but 
myfelf ;  my  lady  has  fent  all  the  folks  round  the 
country  to  fearch  after  the  young  Yquire,  (he'll 
certainly  break  her  heart  if  any  thing  happens  to 
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him ;  I  don^t  wonder,  for  furcly  Ife's  \  rfear^ 
fweet  gectleman/  the  pity  of  it  is,  liis  going 
fpoils  all  our  fine  play,  and  I  had  juft  got  my 
part  quite  by  heart  j  however,  I  aiuft  do  the 
room  up  for  Mr*  Bank's  fifter,  that  my  lady  has 
invited  here,   {ad juft s  the  toilet.) 

hfiter  Ep«raim  Smooth. 

'Eph.  The  man,  John  Dory,  hath  carried  the 
fnan  George,  hither  in  his  arms,  and  hath  locked 
him  up.  Coming  into  the  houfe,  they  did  lo6k 
to  nie  like  a  blue  lobfter  with  a  ihrimp  in  his 
claws — Oh,  here  is  tHedamfell  love,  and  alone. 

,Jmie.  They  fay  when  folks  look  in  the  glafs,  at 
night,    they  fee  the  black  gentleman.   {As  Jhe^s 
[looking  in  the  glafs  y  fees  Epbraim  ol;er  her  fhoulder^ 
Jcr earns?} 

Eph.  Thou  art  employed  in  vanity^ 

Jane.  Well,  who  wants  yon  ? 

Epb.  It  is  natural  for  woman  to  love  man. 

Jane,  Yes;  but  not  fuch  ugly  men  as  you. 
Why  wou'd  you  come  in  to  frighten  me,  wheq 
you  know  there's  nobody  here  but  otirfelves. 

Eph.  I  am  glad  of  that.  I  am  the  elm  and 
thou  the  honey-iuckle  J  "let  thy  arms  entwine 
me. 

Jane.  Oh,  what  a  rogue  is  here  !  Irot  yonder 
comes  my  lady,  and  Til  (hew  him  oS  to  her  in 
his  true  colours    {cftde.) 

Eph.  Clafp  me  around, 

Jane.  WdJ  Iwillj  if  you'll  take  off  your  hat^ 
anH  make  oie  a  fine  low  bow. 

Epb.  I  cannjt  bend  my  knee,  nor  take  off  my 
beaver, 
Jane,  Then  you're  very  impudent — go  along. 
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Epb.  But  to  win  thy  favour,  {takes  afflrif  bat 
and  bows. ) 

Jane.  Now  kneel  down  to  me. 

Efb.  I  cannot,  but  one  lovel/  fmile  may 
fmite  ttie  down.  ( JheJmUes^  he  kneels. )  . 

yme.  Well  now,  read  me  a  ipecch  out  t)f  th*^^ 
"fine  play  book.      '  ^ 

JE^A.  I  read  a  play  !  a-bo-mi-na-ti-^n !— Bu^ 
}ahe,  wilt  thou  kifs  me  ? 

J  arte.  I  kifs  a  man  ! — a-bo-mi-cia-ti^on !  but 
you  ttl&ke  take  my  hand —  '* 

Epb.  Oh  !  'tis  a  comfort  to  the  lip  of  X}x 
faithful  {kijes  her  band. ) 

Enter  Lady  Amaranth* 

Lady  Am.  How!  {taps  bim  on  the  Jboulder.)  ahj^ 
thou  fly  and  deceitful  hypocrite  !  -^      ^ 

jMe.  There,  ltia*am  is  the  demui^e,  holy  man 
^hac  would  prevent  our  play. 
•     Lady  Jim.  So  fevercJy    cenfure    others,   and 
put  fetters  on  me^  which  now  Tm  determined  to  * 
break. 

Efb.  Verily  Mary,  I  was  bufietted  by  Satan  in 
^e  Ihape  of  a  daDifel^ 

Lady  Am.  Go. 

Epi.  My  fpirit  is  fad,  tho*  my  feet  move  ib» 
l^fnble.  [Exit /lowly* 

Lady  Am.  Buty  Oh,  heavens,  no  tidings  of 
my  dcarcft  Henry  !  Jane,  let  them  renew  their 
fcJir^h. 

Jane.  Here's  Madam  Amelia,  you  fee  Pve  gbt 
her  room  ready  my  lady  ;  but  I'll  go  make  bro- 
ther Sim  look  for  the  young  fquirc.  {J^xit. 

\.  k  Enter 
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^      .  Enier  Amelia. 

Jme.  Oh,  madam,  might  I  implore  your  in- 
fidence  with 

Lady  Am.  Friend,  thou  art  ill  accommodated 
^here,  but  1  hope  thou  wilt  exqufe  me — My  mind  is  a 
fca  of  trbuble,  my  peace  ftiipwrecked — Oh,  friend 
^ad'il  (hou  feen  my  couGa  Harry,  thou  too,  all 
wha  knew  him,  muft  be  anxious  for  his  fafetv-*- 
How  unlucky  this  fervant  to  prevent  Sir  George 
ffom  giving  him  that  alTiftance,  which  paternal 
c^re,  and  indeed  gratitude  demanded,  for  it  was 
filial  afFedion  which  led  him  to  purfue  thofe 
^ked.men. 
,  Johm  {without)  Hfeave  a-head  1 

Ent'cr  John  Dory,  and  Sik  GeohctE. 


SirXj^'  K.^^<^4 '  whip  me  up  like  a  pound  of 
tea,  dance  me  about  like  a  young  bear,  make .^le 
quit  the  preferver  of  my ^  life !  yes,  puppy  un- 
known will  think  me  a  poltroon^  and  that  I  was 
afraid  to  follow,   ;ind  fecond  him. 

Jobn.  Well,  you  may  as  well  ttirn  into  your 
hammock  for  this  night  outyou  fliall  not  budgerr 
(fees  Amelia.)  Oh  !  marcy  of  heaven  !  isn*t  at— 
^ Eh,  mailer?  Only  give  one  look. 

Ame.  {feeing  Sir  Geo.)  My  hufband  !  {/woons; 
Lady  Amaranth  fupports  her,) 

Sir  G.  'Tis  my  Amelia  ! 

John.  {Jigpping  Sir  George,  *and  looking  atten- 
ti'vely  at  Amelia)  Reef  the  forcfail !  firft,  you 
crsrck'd  her  heart  by  fheering  6ff,  and  now  you'U 
o^erfet  her  by  bringing  to.— *• 

Lady  Am.  Hold — foft !  She  recovers. 

Ame. 


1 
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Ame.  Are  you  at  length  returned  to  me,  «in]i 
Seymour? 

Lady  Am.   Seymour !   her  miod  is  diftuib'd, 
this  is  mine  uncle.  Sir  George  Thunder. 

Jahn.  No,  no,  my  hdy,  the  knows  what  ihe^s 
faying  very  wdl. 

SirG.  Niece,  I   have  been  a  villain  it  this 
l^y,  I  confefs.     But,  niy  dear  Amelia,  Provi- 
dence has  done  you  juftice  in   part.     From   the 
firft  month  1  quitted  you,   I  have  never  entcr'd 
one  happy  hour  on  my  journal ;  hearing  that  you 
foundered  and  confidering  myfelf  the  caufe,  the 
worm  of  remorfe  has  fince  gnawed  my  tirabcra. 
Ame^  You're  not  ftill  offended  wirh  me. 
Sir  G.  Me  !  ^f  you  can  forgive  my  offence,  qfid 
condefcend  tb  take  my  hand  as  an   atonement — 
Ame.  Your  hand  !  Do  you  forget  that  wc  arc 
already  marriecl  ? 

Sir  G.  Ay,    there  was  my  rafcality. 
John.  You  may  fay  that. 
Sir  G.  That  marriage,   my  dear-^rm  afliam^d 
to  own  it ;  but  it  was — 

John.  As  good  as  if  you,  had  been  laftf  d  toge- 
ther by  the  chaplain  of  the  Eagle. 

SirG,  Hold  your  tongue,  you  impudent  tjrimp, 
you  pandar,  you  bad  advifer, — I'll  strike  my 
falfc  Cv)lours,  I  now  acknowledge  that  the  chap- 
lain you  provided  was — 

yohn.  Was  a  good  man,  and  a  g^i-eater  honor 
to  his  black,  than  your  honor  has  been  to  your 
blue  cloth^-Eh,  by  the  word  of  a  Teaman,  here 
he  is  himfelf. 


Enier  Banks. 
^ir  G.  Your  brother  ? 


Banks. 


"^ 
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^  Mofiks.  Captain  Seymour ! ' 

Sir  G. .  My  dear  Banks,  I'll  msjke  cvtxy  repu^ 
ration.— Amelia  fliall  really  be  my  wife. 

J^anh.  That,  Sir»  my  filler  is  already ;  for 
vKen  I  perform'd  the  marriage  ceremony,  wiiicb 
you  took  only  as  the  cloak  pf  your  deception,  I 
m^as  a^ually  in  orders. 

John.  Now,  who's  the  crimp,  and  the  pandari 
I  never  told  you  this  fince  ;  becaufe  I  thauglU  a 
man's  own  refieftions  were  the  beft  puniikaienA 
for  betraying  an  innocent  woma9* 

Sir.  G.  You  (hall  be  a  poft^-eaplain,  iink  mc>  tf 
you  Iha'n't — {  Jhakes  bands  with  ^John  Dory.y 

Lady  Am.  Madam,  my  inQau>ft  foul  partaketh 
of  ^thy  gladnefs,  and  joy  for  thy  reformation. 
{to  Sir  George,)  But  thy  prior  marriage  to  this^ 
lady,  annuls  the  fubfequent,  and  my  coufin  Harry 
is  not  now  thy  heir. 

Sir^  G.  $o  mbch  the  better  j  he^s  an  unnatura)' 
cubi  but,  Amejjia,  I  flatter  myfelf  I  have  an 
hdr,   my  inf|int  boy.—  , 

Jme.  Ah,  hufband,  you  had. 

Sir  Gt  Gonp !  weH,\welJ,,  I  fee  I  have  been  a 
niiferable*fcoundrel — Eh,  I  will,  yes,  if  my  ion 
Harry  proceeds  in  his  unworthy  difobedience,  I'll 
adopt  that  br«(.ve  kind  lad,  that  wouldn't  le(  ^ny 
body  kill  me  but  himfelf.  My  lady,  marry 
him,  puppy  unknown's  a  finefdiowf  Am.elia, 
only  for  him,  you  would, n^ver  have,  foujnd 
yoyr  hufband  Captain  Seymour,  in  Sir  George 
Thunder.  » 

yime.  How! 

Banks.  Are  you  Sir  George  Thunder  ? 

John.  Gh,  I  didn't  tell  you  that  at  the  time 

bccauf? 
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becaufe  you  might  be  for  finding  him  out  too 
foon  and  upfet  all. 

Enter  Landlord,  followed  by  Ephraim  Smooth. 

Lmd.  Pieafeyou,  Madam,  they've  got  a  foot- 
pad in  cuftody. 

Eph.  I  am  come  to  fit  in  judgment,  for  there 
is  a  bad  man  in  thy  houfe,  Mary,  : 

John.  Then  why  dent  you  get  out  of  it. 

Eph.  Bring  him  before  me. 

Sir  G.  Before  you,  old  fquintibus  !  And  per* 
haps  you  don't  knowTm  a  magiilrate? 

£ph.  ril  examine  him. 

Sir  G.  You  be  damn'd — I'll  examine  him  my- 
fclf.  (Jhoves  Epbraim)  Tow  him  in  here.  I'll  give 
him   a  paflport  to  Winchefier  bilboes. 

Jme.  (lo  Sir  George)  Oh,  Sir,  as  you  hope  for 
mercy,  extend  it  to  this  youth  5  but  even  {hould 
he  be  guilty,  which  from  our  knowledge  of  his 
benevolent  and  noble  nature,  I  think  next  to  an 
impofiibility,  let  the  fervices  he  has  rendered  to 
us— he  protected,  relieved  your  forfaken  wife, 
:]md  her  unhappy  brother,  in  the  hour  of  want 
and  fprrow. 

Sir  Gk  What,  Amelia,  plead  for  a  robber ! 
Confider,  my  love,  juftice  is  above  bias  or  parti- 
ality. If  my  fon  violated  the  laws  of  his  coun* 
try,  Fd  deliver  him  up  a  public  viditim  to  dif- 
grace  and  punifliment. 

Lady  Am,  Ah,  my  impartial  uncle  !  Had  thy 
country  any  laws  to  punifti  him,  who  ihftead  of 
paltry  gold,  would  rob  the  artlefs  virgin  of  her 
deareft  treafure,  in  the  rigid  Judge,  I  toou'd  now 
behold  the  trembling  criminal. 

VOL. -II.  o  Enter 
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Enter  Twitch,  with  Rover  lound^  who  keeps  hU 
face  averted^  and  two  Ruffians . 

Eph.  {advances^  Speak  thou. 

Sir  G.  Hold  thy  clapper  thou.— You  wretched 
perfouj  have  you  no  means  to  come  at  a  little 
bifcuit  and  lobfcoufe,  but  you  muft  plunder  ? 
The  navy  wants  rnqn^  and  if  you  wanted  breads 
-  Ifke  a  man  fight  the  enemies  of  yourxountry,  and 
not  turn  land  pirate^  you  alligator !  Who  are  the 
profecutors  ? 

Eph,  Call  in — 

Sir  Geo.  Will  nobody  ftop  his  mouth.  {yohj$ 
Dory  pujhes  him  againji  the  wall)  Who  are  the 
profecutors  ? 

Twitch.  There,  tell  his  worihip,  the  Juftice. 

2d  Ruffian.  A  Juliice— Oh!  the  devil!  I 
thought  we  fhou^d  have  had  nothing  but  quaker^ 
to  deal  with,  (ajide) 

Sir  G.  Come,  how  did  this  fellow  rob  you  ? 

id  Ruffian.  Why,  your  honor,  1*11  fwear- — {in 
a  feigned  country  'vaice) 

Sir  G.  {looking at  them)  Oh,  ho! 

^d  Ruffian.  Zounds,  we're  wrong-i-rthis  is  th? 
very — 

Sir  G.  Clap  down  tjie  hatches,  fecure  th^fe 
fliarks. 

Rov.  I  thought  I  fhou'd  find  you  here,  Abra-j 
wang,  and  that  you  had  feme  knowledge  of  thefe 
fellows. 

Lady  ^m.  Heavens  !  my  coufin  Harry — {fl/ide) 

Sir  G.  The  devil !  isn't  thi$  my  fpear  and 
fhield? 

John,  (^advances)  My  young  m after-— Oh  I 
what  have  you  beeo  at  here  ?  (junbitids  Rover)  This 
rope  may  yet  be  wanted. 

'  JEnt^ 
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Enter  Harry; 

Har.  My  dear  fellow,  arc  you  fafe  ? 

R9V.  Yes,  Dick,  I  was  brought  in  here  very 
fafe,  I  affutc  you. 

Har.  A  confederate  in  ciiftody  below  has  made 
a  confeition  of  their  villainy,  that  they  concerted 
this  plan  to  accufe  him  of  a  robbery,  firft,  foir 
revenge,  then,  in  hopes  to  {hare  the  reward  for 
apprehending  him ;  he  alfo  owns  they  are  not 
faiiors,  tho'  they  fradulently  took  the  bounty, 
but  depredators  on  the  public. 

Sir  G.  Keep  them  fafe  in  limbo,  (the  ruffians  td^ 
ken  qff') — Not  knowing  that  the  Juftice  of  Peace 
whom  they've  brought  the  lad  now  here  before^ 
is  the  very  man  they  attack'd,  ha,  ha,  ha !  The 
rogues  have  fallen  into  their  own  fnare. 

Rov.  What,  now,  you're  a  Juftice  of  Peace  ? 
Well  faid,  Abrawang ! 

Jme.  Then,  Sir  George  you  know  him  too? 

Sir  G.  Know  puppy  unknown !  to  be  fure. 

Itxiv.  Still,  Sir  George !  What,  then,  you  will 
not  reiign  yqur  knighthood  ?  Madam,  I  am  hap- 
py  to  fee  you  again,  {to  ^melia^-^Ah,  how  do 
you  do,  my  kind  hdl?  {Jhakes  bands  with  Bgnks^ 

Lady  Am.  I  rejoice  at  thy  fafety--^Be  recpn^ 
cil6d  to  him.  {to  Sir  George) 

«y/rG*  Reconciled  I -^  If  1  don't  love,  refpeft 
and  hqtior  him,  I  ih.ou'd  be  unworthy  of  the  life 
he  refctaed.     fiut  who  is  he  ? 

tiar.  Sir,  he  is^ — 

Rov.  Dick,  I  thank  you  for  your  good  wiihes } 
but  I  am  determined  not  to  impofe  on  this  lady--« 
Madaoi^  as  1  at  firft  told  this  well-meaning  tar, 

o  2  when 
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\(rh6n  he  forced  me  to  your  houfe,  I  am  not  the 
fon  of  Sir  George  Thunder. 

John.  No !  Then  I  wi(h  you  were  the  fon  of 
an  admiral,  and  I  your  father. 

Har.  You  refufe  the  lady  !  To  punifh  you  I've 
a  mind  to  take  her  myfelf. — My  dear  coufin— 

Rov.  Stop,  Dick. — If  I,  who  ^dore  her  won't, 
you  fhall  not.  No,  no ;  Madam,  never  mind 
what  this  fellaw  fays,  he's  as  poor  as  myfelf— Is'nt 
he  Abrawang  ? 

Har.  Then,  my  dear  Rover,  fince  you  arc  fo 
cbftinately  difinterefied.  Til  no  longer  teaze  my 
father,  whom  you  here  fee,  and  inyourfiroHing 
friend,  his  very  truant  Harry,  that  ran  from 
Portfmouth  fchool,  and  joined  you  and  fellow 
comedians. 

Rov.  Indeed  1 

Har.  Dear  coufin,  forgive  me,  if  thro*  my 
zeal  for  the  happinefs  of  my  friend,  I  endea- 
vour'd  to  promote  yours,  by  giving  you  a  huf- 
band  more  worthy  than  myfelf— (/^  Lady  Am.) 

Rov.  Am  I  to  believe  !  Madam,  is  your  uncle, 
Sir  George  Thunder,  in  this  room  ? 

Lady  Am.  He  h, '^{looking  at  Sir  George) 

Rov.  'Tis  fo  !  you  in  reality,  what  I've  had 
the  impudence  to  affiime !  and  have  perplexed 
your  father  with  my  ridiculous  effrontery. — 
(^turns  lo  John  Dory^  angrthji)  I  told  you,  I  infifted 
1  wasn't  the  perfon  you  took  me  for,  but  you 
^vould  thruft  me  into  your  chariot  and  drag  me 
hither.  I  am  ashamed,  and  mortified.  Madam, 
I  take  my  leave— - 

Eph.  Thou  art  welcome  to  go. 

Rov.  Sir  George,  as  the  father  of  my  friend, 
I  cannot  lift  my  hand  againft  you  j  but  I  hope 
-Sir,  you'll  apologize  to  me  {apart) 

Sir 
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Sir  G.  Ay,  with  plcafurc,  my  noble  fpltntcr— 
now  tell  me  from  what  dotk  you  were  launched, 
my  heart  of  oak  ?  ' 

Rov.  I've  heard  in  England^  Sir;  but  frcm 
my  earlieft  knowledge,  till  within  a  rery  few 
years,  I've  been  in  the  Eaft  Indies. 

Sir  G.  Beyond  feas  ?  Well,  and  how  ? 

R{fv.  It  feems  I  was  committed  an  infant  tathc 
care  of  a  lady,  who  was  herfelf  obliged  by  the 
gentle  Hyder  Ally,  to  ftrike  her  toilet,  and  de- 
camp  without  beat  of  drum,  leaving  me  a  chubby 
little  fellow  f^uatted  on  a  carpet.  A  feijeant% 
wife  alone  returned,  and  fnatched  me  off  trium- 
phant, thro*  fire,  fmoke,  cannon,  cries  and 
carnage. 

Lady  Am.  Doft  thou  mark  ?  {to  Amelia) 

Ame.  Sir,  can  you  recolle£l  the  name  o£  the  " 
town,  where —  • 

Rov.  Yes,  ma'am,  the  town  was  Negapatnanu 

Ame.  I  thank  you.  Sir.  (j^azes  with  delight  and 
earneflnefs  on  Rover) 

Rov.  An  officer  who'd  much -rather  aft  Scrub 
on  the  ftage,  than  HotQ)ur  in  the  field,  brought 
me  up  behind  the  fcenes  on  the  Calcutta  theatre — 
I  was  rbll'd  on  the  boards,  a£ted  myfelf  into  the 
favour  of  a  colonel,  promifed  a  pair  of  colours ; 
but,  impatient  to  find  my  parents,  hid  myfelf  in 
the  fteerage  of  an  homeward  bound  Ihip,  aflumed 
the  name  of  Rover  ffom  the  uncertainty  of  my 
fate,  and  having  murdered  more  poets  than  Ra- 
jahs, ftept  on  Englilh  ground,  unincumbered  with 
-rupees  or  pagodas.  Ha,  ha  !  Wou'dft  thou  have 
com^ome  fo,  little  Ephraim  ? 

]£ph.  I  wou'd  bring  myfelf  home  with  forac 

money. 

Ame. 
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Ane.  Excufc  my  curiqfity ,  Sir,  What  was  tli« 
^ady's  name  in  whofe  care  you  were  left. 

Kov.  Oh,  ma'am  flie  was  the  lady  of  a  Major 
Linftock ;  but  I  heard  my  mother's  name  was 
Seymour  ? 

SirG.  Why,  Amelia? 

Ame.  My  fon ! 

Rov.  Madam ! 

Ame.  It  is  my  Charles  !  (embraces  him) 

SirG.  Eh! 

Lady  Am.  Thou  fccft  he  is  my  gay,  gallant, 
generous  coufin. 

John:  Tol,  lol,  lol,  tho'  I  never  heard  it  before, 
my  heart  told  me  he  was  a  chip  of  the  dl4 
block. 

Ame^  — Your  father  1 — {to  Rover ^  pointing  to 
Sir  George) 

Rov.  Can  it  ?,  Heavens !  then  have  I  attempted 
to  raife  my  impious  hand  againft  a  parent's  life  ! 

Sir  G.  My  dear  brave  boy  !  My  fon  with  fpi- 
rit  to  fight  me  as  a  ftranger,  yet  defend  me  as  a 
father. 

Ame.  And  knowing  her  only  as  a  wpman 
wronged,  to  proted  his  hclplefs  mother. 

Banks.  By  relieving  the  ftranger,  Charley  you 
little  thought  'twas  an  uncle  you  fnatched  from 
a  prifon. 

Lady  Am.  Nor  that  thou  by  that  benign  a^ion^ 
didfl:  firft  engage  the  efteem  of  thy  fond  confin, 
(takes  him  by  thy  hand)  Uncle  you'll  reeoUeft  'twas 
I,  who  firft  introduced  a  fon  to  thee. 

Sir  G.  And  I  hope  you  will  next  intraduce  a 
grandfon  to  me,  young  fly-boots.  Hirry  you've 
loft  your  fortune. 

Har.    Yes,  Sir,  but  I've  gained  a  brother, 

whofe 
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whofe  fiiendlhip  (before  I  knew  him  to  be  foch) 
I  prized  above  any  fortune  in  England. 

Rov.  My  deareft  Rofalind  ! 

ybnf^  Then^  will  you  take  our  Charles. 

ijo  Lady  Am.) 

Lady  Am.  Yea ;  but  only  on  condition  thou 
beftoweft  thy  fortune  on  his  friend  and  brother, 
mine  is  fuf&cient  for  us»  is  it  not  ? 

Rov.  Angelic  creature !  tp  think  of  my  ge- 
nerous friend — But  now  for  "  As  You  Like  It." 
Where's  Lamp,  and  Trap — I  Ihall  ever  love  a 
play— A  fpark  from  Shakfpeare's  Mufe  of  Fire^ 
w^  the  ftar  that  guided  me  thro'  my  defolate  and 
^wilder'd  maze  of  life,  and  brought  me  to  thefe 
vnexpefled  bleifings. 

To  merit  friends  fo  good,  fo  fwect  a  wife, 
:  The  tender  hufband  be  my  part  for  life ; 
My  Wild  Oats  fown,  let  candid  Tbefpian  Lawi 
Pecree,  that  glorious  harveft — your  applaufe. 


THE   END. 
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EPILOGUE. 

WRITTtN    BY    GEORGE    COLMAN>    JVN.    E9C^ 
SFOKEN    BY    MRS.  ^POPE. 

'TWAS  Epilogue's  tame  ta&in  ancieat  days. 
With  trembling  ftep  advanced,  to  court'  you  praifcj 
And  mercy  beg  for  guilty  Poet's  lays 
Good  lack !  how  (he  is  changed !  long  ufcd  to  fpeak. 
She  fcorns  to  bear  her  faculties  fo  meek, 
Likea  fpoilt  Mifs,  vain,  pert,  and  forward  grown. 
She  chatters — on  all  hnfinefs  but  her  own. 
The  Play,  the  Poet,  A^ors,  all  forgot, 
Epilogiie  prates  about  ihe  knows  not  what ; 
Lugs  head  and  fhoulders  in,  a  jumble  all  ! 
Box-lobby  Bobbies,  Lady  Mayoress'  Ball, 
Thick  neck-cloths,   city  frumps,  cock  rumps, 
hops  at  Pewterer's  Halh 

Thus  would-be  Wits,  whate'er  has  been  cxpreft, 
Foifl  in  their  oar — they  haye  but  one  smgrt  jeft : 
Start  bluntly  from  the  fubjed  that's  before  ye. 
To  tell  their  frothy,  threadbare,  only  ftory. 

Let  us  for  once,  hawever,  fa£bion  fway. 
Speak  fomewhat  of  the  Poet  and  his  Play. 
How  like  ye  his  Wild  oats  ?    would  ye  know. 
A  certain  fower,  who  came  forth  to  fow. 
Sprinkling  his  Oals — that's  charadler— his  Quakers, 
His  Sailors,  Players,  o'er  five  adb— -that's  Acres  ! 
Or  rather  here  his  field — 'tis  you  who  nourifh 
The  feeds  of  Genius,  and  make  merit  fiouriilu 
Hence  fprings  the  harveft.of  the  labourers  toil. 
From  hence,  this  genial  air,  this  generous  foil,    ' 
Here  humble  worth  fe^urely  ftrikes  the  root. 
While  favour  fans  the  plant,  and  bids  it  fhoot : 
Nofpleen  to  bite  the  bloflbms  as  they  ope. 
No  malice  breathes,   to  mildew— modcft  hope. 

If 
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DTfuch  tlie  land,  fecurc  oar  Poet  then; 

&afe  his  Wild  Oats;  fecare  his  Strolling  Gentlemen; 

And  let  no  Scroller,  who  oar  Drama  Cecs, 

For  Strollers  now  there  are  of  all  degrees. 

Think  we  mean  fatire,  when  mc  mean  to  pleafc ; 

We  wou'd  ndt  wring  their  withers,  whofe  fad  curfc 

It  is  in  bams,  to  bellow  forth  blank  verfe ; 

Were  hungcy  Hichard  deals  forth  death  and  grief> 

And  flakes  a  kingdom,  for  a  fteak  of  beef: 

Where  crook'd-back'd  Glo'fter  plays  the  bloody  glutton. 

And  cuts  op  Kings;  hot  never  cats  up  mutton. 

Where  Romeo  too^  that  billing  Turtle  Dove, 

Feeds  with'  his  Juliet  upon  airy  Love ;  | 

While  Hamlet  vainly  fighs  for  boil'd  and  roaft, 

'Till  Hamlet's  f felf  appears  like  Hamlet's  Ghoft. 

Where  Denmark's  King,  his  murd'roas  ends  falfiUing* 

Soon  gains  a  crown— -the  AAor  not  a  (hilling! 

Th^e  wdu*d  we  not  offend,  our  Bard  reveres. 

Our  ftroMing  A^ors,  and  our  a£iing  Peers. 

Nor  would  he  glance,  like  fome  invidious  elves. 

At  thoie  who  a&  to  entertain  themfelves. 

He  is  not  one  of  thofe  fame  trait'rous  fellows  j 

To  vex  Right  Honorable,  tame  Othello's. 

If  our  wife  Commons,  in  a  fapient  mood, 

A£t  Plays  thro'  ChriUmas  for  their  country's  good ; 

If  Paare  Plans  treafon,  thro'  a  black  December, 

And  votes  at  laft^ — an  honeil  Country  Member: 

if  fafhioxnable  Jaffier^'ants,  whofe  life 

In  private  proves  the  love  he  bears  his  wife ; 

If  four<-foot  Lords,  will  gay  Lothario  roar. 

And  round,  fquat.  Lady  Betties,  ad  Jane  Shore, 

If  this  be  true  as  holy  Writ  or  Bible, 

Tho*  'tis  a  truth  our  Author  means  no  Libel; 

His  mark  is  life,  (hould  his  (ketch  give  you  pleafure^ 

The  grateful  Bard  is  happy  beyond  meafure. 

VOL.  II.  p  £jP/- 
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^  Bmfks.  Captain  Seymour ! ' 

Sir  G.  ^  My  dear  Banks,  Til  make  every  repa^ 
ration.— *  Amelia  (hall  really  be  my  wife. 

6ankJ.  That,  Sir^  my  fifter  is  already ;  for 
vllen  I  perform'd  the  marriage  ceremony,  wkicb 
you  took  only  as  the  cloak  9?  your  deception,  I 
iK^asv  actually  in  orders. 

John.  Now,  who's  the  crimp,  and  the  pandar  ? 
I  never  told  you  this  fince ;  becaufe  I  thonglU  a 
man's  own  reflexions  were  the  beft  punilhaieak 
for  betraying  an  innocent  womaa. 

Sir.  G.  You  (hall  be  a  poft^captain,  fink  tat,  if 
you  fha>n't — ( Jbakes  bdnds  with  John  Dery.y 

Lady  Am.  Madam,  my  inmoft  foul  partaketh 
of  4hy  gladnefs,  and  joy  for  thy  reformation. 
{to  Sir  George.)  But  thy  prior  marriage  to  this, 
lady,  annuls  the  (ubfequen(,  and  my  coufin  Harry 
is  not  now  thy  heir. 

.«?/>  G.  So  misch  the  better  ;  he^s  an  unnatural 
cub  I  but,  Amelia,  I  flatter  myfelf  i  have  an 
heir,   my  inf|int  boy.- — 

Jme.  Ah,  hufband^  you  had. 

Sir  G]  Gone !  weH, .  well„  I  fee  I  have  heei»  a 
mifcrable^fcoundrel— Eh,  I  will,  yes,  if  my  ion 
Harry  ^proceeds  in  his  unworthy  difobedieoce,  Tjl 
adopt  that  brs^ve  kind  lad,  that  W4)u*dn't  ie(  any 
body  kill  me  but  himfelf.  My  lady,  marry 
him,  puppy  unknown's  a  finefdiow!  Amelia, 
only  for  him,  you  would, never  bave.foujpd 
your  hufband  Captain  Seymour,  ia  Sir  George 
Thunder. 

Amt.  How! 

Bariks.  Are  you  Sir  George  Thunder  ? 
John.  Oh,  I  didn't  tell  you  that  at  the  time 

b^caufc 
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bccaufe  you  might  be  for  finding  him  out  too 
fooa  and  upfet  all. 

Enter  Landlord,  followed  /^y  Ephraim  Smooth. 

Land.  Pieafe  you,  Madam,  they've  gotafoot« 
pad  in  cuftody. 

Eph.  I  am  come  to  fit  in  judgment,  for  there 
IS  a  bad  man  in  thy  houfe,  Mary. 

John.  Then  why  dent  you  get  out  of  it. 

Eph.  Bring  him  before  me. 

Sir  G.  Before  you,  old  fquintibus  !  And  per- 
haps  you  don't  know  Tm  a  magiftrate  ? 

Eph.  ril  examine  him. 

Sir  G.  You  be  damn'd — I'll  examine  him  my- 
fclf.  {Jhoves  Epbraim)  Tow  him  in  here.  I'll  give 
him   a  paflport  to  Winchefter  bilboes. 

Ame.  (I0  Sir  George)  Oh,  Sir,  as  you  hope  for 
mercy,  extend  it  to  this  youth  ;  but  even  {hould 
he  be  guilty,  which  from  our  knowledge  of  his 
benevolent  and  noble  nature,  I  think  next  to  an 
impoifibility,  let  the  fervices  he  has  rendered  to 
US— he  protcfbed,  relieved  your  forfaken  wife, 
and  her  unhappy  brother,  in  the  hour  of  want 
and  fprrow. 

Sir  <?*  What,  Amelia,  plead  for  a  robber ! 
Confider,  my  love,  jufiice  is  above  bias  or  parti«- 
ality.  If  my  fon  violated  the  laws  of  his  coun- 
try,  I'd  deliver  him  up  a  public  vidim  to  dif« 
grace  and  punifhment. 

Lady  Am.  Ah,  my  impartial  uncle  !  Had  thy 
country  any  laws  to  punifli  him,  who  inftead  of 
paltry  gold,  would  rob  the  artlefs  virgin  of  her 
deareft  treafure,  in  the  rigid  Judge,  I  fcou'd  now 
behold  the  trembling  criminal. 

VOL. -II,  o  Enter 
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Written  by  the  author,  intended  to  have  beei* 
spoken  by  mrs.  fope^  in  the  character  of  lady 
amaranth. 

I,  now  plain  Mary,  when  Jack  Rover's  wifci    - 
A  Lady  Quaker  fhall  flep  into  life. 
Not  all  my  wiih,  but  now,  I  muft  obey. 
Yet  where  I  do  not  like,  I'll  give  my  nayj 
If  to  the  Marriage  yoke  with  joy  I  bend. 
Why  not  forfooth  ?  my  huiband  is  my  frien^ : 
So  prim  bronght  up,  you'll  think  no  ton  can  reach  mei 
But  life  my  Rover  knows,  and  he  fhall  teach  me : 
Late  flow  in  Speech,  foon  glibly  will  I  talk ; 
My  Chariot  quit,  in  Kenfington  to  walk. 
Tho'  Sunday,  fweet  I'll  hum  an  opera  tune. 
Mount  "  Cockle  hat,"  and  tread  in  "  Sandal  flioon,'* 
To  make  me  follow'd  I  fliall  mend  my  pace. 
And  to  be  look'd  at  more,  I'll  veil  my  face. 
Each  feafon  I  fhall  match  with  difPrent  charms. 
Huge  winter  muff,  in  fummer  fwing  my  arms. 
My  watch  like  men's,  whilft  hid  from  public  fhew. 
To  view,  I  hang  in  chain  the  painted  beau« 
AfTembly,  play,  rout,  concert^  drum  and  baD, 
With  gentle  Charles,  I'll  hurry  to  them  all ; 
I'll  Veilris  fee,  I've  heard  he  came  from  France, 
To  tell  a  difmal  flory  in  a  dance ; 
Flies  up,  comes  down,  fo  light,  can't  bre^ak  an  egg. 
And  charms  the  fair  with  horizontal  leg. 
Now  that  they  have  no  Nobles  left  at  home, 
Thefe  French  amongft  our  Nobles  flocking  come ; 
My  Lord  Anglois,  their  play  bill  gravely  reads. 
And  as  it  bids,  he  turns  his  liorfes  heads; 
FirftlLngliih  Nobles,  all  in  council  meet. 
On  queftion  grand, — if  fiddles  found  more  fwcet^ 
In  market  to  Tell  hay,  or  Oxford -flrect. 

My 
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My  Lent*n  Fridays,  I  cannot  profane. 
At  Covent  Garden,  or  at  Drury  Lane  t 
So  facred  thus,  no  £nglifh  jed  there  bides. 
Yet  ling  of  laughter,  holding  both  his  iides  ; 
Or  facred  or  profane,  to  pleafe  fo  pliant. 
Now  David's  harp,  then  Polypheme  the  giant. 
I'll  hear  wife  Lords  fo  mighty  in  debate. 
Mourn  the  grey  hairs  of  mighty  northern  Kate ; 
See  noble  Peers  with  fifls  a  porter  drub. 
And  fee  a  Peer  that  is— a  famous  Scrub ; 
Gay  coach,  outfide  all  gold,  and  paint,  I'll  find. 
With  groom  in  dirty  boots,  I'll  fee  it  lin'd. 
While  three  fine  gentlemen  flep  up  behind. 
See  ancient  virgins  weep  for  poor  Jane  Shore, 
Yet  turn  the  flarving  infant  from  their  door; 
Yet  'mongf^  fmall  adlions  mixt,  are  noble  deeds. 
In  faihions  garden,  flourifh  flowers  and  weeds ; 
Oh  let  me  not  in  an  unguarded  hour. 
E'er  chufe  the  weed  and  fling  away  the  flow'r  ; 
You  know  good  manners  or  report  belies  you, 
Sp  with  a  Quaker's  curtfey  I'll  furprife  you. 
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THE 

WICKLOW  MOUNTAINS. 

IN  THREE  ACTS. 

PERFORMED    AT   THS 

TPEATRE-ROYAL,  COVENT^GARDEN, 

IN   1795, 


Jhe  music  by  Mr.  Shisld. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONjE. 


Franklin, Mr.  Townshend. 

Donnybrook, Mr.  Richardson. 

Drofs,   ; Mr.  Knight. 

Sullivan, Mr.  Johnstone. 

Felix, • Mr.  Incledqn, 

Billy  O'Rourke, Mr.  Fawcett. 

Redmond  O'Hanlon,  Mr.  Bowden. 

Helen,  • Mrs.  Clendining. 

Ilofa,    Mrs.  Mountain., 

Feasants,  Servants,  Sec, 


ScENE^  Arklow,  and  ibe  Mount  aim  adjacent* 


THE 


WICKLOW  MOUNTAINS. 


A  C  T   L 

SCENE    I. 
A  Road* 

I 

I 

Enter  Fr a  n  klin  and  Servant. 

FRANKLm» 

OO,  once  again  have  I  got  up  among  the  mouQ'* 
tains  of  Wicklow  ;  aye,  yonder  is  the  very  cabin 
where  I  Tupped  my  bread  and  n^ilk  a  little  chub* 
by  cheek*d  yonker. — Ob,  but  I'm  every  hour  to 
cxpe<fl  Mr.  Donnybrook,  by  Sir  Richard's  ad- 
vice, my  guardian  that  is  to  be,  and  his  charm-- 
ing  daughter  from  Dublin. — William,  remember 
you're  not  to  drop  my  name  here. 

Serv.  Never  fear,  Sir. 

Frank.  Well,  return  to  the  public-houfe  where 
u*e  flopt,  open  the  portmanteau,  and  lay  out 
iny  dreis* 
iv  Serv. 
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Serv.  Yes,  Sir.  [^Exiti 

Frank.  This   delightful   country  !    now  mine 
thanks  to  the  will  of  ray  crabbed  uncle.     In  thcf 
cjifguife  of  the  charafterl  aflumed  fo  fuccefsfuUy 
at   the  Mafquerade,  Til  fee  what  they  are  all 
about  here :  I'H  have  aiharp  jeye  on  my  old  com- 
panion Felix,  of  whom  I  have  heard  fuch  dread- 
ful ftories— I'm  aftoni(h'd,  and  grievM  to  think 
that  from  the  promifing  fimplicity  of  his  child-- 
hood,  he  (hould  turn  out  a  villain  ! — Lucky  my 
finding  in   Dublin   the   good   old  woman   that 
nurs'd  us  both  ;  my  opulent  family  negleft,  and 
leave  her  to  indigence  !  and  this  young  man  her 
only  fupport — Felix  puts  part  of  his  depredations 
to  good  ufe  hoMjever :  this  letter  that  flie  gave 
me  for  him,  might  to  a  certainty  difcover  his  rc- 
fources,  but  I've  promifed  to  deliver,  and  he  (hall 
have  it.T-When    mctamorjphos'd,    I   may   alfa 
fpeak  to  my  lovely  Helen  without  her  knowing 
me ;  Ihe  may  be  fmitten  with  fome  finer  fellow 
than  myfelf. — !f  Felix  proves  a  rafcal  Til  rid  the 
country  of  him,  if  report  has  wrong'd  him,  I'll 
be  his  friend — Virtue  is  its  own  reward,  but  not 
amifs  to  help  her  out  with  a  few  guineas  now  and 
fhen.     And  if  I  find  Helen  not  as  amiable  as 
flie  is  beautiful,  then  farewell,  love.     Now  for 
my  difguife — inftead  of  the  young  fquirc  and 
lord  of  the  manor,  Pm  an  old,  merry,  jolly,  lyj 
ing,  rattling,  finging,  wicked,  mumping,  traveU 
ling  merchant,  {mimicks)  Sleeve-buttons^  fliirt- 
buttons,    fciflars,    threads,    tapes,    and   needles^ 
/jpcftacles  for  all  ages — Do  extend  your  charity 
to  the  poor  old  man  !— ^vcry  welL  Ha^  ha,  ha ! 

lExit. 

a 

SCENE 
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SCENE   II. 

*  • 

The  Mountains. 

^        '  __ 

Kq%i>l*%  Cabinintbt  Frpni. 

tio^ A  Jattng  0t  the  dddfr  knitting. 
AIR.— Rosa. 

Here  at  her  Cabin  door  is  Rpfa  fitting, 

•  But  oh,  her  thoughts  in  Dublin  are  with  thee— 

•  ^  JWbve  filly  'fingers,  I  mnft  miAd  inv  knitting. 

For  ah  1  my  Felix  may  not  think  of  me. 

That  does  he,  fays  my.  heart  in  double  beating, 
Now  blythe  from  hill  to  hfll  he  bounds  along ; 

How  fweet  is  abience  that  can  bring  fach  meeting, 
Beat,  beat  my  bofom  tp  my  cheerful  fong« 

Fly,  fly  refrefhing  gales,  ah  gently  by  me. 
In  pafiing  foftlywhifper  who  is  come ; 

No  news  of  him  Llov^  Oh  n6'er  come  nigh  me— '• 
Sing,  fmg  ye  pretty  birds  his  welcome  home. 

Enter  Billy  0*Rourke,  {eating  fruit). 

Billy.  Will  you  eat  fome  fraughns,  Rofa  child! 

Rafa.  Billy,  you  have  been  rambling  over  the 
mountains  when  you  fliould  be  teaching  the 
children  at  Mr.  Sullivan's  fchool,  you're  a  pret* 
tj  u(hen 

Billy.  And  you  Suging  here  Uke  a  la^y  fpar-* 
row,  when  you  fliould  have  open'd  your  lhop.«— 
Ah,  you're  a  pretty  fliopkccper !  But  you  Ought 
to  marry  me  at  once,  when  a  young  woman  is 
left  with  property,  (he  cannot  do  without  a  man 
of  the  houfe.  {takes  down  a  wooden  Jhutter^  places 
on  it  a  bottle  andpipe^  a  turf  hung  by  a  firings  and  a 
Sign  on  it  written  *•  Dry  Lodging.'^) — I'm  able  and 
.vot#  iif  Q^  -  wilU 
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willing  to  be  ma((et  5f  (hit  fllOp.  Now  Rofa  might 
not  twenty  people  pafs  by  abcl  not  know  you 
Could  fell  them  a  qu^rt  of  Buttermilk,  by  your 
nqt  hanging  out  the  turf?  or  might  not  people 
afraid  to  go  oyer  the  mountain  at  night,  wiih  to' 
take  here  a  nice  clean  bed  of  frelh  ftraw^  and 
you  not  hang  out  your  fign !  No  Inn  from  this  to 
Arklow  could  give  them  a  better  dry  lodging—- 
when  it  doesn't  rain — Now  Rofa,  mind  I  won't 
marry  you  if  you're  fo  idle  as  to  fit  working  in 
this  manner  all  the  morning. 

Ro/a.  Well,  Billy,  don't  fay  I  wade  my  time, 
fee  what  Tve  been  doing,  (takes  ajhirtfrom  a  baf^ 
kef)  there  I 

Billy.  My  new  flurt  finifb'd!  why  you've  put 
a  irufBe  on  it !  two  rufSes !  (joyfully)  then  blef- 
fings  on  you,  do  you  want  to  make  me  a  man  in 
a  ruffled  (hirt  ?  a  ruffle  on  my  right  hand^  and  a 
ruffle  on  my  wrong— no  my  left  hand,  and  a 
great  long  ruffle  down  my  neck ;  next  funday  I 
ihall  firut  into  chapel  like  a  white-gill'd  turkey- 
cock.  No  man  that  ever  fold  goats  milk  on  the 
mountains  of  Wicklow  was-^you  talk  of  Felix ! 
Pflui  1  I  am-i— ^ 

Some  l-uh  after  the  6uck  and  Doe, 

Some  a  Fox  will  fet  galloping. 
Some  win  chace  a  Hare  puffy  fo. 

Chevy  their  horfes  ^i^it%  wadlaping^ 
Gentlemen  guzzle  op  Claret  wine,. 

Ale  in  my  throat  will  run  ripple  dbwi^ 
Ladies  tea  talk  like  a  Parrot  fine, 

O  my  Goats  milk  is  the  tipple  down  I 

Step  out  beft  leg,  and  cry  come  body# 

When  I  look  fmart  give  me  joy  for  it  y 
Genteels  ihall  find  that  I'm  fomebody, 
Billy  O'Rourke  is  the  boy  for  it. 

-    My 
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My  goat  he's  fond  6f  ftipping  high. 
Bance  he  fhall  at  the  Hay-market. 
I  My  kid  fings  fo  top  tripping — why 

Nx>t  Ma-nu  fweetly  as  they  lark  it  ? 
Ditches  a  good  nag  brings  as  over« 

Dogs  thro'  all  troubles  will  follow  man« 
If  long  beards  make  a  Philofopher 
Then  is  my  goat  a  wife  Solamon. 
Stpp  out  beft  leg,  &c. 

^ufies  (hall  over  my  knuckles  dab> 

Blue  iilk  waiftcoat  I'll  drefs  in  too> 
Sullivan's  white  powder'd  wig  111  nab. 
And  take  a  compliment  leisbn  too, 
f  $tep  out  beft  leg  and  cry  come  body, 

Wkei^  I  look  fn^art  give  me  joy  for  it, 
Qenteels  (hall  find  that  I'm  fomebody — 
BiUy  0*Roarke  is  the  boy  for  it. 
Step  out  beft  leg>  &e. 

Enter  Franklin^  {difguifed as  a  Pedlar.) 

Frank,  (in  a  feign' d  voice)  Ha  !  I'm  %\mSi  to  ftc 
the  boys  and  girls  fo  fweet  to  ope  another,  and 
my  honey  were  you  linging  a  fong  for  her  ?  the 
very  birds  in  the  air  fet  you  that  gay  exannpie— ^ 
look  among  the  hens  and  chicHens-rrrfee  that  tfgbt 
fnriart  cockerel  how  he  chaunts  and  crows  around 
the  little  pullets. 

Billy.  What  do  you  chatter  to  me  about  cocks 
and  hens  you  bqggarly  loqkii^  (hief^  who  are  you  ? 
With  the  devil  to  you, 

Rofa.  Oh  fliame !  Billy,  you're  always  abufing 
*  every  body-*-curfin^  and  fwearing^  fie,  fie. 

Frani.  Let  him  alone  Honey,  the  poor  muft 
bear  and  forbear-^rU  tell  you  who  I  Was-^for  I 
hare  had  my  day, 

Bii^.  So  have  I. 

Frank,  A^ye^  every  dog  has  his  <3ay,-?f^Tou  muft 
know  xhere  was  a  great  fte^ler^  and  he  ufcd  to  rob 

horfc 
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horfe  (hoes,  fo  at  the.  Clonmell  Aflizes  the  Sub-r 
SherifFordered  him  to  be  choak'd ;  and  they  buried 
him  oppofite  my  door  upon  Bally-houry  moun-* 
tain^  wbere  I  fold  a  good  drop  of  ale,  and  do  you 
know  that  even  under  ground  he  coudn't  be 
quiet  with  his  old  tricks,  for  as  the  travellers  rode 
by,  that  is  if  it  was  evening,  he'd  up  with  his  big 
fift,  out  of  his  grave,  and  claw  off  the  horfes  fhoesf 
as  they  galloped  over  him. — Oh,  oh!  fays  the 
gentleman  pf  the  county  this  wont  do,  fo  they 
open'd  his  grave,  and  there  they  found  a  buihel  of 
horfe  (hoes  fnug  and  airy — however  it  fpoirdmy 
houfe  for  nobody  would  ride  near  it,  and  they 
turn'd  the  road  another  way  and  left  me  by  my- 
fclf  proud)  at  the  fign  of  the  Harrow,  then  I  drank 
off  my  ale  and  commenc'd  travelling  merchant. 

liiliyi:  What  do  yop  fell?. Speak  this  ihftant. 
{Jhakes  him) 

Frank  Oh,  why  do  you  fhake  one  about,  as  if  I 
wacs  a  bag  of  cockles  ?  * 

Rofa.  You've  got  fuch  a  crofs  way  Billy  by 
crowing  over  the  little  boys  in  Mr.  Sullivan's 
fchool — but  youVe  not  an  Ulher  here. 

Billy  {ironically)  Oh,  Mifs— fweet  lips — pretty 
Rofebud  {bows  what  do  you  fell  if  you  pleafc 
fir  ?  {bows) 

.  Frank.  Oh  fir,  {bows)  Atctnt  fleeve-buttons, 
and  handfome  fpecftacles,  for  all  ages;  connely 
pins,  and  needles,  and  well  behaved  threads, 
and  tapes,  when  I  can't  fell  I  beg,  fo  cither  in 
charity  or  fair  dealing  I'ye  always  the  beft  of  the 
bargain.       ^      '         ' 

'  bidy.  Bargain  !  I'm  your  cuftomer — I'll  buy  a 
pair  of  fleeve  buttons  for  my  ,new  ruffled  fhirt— 
{takes  thejhirt)  oh  how  nice  you've  mark'd  it,  as  if 
you  had  pick'd  opt  the  letters  from  your  very 
farppler  and  (luck  them  on — ^now  for  the  W.  O.  R. 
ch,  what  !~F«0  fof  J     "  Roja. 
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Rofa.  To  be  Aire,  it's  for  Felix,  OTin. 

Btlly.  Ruffling  Ihirts  for  Felix !  that*s  prcrr'y 
damned  behaviour  !  (walks  in  a  pajjion) 

Rofa.  Don't  be  angry  Billy,  befidcs  his  kindnefs 
to  me  my  Felix  isgoodnniircd  to  every  body,  he 
is  generous  to  all  that's -in  Want^  or  ficknefs. 

Frank.  My  companion  fuch  an  excellent 
character ! — This  is  not  what  I've  been  led  to 
believe,  {afide) 

Rofa.  Then  Billy,  Felix  never  fwears,  and  he  is 
fo  handfome, 

Billy.  Here  he  is,  and  he  is  not. 

Frank.  Ah,  I  remember  the  boyifh  features,  but 
exceedingly  well  grown  up  indeed,  {ajide  looking 

Enter  Felix, 

Billy.  YouVe  not  fo  handfomc  as  me.  (to  Felix) 
Roja.  Felix !    why   I   believie  you've  been  to 

Dublin, 

■ ' •  ^^ 

/>//>.  I  have  my  fweet  Rofa,  and  have  brought 
ou  a  filver  thimble,  and  here  Billy  is*  a  red  fiik 
landkerchief  for  Sunday, 

Rofa.  I  thank  you  Felix,  biit  I  can't  accept  it. 

^illy.  Thank 'ye  Felix^  but  I  cannot  accept  it. 
(Ties  the  handkerchief  in  a  great  bow  round  his  neck) 
there  that's  Felix's  way — he's  always  making 
prefents  to  the  folks,  a  bufy  cur!  Now  I  never 
make^prtrrentSrto  any  body. 

Rofa'.  Do  not  be  offended,  but  I  muft  not  take 
any  thing  from  you  till  I  firft  know  how  you  get 
the  money  to  bqy  it. 

Billy^  Felix,  I  dont  want  to  affront  you,  but  I 
believe  you're  a  robber, 

Frank.  How!  Oh  this  may  be  the  malice  of 
tuftic  jcaloufy,  f^/i/^^^but  young  gentleman  your 

generofuy 


i; 
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generofity  hurts  the  poor  man  that  wants  to  live 
by  turning  the  penny. 

Felix.  Oh  Til  not  do  mifchief  cither— what  have 
you  got  ? 

Billy.  He's  got  fpc<Staclcs — I  wifti  I  had  a  pair 
to  make  a  prefent  to  my  mailer  Mr,  Sullivan,  ii: 
would  fave  me  many  lugs  by  the  ear— Felix  I'll 
buy  a  pair  if  you'll  pay  for  them. 

Felix.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  with  all  my  heart,    {gives 
Jfedades  to  Billy ^  and  money  to  Franklin) 

Rofa.  Felix  !  you've  given  him  two  half  crowns  I 
v^hy  you  might  have  bought  them  for  fixpence. 
Ah  !  li^t  comcy  light  go. 

Billy.  What's 'got  over  the  devil's  back  is— 

Frank.  Oh,  fie  !  don't  blame  the  lad  for  helping 
honeft  induftry, 

Rqfa.  Certainly  it's  very  good  in  him  fo  far ; 
but  his  having  fo  much  money  is  the  talk  of  every 
foul  in  Croghan. 

Billy.  You  puird  out  the  laft  time  you  came 
from  Dublin,  four  guineas,  two  half  guineas,  fix 
crown  pieces,  three  bright  farthings,  and  a  bundle 
of  fixpeilces. — What  do  you  Hand  flaring  at  hii^i 
witH  your  great  eyes,  and  open  mouth  ? 

Frank.  Why  I  dont  want  to  bite  you. 

Billy.  Heark'ye  you  Felix,  you  go  from  your 
home  here  without  a  penny  in  your  pocket — you 
ftand  behind  a  windmill  on  Red  Crofs  Hill,  and 
you  rob  the  gentlemen  and  ladies  as  they  pafs  in 
their  coaches. 

Frank.  Not  fo  quick — there's  no  windmill  on 
Red  Crofs  Hill. ' 

Billy.  Well  that's  no  old  fools  bufinefs — look 
now,  there's  a  coach  coming  over  the  Common 
yonder— -fee  how  Felix  watches  it,  juft  as  a  cat 
would  a  Robin. 

Frank. 
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Frank.  Then  but  for  us  he'd  be  at  his  trade. 
(^Jpart) 

Billy.  He's  groping  for  his  piftol.  (a  noi/e  and 
Jhrieks  without) 

Felix.  Thofe  horfes  are  running  with  the  coach 
down  the  hill.  '  [Exit. 

Billy.  Theresa  a  lady  within^  fhe's  in  a  blefled 
way.   . 

Frank.  Heavens  !  it's  my  Helen.  {Exit. 

Rofa.  Why  don't  you  go  and  aflift  in  ftopping 
the  horfes  Billy  ? 

Billy.  Lord  if  ever  I  (aw  fuch  fpirited  nags  ! 
there  they  kick  and  jump,  the  chaife  will  have  an 
immenfe  tumble  down  the  quarry ;  talk  of  horfes 
and  carriages,  nothing  like  a  man's  own  handfome 
legs.  (Jraverfes) 

Roja.  There,  Felix  has  caught  hold  0/  the 
bridle  of  the  firft  horfe. 

Bilfy.  Sec  how  he  rears  and  pulls  liim  up  in  the 
air.  Hoo  !  {Jhouts)  if  I  wanfn't  fure  Mr,  Sullivan 
didn't  want  me  to  open  fchool  I'd  join  in  the  fun, 
but  let  old  Sullivan  go  to  the  Devil  I  will  divert 
myfelf.  {going) 

Enter  Sullivan. 

Suh  Oh,  ho !  You're  here.  {Takes  him  by  the 
ear  und  leads  him  off) 

Rofa.  The  gentlefolks  are  fafe,  thanks  to  my 
brave  Felix. 

AIR.— i?2/i. 

They  call  me  poor  Rofa,  but  why, 
V^'hen  rich  in  the  love  I  hold  dear  ? 

Let  thofe  who  will  envy  not  I 

Your  ladies  with  thoufands  a  year : 

Aye 
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Aye  let  them  with  liberty  pact        \ 
For  titles  and  riches  they're  fold,   . 

My  title  is  Queen  of  his  heart. 
His  fmiie  is  my  treafure  of  gold. 

< 

No  dower  have  I  to  beftjow. 

Not  even  a  heifer  or  lamb. 
And  yet  is  iiy  fortune  quite  low    • 

With  feven  white  kids,  and  dioir  dam  ? 
Tho*  fine  to  have  haggarts  well  filPd 

No  harm  to  have  flocks  jji  the  fold  $ 
Tho*  rich  is  the  buttercup  fields 

A  fmile  is  my  tieifure  of'  Gold. 

.    Re-enter  Ftlix:. 

Ob,  my  Felix,  how  good  you  are. 

Felix.  Its  very  wrong  the  ladies  not  getting 
out  and  walking  down  chat  hill. 

Rofa.  They're  not  hurt  I  Jiopc  ? 

FeL  Oh  no.  No  harm  biit  what  the  coach* 
maker  can  repair,— gut  my  ^ear  Rofa,  Fm  ex- 
ceedingly hurt  by  your  fufpicidris. 

Ro/a  Well  now  nobody  is  by,  do  tell  me  how 
you  get  your  money. 

FeL  The  time  will  come,  and  very  foon,  when 
youihall  kriow  how  Ihave  a  guinda  fbr  ot&rs 
people's  fliiUing,  but  \4^h1le  I  put  it  tb  a  g&od 
purpofe  don't  think  ill  of  me.  ^I  think  I  may 
^ruftRofa.  fafide.JCqpit  tnf  love %pk  plciftnt, 
Pll  call  upon  you  to  night,  ihd  thtn j/ pferhapi^ 
J  may  tell  you.     -       v-       ^     ^  ^o.  *.«     :, 

Ro/a.  I  fliall  expeft  you  to  fupper^^Blit -dear 
Felix,  let  me  know  iid  more  ^flian  you' 'tldnk 

proper.  .  /.  ^  -"^   ''>  ^:      -  « 

'  ■  *  «- 

Duet — ^Felix  and  Rosa. - 

Ah  dearefl  love  will  you  ever  love  me  ? 
Treafur'd  in  Vi'lcts  are  fweets  for  the  bee  ? 
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II  the  morning  foi  •beam  ckeerinj^. 
Is  die  lark's  firft  note  worth  hdtrinf  • 
is  the  dew  drop  clear> 
Called  the  fnow  drop's  tear» 
iSetting  fun  do  ploughmen  joy  to  fee  ? 
fdix*       Does  Rofa  then  doat  on  her  own  gramachreef 
ii^.      '  Does  Felix  then  doat^n  his  own  gramachree?. 

My  deareft ! 
FJif^.  Mydeareft! 

lb/a.  Say,  oh,  will  yon  love  me. 

Felix.  Do  fweet  Ho wers  open  to  the  morning  ray  } 

Yon  are  my  rofe  bud, 
Rgfa.  You  the  dawn  above  me. 

Felix,       Adieu  my  deareft  Rofa  ! 
Re/a.        Adieu  my  dearell  Felix  ! 
Sefi.       Oh,  xasLf  our  hoar's  in  lore  ferenely  glide  awayJ 

[Emuntjfevirally* 


k 


SCENE  Hi. 

Sullha^s  Houfi^ 

Bnler  Sullivan  and  BrLLT^ 

SuL  And  you  muft  be  cottrtisg  Rofa»^ 

JK/,  Yes  I  muft — And  the  Horfcs  were  fo 
irufty* 

Siti.  I  thought  Billy,  I  was  Poftmafter  in 
this  town  of  Arklowy  and  Schoolmafter,  and  that 
my  fchool  was  the  chapel,  and  I  was  owner  of 
three  herring  boats. 

£ilfy.  Well,  andan^tyou? 

SuL  Then  as  you  are  my  ulher^  never  fitnd 
before  me  with  a  hat  upon  your  cangrona. 
{^Snatches  off  bis  bat,  Billy  fids  it  iff  and  wifes  it 

ypL-  lU  Jt  Ufm 
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ufon  Sullivan's  teat.)  aiid  never  fj^eilt^  to  me  with^ 

out  faying.  Sir. 

Billy.  Lord,  I  cQu4n*t;  remember  that,  it 
t^Jduld  hurt  my  intelleft; 

Sul.  What,  ybii  fpalpieeft  cat !  mind  you  fet 
Matter  Fogerty  a  copy.         ,  , 

BiL  For  your  cruftincfs  FelixV  fpcclacles  ine- 
ver  rides  upon  your  bandy  nofe.  (dfide.) 

SuL  What  are  you  talking  atlO\it  me  ? 

BiL  I  was  only  faying  I  wanted  a  quili^  a 
new  pen, 

Sul.  Yoii  waTit  a  quill !  And  pray  v^at  do  frou 
think  the  old  gander  is  marching  about  th^  door 
for?  d'ye  hear,  write  Mafter  Pat.  Mulvaney's 
multiplication  table  on  his  new  flieet  of  bFown 
paper,  and  tell  Mafter  Sbamos  Mcguiggin  that 
ril  whip  him  for  drawing  dogs  and  foxes  on  his 
flate,  that  is,  if  his  daddy,  Mr.  Mcguiggin  dCHi't 
fend  me  that  Ihcaf  of  barley  he  promifed  nac. 

BiL  Ob,  deatk,  iiell  and  thunder !  Sir^  what 
aflave  I  am!^ 

SuL  Now  Billy  didn't  fathier  M  irphy  tell  yon  no 
later  ago  than  laft  funday,  that  ifyou  wentoafwear- 
jring  fo^  you'd  be  fudcJerily  ftruck  with  the  pilfy, 
6t  a  crooked  motith,  or  a  thunder  bolt,  or^fome 
jjcrrible  example  fall  )ipon  you.  Billy,  Bili^^  fn 
^  the  hearing  of  my  boys  nevdr  go  beyond  k  gad* 
zcbks  or  a  *' pen  my  ^ 


BiL  There's  the  boys  making  a  hullStkiloit 
the  fchopl  dpor,  upon  ihy  fahy.  '  ;•  • 

^    SjiL  And  why  don't  you  go  ind  opcnit  yim 

^  whelp.  , 

\^.  BiL  {Takes  dov;n  fafif.fiateSyiUks^  mUs^&t. 
from  ajhelf.)  If  every  babe  of  them  doesnH'givc 

me 
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'  '    '  «    .  ■  • 

mc  his  morning's  bread  and  butter,  how  my 
cat  witl  wiik  her  nine  tails  about  their  leg?. 

[Exit. 


ter  Redmond  O'Hanlon. 


JSuL  Now  Redmond,  what  do  you  want  ? 
I  tell  you  I  don't  like  your  coming  into  my 
boqfe,  uprj^yen  your  walking  into  the  town  of 
Arklow.  ^ 

Red.  Well  Mr.  Sullivan,  once  for  all,  will  you 
lend  mj5  your  cafe  of  hprfe  piftols,  your  old 
fword,  your  blunderbufs,  and  your  balket  han* 
ger?  and  on  the  word  of  a  cbriftian,  you  (hall 
Have  them  fafe  again  • 

SuU  Once  for  alU  honey,  go  out  of  my  houfc, 
you  get  no  iSirc-arms  from  me.  Arrah  man  is  it' 
fikcachriftiaQDreaking  into  gentlemen's  peaces 
ful  dwellings  for  niuikets,  and  fuch  like  c6m-. 
buftibles!  >' 

Rii.  Well,  mind  Mr.  Sullivan,  you  call  me  a 
Defender,  and  a  Heart  of  Steel,  if  I  am  what 
you  ^y,  take  the  confequence. 

^i(/.  _Why,   Redmond,   honey,  do  you  thiea^ 

tcarrK?,   - 

isfl^ft  Eh. boufe!. who's  here?  {without.') 

^^s  ©)3i^ fognumen  doull !  if  here  isn't  'Squire 
Donnybroo)lc  arnved  From  Dublin,  Get  out  of 
toy  parfeuf^i^go  to  the  other  fide  of  my  ftreet- 
doofrHftopr^t  he  gentry  Cha'n't  fee  fuch  an  ill  look-, 
ing  bird  fly  from  under  my  thatph— go  out"  at 
the  back*dopr;i  ancj  thro*  the  cabbage  garden.  ^;- 
Red:  d\xv  party  fhall  have  fire-arms  for  all," 
this,  "  [Exin 

R  a  Enter 
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Enter  two  Footmen,  in  rich  liveries^  and  CauK« 
T & y  M AN^    carrying  fortmantious. 

ift.  Foot.  Lc^vc  them  here  friend. 

2d;  Foot.  Zounds  !  is  it  in  this  foioaky  cabiUi 
that  our  mafter  bas<:aken  lodgings  ?^ 

ift.  Foot.  This  cannot  be  the  houfet 

2d.  /^/.  Houfc,  dog-kennel  I 

Sul.  Dog-Jceanel !  why  gentktnen,  ar^  yoi) 
going  to  lodge  h^e  ? 

*  '  *.  *  -         ' 

EnOr  DoNKYBROOK,   in  full  drtfs^  ctf^rylng  farr 

Bon.  (Sings.)  '«  Begone  dtiir  care,  I  pnthce 
begone  from  me/*  Eh  !  gentlemen,  will  you 
let  me  fee  you  to  your  chambers  ?  permit  me  to 
help  you  off  with  youf  boots.  Which  is  maf^ 
tcr  ?  V 

ifk.Foot.  We  oqly  ftepi  in'fcft.  Sir,  to  fee 
what  apartmcpts  were  for  yoq,  * 

Don.  Ah,  Mr.  Sullivan  I  prfefume-r-well  my 
friend.  Sir  Richard  told  you^  1  fuppofe,  of  my 
coming  down  or  rather  up  here,  and  that  I'H 
lodge  with  you. 

$ul.  Qh,  Mr.  Donnybrook,  then  it  was  your 
coach  that  was  overturned  jalft  qow  ?  Well,  Sir, 
you  flialj  have  a  glaft  of  claret,  and  in  our  Irilh 
wav,  1  won't  afk  you  lyhether  you  will  or  no. 
^.  Doft.  Thank'ye  Dan  Sq.lliv^q  }  ^nt  your  nam? 
Dan. 

Sul.  May  be  fo  Sir,  but  I  |"cmember  being 
chriftencd  Bob, 

Don.  Well  Bob,  Td  prefer  a  Jittlc  of  your 
Wiclilow  Ale. 

Stfl. 
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SuL  And  that  you  ihall— here  Billy  I 

EnUr  fiiLLT. 

Bilfy.  May  be  you  want  mc  ? 

SuL  And  wherc^a  your  Sir?  and  whcrc's  your 
bow  ?  {Billy  Bows)  Arrah,  boy,  done  tofs  up  your 
leg  in  that  manner :  fqppofe  Mafter  M'Fogerty^as 
behind  you»  what  4  devil  pf  a  kick  youM  give 
him  in  the  (hin. 

Bilfy.  Sir,  will  you  fit  down  ?  (jUacts  a  cbair.^ 

J?^ir^  Tbank'ye,  What  a  fine  creature  a  maa 
is  when  he\  got  firorn  f^is  wife. 

Sul.  Then  how  dare  you  alk,  even  the  Pope,  to 
£t  in  my  fchool  elbow  .qhair  ? 
I  >^^%-  Ohi    very  well— ^pray.   Sir,   fit  on  this 
|ioc4.l  ( Dw .  ifi/is  unafiis  on  ibe  ftool. ) 

^^/^^Squirei  dont  think nfir  unmannerly;  you're 
welcome  to  my  great  chair  if  it  wa<  made  of  gold 

;^od  ivory,  bot  my  ufhep,  and  my  boys,  muft  be^ 
leve  that  I'm  the  greaceii  bird  in  the  bu(h.  (afari) 
pmyy  \^Yj  from  your  behaviour  I'm  furc  th^ 
^i^lqaiao  cpudn't  tcU  who  I  am* 


'^    V 


AIR#*— Sullivan. 


< :  JRiay  %)ok  oa  me»  6ir>  and  then  guefs  my  vocation, 
.J    i'jQ  ichoQipafleir  here«  and  I  t^ach  the  young  boys  ^ 
I  fquat  in  ^y  qbair^  and  fjaCh  curfl  botheration. 
Enough  for  to  deafen  a  drum  with  their  noife. 
7'his  la4  you  fee  here^  you've  a  hole  in  your  flocking  ;  ' 

{apart) 
Why,  Sir,  he*s  jny  uiher ;  pho.  Pill,  where's  your 
bow  ?  {afart.) 

flow  neatly  he  ftands — with  your  elbow  out-cocking; 

(apart) 
What  a  mannerly  child-^r-to^kick  up  like  a  cow. 

(apart) 
Then, 


TtieOf  S\t»  fce  can  i^rjte  j 
Your  fottl  he'd  delight 

With  his  A  B  C, 

And  his  B  C  D ; 

And  his  £  F  G, 

An4  his  fal  lal  lal  la. 

The  boys  bring  me  corn  when  their  daddies  are  reaping. 

They  cypher  fo  famoufly  all  pnthw-flate ; 
I  lock  up  their  books>  juil  to  teach  them  boojc-k^epinga 

Tho'  (hut  now  his  mouth»  Sir>  that  cur's  full  of  prate. 
In  ihort,  of  my  youths  Pm  a  noble  commander, 

Fifte  horfes  I  make  out  of  young  ragged  colts  | 
Qn  Sunday,  before  'eni,  I  wfilk  l^c  a  ga^d^r. 

And  they  all  hop  after  like  gay  (urk^y  ppults. 
'  Then,  Sir,  they  can  write,  &c. 

l^Exeunt  SuUivan  iind  BiJfy^ 

T>on.  (Sings)  **  Care  ffies  from  the  lad  that  is 
**  merry/*  Why  does  my  daughter  fit  in  the 
coach  ?  Helen  !  come  out  and  come  in* 

ill  Foot.  Sir,  Mifs  Helen's  woman  was  fa 
frightened  at  the  danger,  that  (he  fell  quite  ill 
upon  it :  and  my  lady  obferving  a  fmart  looking 
girl  at  a  cottage  door,  as  we  pafs 'd  thf o*  the  vil- 
lage, thought  (he  might  hire  Jier,  and  fo  ha$ 
walkM  back  to  have  feme,  talk  with  the  gir| 
herfelf. 

Don.  Well*  cjo  you  fee,  your.lady,  my  wife 
fent  me  up  to  the  mountains  in  ftate,  but  nqw  Til 
unftate  myfelf,  for  oae  ^  month  at  leaft,  /j^s^/fcf  ?^ 
his .  laced  coatj  and  bag  wig,  and  puts  on  a  Jhort 
jacket  and  brown  wig.)  There  now,  my  two 
finecure  footmen,    take  yourfelves  and  my   fine 

fingerbread  chariot  back  again  to  Merion  fquare. 
come  hither  for  fport,  that  FU  have  in  (hooting 
groufe;  my  daughter,  Mifs  Helen  Donnybrook, 
comes  here  for  health,  that  fhe'll  quaff  up  in  fine 

air  and  goat's  milks  fo  btgone  back  to  Dublin, 

ym4 


yoii  fuperfine  gaudy  rafcals— -marchj  trip,  Ikip, 
hop,  bounce. 

id  Foot.  Ah !  itiaftcr  breaks  out  now  l^e  hasn't 
my  lady  to  controul  him.    (apart.) 

Don.  Troop,  fly !  {Jhoves  tbetn  off,)  What  a  fine 
creature  a  man  is  when  he's  got  rid  of  his  wife, 

^te-eHter  SutxivAN,  {cbUlngoff.} 

Suh  Come»  Billy,  bring  it  in— Eh !  why  iqoirc ^ 
you've  rufticated  yourfelf  into  a  country  fox. 

Dcn^  Time  and  feafbn:  in  town  I  was  gay; 
t  rattl'd,  fworc,  ^zard,  and  gambled— but  here 
Vxti  raral,  fimple,  and  ferenc.  Here,  among  your 
mountains,  I'll  neither  game,  nor  get  muzzy; 
and  if  I  fwear  again,  may  I  be        ■ 

Sut  Now  by  that  I  fee  yOu'll  play  an  evening's 
rubber  with  us. 

D^'m  Noy  my  gamittg  bets  and  wagers  are  all 
over; 

Sul.  Gome,  fquire,  you'll  take  up  the  firfl  bet 
that's  ofFer'd  you# 

I>oh.  No  I  won't,  fly  Bob.  ' 

SuL  rU  lay  a  guinea  you  do. 

Don.  Done! 

SuL  Ah,  ah!  it^s  mine*— put  it  here — {bolh 
'^ut'bis  hnnd.) 

Dm.  Eh  I  Well  faid  Hi^h—^^akes  bands. ) 

.  Enter^WiXY%  with  a  Mug. 

Billy.  Sir,  I  juft  now  handed  Mifs,  your  beaa* 
tiful  daughter,  out  of  the  coach  j  I  hope  I  wasn't 
too  bold — what  a  fiiabby  figure  I  muft  have  cut— 
{aftde)  Pray,  fquire,  what  do  you  do  with  your  old 
cloathes  that  you  throw  oflf  ?   {looking  at  thefn.) 

Don.  Why  I  give  them  to  my  man. 

Billy. 
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Bilfy.  Your  Honor's  welcome  to'  Arklow^ 
(Drinks.)  Matter,  here's  long  life  to  you. 

SuL  Then  the  black  devil  fly  away  with  yoidr 
manners  ! 

Don.  You  fhou'd  have  firft  taught  him  a  few. 
Bob.  Come  come,  don't  be  cow*d  down,  Billy, 
my  man. 

Billy,  Oh  Pm  his  man — thank'ye.  Sir;  thcfe 
old  cloaths  I  (hall  be  obliged  to  wear.  (Takes  tki 
cloaths  Donny brook  bad  thrown  off^  and  bides  tbem 
in  a  prefs.) 

Sul.  For  him  to  come  and  take  up  the  mug-^ 

Billy.  ( Advances)  Take  up  the  mug  ?  yes.  Sir, 

SuL  Hold,  hold!  Why  youVc  making  quite  ^ 
trade  of  it — Sir,  I  do  allow  my  ufher  a  draught 
now  and  then. 

Billy.  Ves,  Sir,  I  cook  it  then,  and  Til  take  it 
now. 

Don,  Stop !  Give  me  leave  now  to  drink  your 
health.  (Drinks.)  Sullivan,  IVe  not  the  le^A 
pride  1  I'm  never  above  making  free  with  what 
is  call'd  the  lower  clafs— your  hand  Billy. 

Sul.  Lower  clafs!  but.  Sir,  as  I'm  fchool- 
ma(ler>  Pm  ac  the  bottom,  and  at  the  top,  and 
the  middle,  and  the  head  of  all  the  claffes. 

Billy.  Squire,  if  you'll  let  me  fcrve  Mife  with 
goat's  milk,  (he  Ihall  have  a  pail  of  it  under  her 
window  every  morning  before  the  crow  can  Ihake 
his  ears. 

Sul.  But  Billy,  wc  (houM  warn  Mr.  Donnybrook 
agairift  Felix. 

Billy.  Right — Sir,  never  go  fliootlng  on  the 
hills  Mithout  taking  a  gun  with  you. 

Don.  Why  it's  what  I  generally  do. 

SuL  My  way. 

Don.  Felix,  I  fuppofe,  is  that  travelling  pedlar, 

that 
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that  afliftcd  as  when  we  broke  doWn  ?  I  thought 
ht  came  to  pick  our  potkecs,  fo  I  drove  him 
away. 

Bilfy.  Oh,  Sir,  no !  Felix  is  a  faucy  boy  that 
Courts  toy  Rofa :  but  hc*s  very  ugly,*  hn*t  he, 
maifier  ? 

Sul.  Yes,  h^'s  a  deformed  man. 

Don*  I  don't  care  twopence  abput  his  uglinelS 
or  prcttynefe^.  but  if  hp*s  a  rogue,  thcre'j  datiger. 

Sul.  Then,  Felix  is  fo  hdliflily  uncivit 

Bf%.  He  woudo^t  put  one;  foot  before  another 
to  objiige  a  living  foul. 

SftL  j^n(i  l^dsfo  u^^mfincTlY^  that  if  you'd 
take  oS^'^our,  4ac,  ^nd  fay  /^  Hqw  do  you  do  Mr. 
«^  Felix?'*  He'd  ffump  by  you  like  the  poft  of  a 
pigeon;  hopfe* 

Don.  Vd  be  glad  to  fee  thefe  walking  pigeon 
houft«-«-fb,  on  a,  fiim  up,  this  Felix  is  a  faucy, 
rude,j0gly,  deformed,  upcivil  ftump  of  a  poft. 

Dan.  t'waf'pi^iftr^te^  he  fhan't  ftay  here  to 
frighten  ;,9|e  wfhcn  Fm  funning  over  the  fweet 
l^q^ing;  V?il^  I'M  tr^nfpprt  him,  the  rafcal! 
you*Vcf.:f^?d  rtje  fp,   that  if  he  comes  in  my  way. 


Ah,  niy  ^ar  wortj^j^  ^d  I'^^kes  bands  cordially 
I'm  very  glad  to  fee  you — 1  long'd  to  make  fbme 
ackwl^wk^^ement^ :,  and-  return  you  tny  hearty 
thanks.  ^  vl ,    .       iv  v 

Fel.  Sir,  the  pleafure  of  aflifting  any  that  ftand 
in  need,  is  to  nnie  fufficienc  recompencc. 

Sul.  Billy-1-Fm  amazed ! 

^OL.  II.  s  Biliyy 


¥^. 


TH&  WICKLOW  UGVUTAmS. 


Bilfy.  Sir^  VmMlonilbcdl 
Don.  Why  what's  the  matter  with  yau  both  t 
IS  a  little  civil  gratitude  fuch  a  raree  fhew  among^ 

yoo? 

Siih  Fclix^  I  charge  you  before  fquire  Donay^ 
brqok^  as  a  common  high»-way  footpaddy. 

Bon.  Then  this  is  the  lad  you^ve  been  abufing 
k  ? 

jB/7/y.  Sir,  tc's  a  robber. 

Don.  He  can't,  he\iaved  nriy  life  ! 

BUly.  He's  the  fcare-crow  of  the  whole  cauntry^ 

JDon.  Impoffible,  he  fav'd  my  daughter ! 

Sui.  I  teU  you.  Sir,  he's  a  moft  notorious  de- 
predator* 

Don.  No  fuch  thing ;  he  fay^d  my  four  coach 
horfcs — your  proofs  ? 

SuI.  Sir,  he  wcarsthe  bcft  of  cloaths. 

Billy.  And  a  ruffled  ihirt;  fo  he  muil:  be  a 
rogue —  I  wifb  I  had  ruffles  to  my  Ihirt—- Dore^ 
him,  how  fine  he  looks ! 

Sul.  Felix,  you  either  rob,  of  baye  fold  your- 
felf  to  the  devil  for  youc  gold. 

pel.  Neither, 

SuL  Why  you  do  more  good  in  the  village, 
than  all  df  us  put  together :  fo  you  nriuft  be  a.  bad 
man. 

Don.  Eh !   How's  that.  Bob  ? 

Sul.  Then  you're  always  going  to  Dublin,  and 
coming  back,  and  what  for  ? 

Don.  Why  he  goes  to  come. 

Billy.  And  people  fends  him  letters ;  now  no* 
body  fends  me  letters,  tho'  Pm  an  O'Rourke, 

4S«/.  Well  thought  on;  as  Tm  pc/ftmafter,  and 
all  the  letters  come  thro'  my  hands,  Til  open 
your'sj  and  find  how  you  come  by  your  money. 

Fel. 
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Fel.  Open  niy  letters  I  then  alt  is  bbwn  indeed : 
the  43oy  is  mow  on  the  road  with  the  Arklow 
m^iL  {afide.) 

[Exit,  bajiify. 

SuL  There,  he  coudn't  ftand  the  charge,  but 
has  run  away  with  himlelf. 

Don.  Then  by  thfe  time  this  Felix  does  good 
enough  to  be  canonized  for  a  faint,  he'll  be  quite 
a  devil  amongft  you  alL  But  am  I  co  have  no 
fupper  here  ? 

Su'L  And  that  you  (hall. 

BiUy.  Suppofe,  Sir,  you  go  and  flioot  a  little ; 
ril  fhew  you  fuch  big  round  fat  flocks  of  groufes 
»— I  wifh  I  cou'd  get  fonne  for  a  prefcnc  to  Rofa. 

{aftde.) 

Don.  But  it  will  foon  be  dark — Come,  boy, 
then  you  fliall  fte  how  TU  cock  one  eye,  and 
wink  the  other — Hey,  they're  up,  whiz !  {^points 
land  Jhouts .) 

SuL  Przy,  .  fquirc,  turn  your  muzzle .  another 
way. 


AIR— TRIO, 
DoNNVBRJDoi&j  Sullivan,  Billy  O'Roi/KfCE* 


^' 


A, life  of  town  fafiiion  is  all  &  mere  folly. 
Grimace,  affectation,  nor  friendfhip  nor  truth; 
*  Hi^h  np  among  green  hills,  in  altitude  jolly. 
We  rove  on  the  tip-toe  of  pleafure. 
The  bees  in  great  cities,  for  drones  buz  and  clnfter^ 
Why  bia^  in  fmioak'd  dungeods,  our  tofj" 
cheek'd  youth  ? 
To  freedom  and  nature,  dull  mortals  be  ji^erf 
O'er  mountains  your  limits  come  meafuxe* 


Sui.    '    A  bafketofturf  go  bnngin2nyhcave^KUy» 

J  Jove  ^  gopd  fire,  ^ir,  to  ccpfprt  j^y  <^{^  % 
A  bowl  of  Calcannon  Oghone !  is  the  Ully, 
And  let  a  big  Turkey  be  roafled. 
my.      1*11  bring  ycm  of  whifky  a  plentiful  mether. 

And,  Sir,  I'll  j-emember  .a  pitcher  of  booze; 
Then  round  your  .fqufure  taJble  we'll  fit  dpw^ 
together. 
And  all  the  fine  j^irls  mall  be  toafled* 


SCENE    IV. 

V>ujk. -^Before  Roja's  CabuU  • 

* 

Enter  Frankju^n    {in  bis  dffguije.^ 

Prank.  This  elafli  of  contradiftory  reports-^ 
they  allow  Felix  is  their  univerfal  bencfaAor,  yet 
klfo  agree  that  he  muft  get  his  money  by  improper 
means.  Eh  !  he's  here — running  out  of  town  thii 
late  hour  is  fufpicious — if,  as  that  clown  faid,  his 
bufinefs  fhould  be  to  coUeft  from  travellers. 

[Retires. , 

Enter  t^Lix. 

Fel.  Yes,  here  the  pod- boy  muftp^fsj  if  there 
is  a  letter  for  me  in  the  bag,  he  may,  for  a  little 
cafli^  give  it,  and  keep  fccret,  fo  prevent  Sul- 
^van  di (covering  my  hidden  precious  refource. 
A  -pity  my  nurfe' was  from  home  when  I  called 
there  yeftcrday:  fhc'll  be  diftrefs'd,  and  her  un- 
cafincfs  may  induce  her  to  write  this  very  poft-*- 
wjiat  may  fhe  fay  in  the  letter?  perhaps  enough 
•  tb  let  any  reader  know  the  means  by  which  1, 

have 
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haTC  relieved  her.  {^fees  Frankliny\%nt  that  the 
facetious  pedlar  ? 

Frank.  He  fees  me.  (afide^  advances)  Then 
Heaven  bJefs  you,  my  good  young  man. 

Fel.  The  fame  to  you. 

{Horn  without.') 

Frank.  The  poft-boy. 

Fel.  Yes,  with  the  Dublin  letters  for  Arkjow — 
I — I — want — tOr — fpeak  to  him. 

Frank.  Sure  he  wont  rob  the  mail — ^yet  f0  com- 
municative of  his  villany.    {afide) 

Fel.  I  think  he  has  a  letter  for  me,  that  I 
woudn't  wifli  Ihou'd  fall  into  the  poft-maftcr's 
handsr 

Frank.  Then  its  only  a  letter  for  himfelf  he 
wants  out  of  it-^I  think,  I  hope  he  is  fla/ider'd. 
{aftde)  From  a  girl  ?  Eh !  ah,    ah, 

Fel.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  No,  faith,  its  from  my  old 
nurfe  that  lives  in  Dublin, 

Frank.  lndittd\  How  fortunate !   {aftde) 

Fel.  To  get  that  from  the  boy  would  make  me 
thehappieft  fellow  in  the  world,  {half  aftde) 

Frank.  If  your  mind  is  really  good — now  for  a 
f<?vcre  tiial.  \a/ide) 

[Exit,  tinperceived. 

Fel.  Shou'd  I  afk  the'  boy  or  no  ?  upon  confi- 
deration  Td  bqtter  not— he  might  refufe,  and  I 
get  vext--- perhaps  he  run  into  town  complaining 
— then  Sullivan  will  have  a  handle  for  his  ill  will 
tome.  No,  if  there  is  a  letter,  I'll  leave  it  to 
chance— Eh  !  I'm  ^before  Rofa's  cabin— well 
thought  on,  I  fup  with  her  to-night.  {Horn  with-- 
out)  How  fweec  that  found  this  tranquil  evening 
over  the  hills  !   but  harfh  to  the  voice  of  love  and 

Rofa. 

AIR. 
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.  AIR. — Felix. 

TheHgrn  fhriU,  meUow,  lond  andckaCr 

May  call  to  chace  a  jarful  Deeri 
How  poor  the  hunter's  pridfc ! 

The  Trumpet  polB  in  boaftm|;  fkrsia. 
To  fighty  and  o'er  the  vdrdant  plain 

Muft  koyr  a  crimfoH  tide. 

The  pott-boy's  Horn — hark!  ^ufic  rare! 

Now  fkims  the  lake,  now  fills  the  deH, 
Or  fmk,  or  float  upon  the  air; 

Or  dying  (pant^  or  Aobly  iwell. 
His  eager  i^xorts  let  death  proclaim. 

To  camp  and  foreft  round ; 
The  lorer  hiears  the  voice  of  fame. 

When  flutes  melodious  found. 

At  rural  feafts,  the  maker's  ikill. 
The  pipe  can  warble,  make  at  will; 

To  join  the  dulcet  voice. 
Blind  MinftreU  fit  in  tuneful  ilate. 

Thy  Harp  I   oh  fweetly  modulate; 
You  cliarm,  and  we  rejoice. 

The  poft-boy's  horn-*-hark !  mufic  rare ! 

Now  ikims  the  lake,  now  fills  the  deU, 
Or  fink,  or^oat  upon  the  air; 

Or  dying  pant,  or  nobly  fwell. 
Horn,  Harp,  Pipe,  Trumpet  loud  proclainv 

Fight,  dance,  or  fong  around ;'  ^ 

The  lover  hears  the  voice  of  feme. 

When  flutes  melodious  found. 

Re-enter  Franklin, 

Ha  !  my  incrry  boneft  fellow  here  again  ! 

Frank.  Young  man,  the  money  you  generoufly 
gave  me  this  morning  for  my  fpe6tacles  was  four. 
atjd  I:xper.ce  over  the  prices  that  buys  me  a  jolly 

Hock 


THE  WKSLLOW^  MOmPBMm.  i  sf, 

ftock  of  merchamdizei  and  makes  me  happy^ 
You  faid  the  letter  you  expected  wouM  make  you> 
fo — there  it  is.  {gives  a  letter.) 

FeL  S*deach!  youha^n't  forced  it  from  the  boy  ? 

Frank.  Alk  no  qpeflions,  you  have  ix;  and  be 
happy.  .  '  [^Exii. 

FeL  This  is  a  very  dangerous  afl:  of  kindnefs — 
Ttlhy  there's  no  poft  mark  !'  the  nftuft:  have  fcnt  it 
in  a  cover- — then  my  new  Venturous  friend  has 
Xfirn  it  off  to  prevent  deteS^ion — I  wifh  he  hadn't 
been  fo  bufy ;  however^  fince  I  have  got  it,  I  may 
as  well  fee  what  feys  my  good  old  woman,  [perufes) 

Enter  Bh.ly,  (^<viih  Birds  in  a  net.) 

BUly^  Ah,  they'll  catch  the  robber.  I've  left 
Mr.  Donnybrook  to  grope  his  way  home  as  he 
can— -let  him  lay  down  on  the  top  of  the  hill,  and 
roll  into  the  town  at  the  bottom  of  it;  He,  he, 
he !  IVe  got  all  his  birds  j  he  has  had  the  fport, 
but  I  have  the  game.  Rofa  Ihall  broil  thefe  fat 
grouies  for  her  and  my  fupper.  {gaing  in  fees  Felix) 
What,  Felix !  Arklaw,  and  the  whole  country  is 
vp — do  you  know  any  thing  about  it  ? 

FeL  About  what  ? 

Billy.  Why  the  mail  is  robbed.  v  . 

FeL  Ha  1  Then  he  did  force  it  from  the  boy— 
is  he  in  the  habit  of  doing  thefe  things  ?  or  was  it 
the  impulfe  of  the  moment,  to  fervc  me  ?  I  ob- 
ferv'd  his  aftivity  in  endeavouring  to  aflift  the 
people  when  the  coach  broke  down,  fo  I'll  think 
the  beft  of  him.  {afide)  Bur,  Billy,  fure  there's 
only  one  letter  taken — and  for  that,  Til — fooner 
than  have  a  noife — I  myfelfwIU  pay  the  poftage 
out— out  of  my  own  pocket,  and  then  there's  no 
harm  done. 

Billy. 
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^  Billy.  Youll  pay  th^  poftage !  Why  \*hati*it- 
to  you  ?  and  how  came  you  to  know  ho\^  matty 
letters  were  taken?  No  harm  done  !  Mr.  SuHiyatii 
fays  they're  always  gibbetted  upon  the  fpdt  wHere 
die  faft  is^  commktcd,  hung  up  irt  chains^  a»  a 
warniiig  to  the  crows,  and  the  ftieep,  and  th6  fe^ 
gulls. 

FeL  Wretched  man !  Why  wou'd  he  do  this  ^ 
{afidey  much  agitated) 

Billy.  What's  the  matcer  with  Felix?  h6  vl^lisP 
reading  a  letter  juft  now — Eh !  How,  blcft  Xf^f 
head  !  He  faid  there  was  but  one  letter  taken— 
Oh,  oh  !  Then  the  fecret's  out — {wbiftles)  if  this 
fhpuld  be  the  way  he  gets  his  money,  {afide)  Fe* 
lix,  upon  the  very  fpoc  where  we  now  ftand,  what 
a  terrible  fine  place  for  a  gibbet,  {fignificantly) 

FeL  I'm  faint — and  tremble— 

Billy.  Why  your  face  is  as  white  as  a  goat'y 
elbow! — here's  Mr.  Sullivan  and  the  whole  poflV 
coming  to  look  for  the  robber.  Ah  Felix,  t 
wasn't  quite  out  when  I  faid  you  hid  behind  the! 
windmill  to  rob  the  gentlefolks. 

FeL  {alarmed)  Me  !  Am  I  fufpe£lecl  of  this  ? 

Billy.  Oh  no,  yQU're  not  fufpefted — pretty 
well  known — I'll  go  in  and  tell  Rofa; — that 
winds  him  up  with  her,  file's  fo  honeft — good 
bye,  Felix.  [go^s  into  hiuje. 

FeL  The  poor  fellow  wouM  not  have  commit- 
ted this  adion  but  for  me— the  crime  is  all  mine 
— yet  unlefs  I  give  him  up,  a  iliameful  death  muft* 
be  my  doom — how  to  elcape  ?  Rofa  is  beloved 
by  all,  if  (he  conceals  me,  they'll  not  force  their 
way  into  her  cabin — Rofa  !  Rofa !  {calls) 
{Rofa  appears  at  the  window.) 

Rofa.  Who's  there  ? 
<  • 

Fel. 
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FeL  My  love  open  the  door,  quick,  quick  and 
yoUvfave  my  life. 

Rofa.  Felix,  as  long  as  I  could,  my  afieftion 
for  you  repeird  eVery  thought  to  your  prejudice ; 
\irhil(l  all  were  in  full  certainty  of  your  dilhonef- 
ty.  Love  whifpered,  "  Rofa  only  doubt  it,'*  but 
this  lad  aAion-^I  mud'  fpeak  to  you  no  more, 
and  if  poflible  forget  you.  [^Retires i 

FeL  My  life  is  in  your  hands,  won't  you  pre- 
fcrve  it?  Save  me  my  dear,  my  only  love! 
{kneels) 

Biliy.  {at  the  window)  Get  away  we  know  no- 
thing about  you. 

FeL .  Then  this  is  the  caufe — treacherous  Rofa ! 

Billy.  Come  don't  you  abufe  the  girls  with 
your  impiident  robberies. 

FeL  Oh  my  Rofa ! 

AIR. — Felix. 

The  Day  Irom  the  tops  of  the  Mountains  is  fled. 
No  Stars  will  appear,  and  the  Moon  hides  her  head ; 
The  voice  of  pale  Death  hollow  founds  in  the  wind. 
But  quick  let  him  come,  for  my  Rofa's  unkind ; 
Still  I  cry  my  fweet  Rofa,  dear  love  let  me  ip. 
And  fave  the  poor  life  of  thy  Felix  O'Fin. 

My  heart  finks  with  grief,  And  my  foul  is  diAnay'd, 
My  limbs  how  they  tremble,  is  Felix  afraid  ? 
Tho'  Death  is  {q  dreadful,  more  terrors  I  prove. 
For  ihe  jives  me  up,  the  dear  maid  that  I  love : 
Still  I  cry  my  fweet  Rofa,  dear  love  let  me  in. 
And  fave  the  poor  life  of  thy  Felix  O'Fin, 

[leans  agatnft  a  tree. 

Billy.  Here  they  come  to  take  him-i-Ecod  Pll 
have  the  reward — my  beautiful  Felix,  if  you  at- 
tempt to  run  away  1*11  (hoot  you  flying. 

[retires. 

Tou  n.  T  Enter 
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Enter  Sullivan  and  Redmond  O'Hanlok, 

Red.  When  I  queflioo^  the  boy,  he  faid  the 
robber  was  muffled,  and  he  cou'dn't  fii^ear  ta 
him. 

Sul.  Redmond^  I  know  Felix  did  this  by  his 
running  out  of  my  houfe,  when  I  fialkfd  about^ 
bis  letter. 

Enter  Don  ny brook,  groping. 

Don.  I'm  quite  aftray,  how  fliall  I  g«t  home. 

Sul.  Juftice  Donnybrook !  Sir,  the  mail  is  rob* 
bed. 

Don.  Aye  you're  a  pretty  parcel  of  pick-pock« 
ets !  that  fdlow  pretend  to  be  my  goide-^^Iead 
me  about,  and  about  then  run  away  with  my 
birds.  .   . 

Enter  Billy  hafiilyfrom  bmfe. 


Billy.  Matter,  I  faw  a  letter 


Don.  Oh  you  poaching  villain !  Where's  my 
game  ?  {collars  bim) 

Billy.  Lord  Sir,  none  of  your  game  now,  a'nt 
we  going  to  law  } — Mafier,  I  jufl:  this  moment 
faw  Felix  reading  a  letter  that  he  took  from  the 
mail. 

Sul.  You  faw  him !  the^  Billy  honey  you  were 
the  man  that  was  feen  with  him. 

Don.  You're  an  accomplice. 

Billy.  Me !  I  wasn't  within  ten  miles  of  him. 

Red.,  I  know  who  it  was. 

Don.  There  !  I  knew  it  wasn't  Felix-^an  ho^ 
neft  fellow !  didn't  he  favc  my  life  ?  tender- 
hearted 


THE  WICKLOW  MOUNTAINS.  a:9 

heaned  fellow  !  didn't  he  favc  my  daughter  ?  a 
brave  fellow  I  didn't  he  in  the  danger  put  He- 
len's little  lap-dog  in  his  coat«*pocket  ? 

Bilfy.  Pocketed  a  puppy  !  aye  he  can  afibrd  to 
pay  the  dog  tax. 

Re  J.  The  begging  pedlar  was'Fdix'  ^onfede* 
rate. 

Fel.  {advtmcing)  I  had  no  confederate,  the 
crime  was  all  my  own. 

Don.  Indeed  !  is  it  poffible  I  cou'd  be  fo  de« 
c6ived  in  this  young  man — but  what  a  foolifh 
knave  to  own  it.  {ajide) 

Red.  Felix  muft  be  locked  up  in  the  chapel  to^ 
night,  and  to-morrow  TU  convey  him  under  a 
ftrong  guard  to  Wicklow  jail — let  him  flip  the 
collar  by  the  way  tho%  {qfide) 

Sul.  Billy  boy,  fetch  away  the  children's  copy- 
books, or  Felix  will  be  ftealing  the  paper  to  write 
petitions  to  the  Lprd  Lieutenant.    . 

qUARTETTO. 

Sul.  Felix  you  have  robb'd  the  mail. 

Don.  And  thus  I  fpeak  the  law's  decree. 

Sul.  Honey  you  muft  go  to  jail. 

Red*  And  hang  upon  a  tree. 

Fel.  I  fhall  make  no  refiftance» 

With  Hope  loft  is  exiftence.  • 

Ro/a*  {at  the  tvindow)  Ah  how  cruel !  to  my  jewel. 

Love  I  have  ufed  thee  too  ill. 
Cher.  Felix  you  have  robb*d  the  mail,  &c. 

Fe/.  Like  the  glorious  Sun  is  death. 

Which  we  cannot  bear  to  look  on : 
Come,  and  yet  my  lateft  breath. 
Shall  bleifings  call  on  Rofa. 
£^Iiy.  ^         Strike  a  light,  gay  and  bright, 
Ro£a  broil  our  little  grouly ; 
Felix  fwing,  oh  I'll  fing, 

Rofa  then  fhall  be  my  fpoufy. 

T  2  Rofa. 
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Rafa.  When  worth  thus  from  the  world  departs^ 

Our  prayers  to  heaven  afcend ; 
And  tears  and  iighs  from  grateful  hearts. 
Thy  fleeting  foul  attend. 
Chw,  .  When  worth  thus  from  the  world  departs,  &c;' 

Sul.  We'll  lock  you  up  in  the  cl\apel  all  night. 

Red.  Tomorrow  to  prifon  as  foon  as  light. 

FeL  Come  then  away  farewell,  in  your  night  ftories  tell. 
How  fond  Felix  was  betray'd,  by  a  dear  lovely  maid^: 
With  joy  ihall  I  hear  the  knell  of  poor  Felix'  paffing 

bell. 
Bear  me  then  quiclj^  along,  love  hear  my  dying  fong* 
Chor.  Felix  you  have  robb'd  the  mail,  &c. 


END   or   THE    FIRST   ACT* 
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ACT    11. 


SCENE  I.' 

Injide  of  Rosa's  Cabini 
Enter  Rosa. 

Rosa. 

X  HIS  muft  be  fome  malicious  fiory  raifed 
againft  Felix  thro'  envy — laft  night  he  was  to 
have  told  me  how  he  came  by  his  money — he'll 
place  my  fhutting  him  out  to  preference  for  Bil«- 
ly^  ah  !  how  that  will  wound  his  heart ! 

AIR. — Rosa. 

A  Linnet  parfued,  to  my  window  it  flew. 

It  flutter'dy  and  trembled^  the  Hawk  was  in  view; 

So  plaintively  tender  his  note  flill  I  hear. 

Ah  tender  indeed!  'twas  the  voice  of  my  dear ; 

No  pity  coa'd  move,  I  the  trembler  betray. 

And  thus  the  vile  Hawk  tears  my  Linnet  away. 

Where  now  is  my  Felix  ?  where  foon  fhall  he  be  ? 
And  what  mufl  his  thoughts  be  if  thinking  of  me  ? 

The 
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The  Dog  he  once  gave  me,  I  view  with  a  figh. 
So  faithAil  his  mafter,  as  faithlefs  am  I : 
No  longer  my  gentle  companion  and  friend. 
My  innocent  ilock  like  a  Tyger  he'll  rend. 

Enter  HEULSm 

Helen.  Ha!  good  morning  to  you  my  dear  girl. 
*— Rofa  I  pretended  to  my  father  that  I'd  take  an 
eafy  quiet  faunter  orer  the  hilk — but  'twas  only 
to  have  a  little  more  chat  with  you — do  you 
know  that  I  like  you  vafily. 

Rofa.  Oh  ma'am,  I  cannot  think  that  fuch  an 
Ignorant  young  girl  aslxoilld  Xo  foon  obtain  the 
favor  of  a  lady. 

Helen.  What  a  delightful  romantic  place  this 
is.     Have  you  ever  been  in  Dublin  ?  No  ?  then 
you  have  no  idea  of  the  elegant  delights  of  plays, 
riddottos,  public  breakfafts^  caftle  balls.  Circular 
road  canters,  new  garden   concerts,  and  black 
rock  caffinos  ?  Rofa  you  iQiall  be  my  confidante. 
£«ord  Ixou-.dn't  exift  without  a  confidante,  when 
;we'refo  puzzled  and  perplexed  that  we  dont  know 
jwhat  to  do,  how  fweet  to  have  a  friend  to  aflc 
Xheir  advice — When  we  are  predetermined  to  fol- 
low our  own.  (afiJeyUoth  papa  and  mama  think 
me  ill,  but  dear  I  only  counterfeited — deceived 
even  the  Dodors.  So  they  lent  me  into  the  coun- 
try. 

Ro/a^  Bift  why  Mife  did  you  pretend  to  be  ill  ? 

Helen.  Becaufe  mama  fo  grand !  would  have  me 
marry  a  man  only  on  account  of  his  having  come 
to  an  immenfe  eiiaie  by  the  death  of  an  uncle, 
and  this  compuliion  has  given  me  a  great  averii- 
on  .for  him — 1  hav'nt  yet  feen  him,  but  have  fet 
him  down  in  my  fancy  as  a  coxcomb. 

Ro/a.  Aye,  but  ma'am,  fince  thcfe  delights  of 

Dublin 
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D4lbliilare  only  to  be  enjoyed  by  rich  gentry,  a 
marriage  with  this  gendeman  procures  you 
pleafure  to  your  heart's  content/ 

Helen.  True  Rofa^  but  the  content  of  my  heart 
is  to  chafe  for  myfelf :  I  never  yet  w.as  in  love, 
and  'tis'nt  mama's  experience  can  convince  me 
itt  fii  charming. 

AIR.— Hblbn. 

Virgin  fnows  the  landfcape  {grtsudingp 

Wide  Gne  vacant  blank  dlfplay, 
Ifidden  charms  our  fteps  o'er-treadingj 

'Ere  defccnds  the  ardinit  ray. 
Tender  thoughts^  the  maid  defpifiag. 

Cold  to  nature  and  her  laws. 
Love's  pure  genial  flame  ariflng^ 
Forth  e^ch  latent  pafllon  draws. 
Fly  my  bofom  fage  reflexion ! 
Fill  the  void  fome  kind  affedioa*^ 
Friendihip  fmiling» 
Time  beguiling. 
Soothing,  cheering. 
Life  endearing. 
Till  the  lover 
I  difcover. 
Who  can  make  me  yes  repeat. 
And  my  heart  pit-pat  to  beat. 
Such  the  fpark  of  life  to  me. 
Or  my  heart  be  cold  and  f^ee. 

Entef'  BiXLY  m  Donnybrook's  Jlrft  cloaths  and 
large  wigy  aflaggm  in  bis  band. 

My  fiither !  (feeing  Billy)  Rofa  I  muft  be  very 
ill.  {apart}  Oh  this  latitude  is  intolerable-^ 
heigho !  (pretends  to  faints  Rofafupports  ber) 

Rofa.  (not  looking  at  bim)    Qh  Sir  !    Mifs  is  fo  ^ 
fatigued,  and  fo  weak— *won't  your  honor  pleafc 
to  ut  down  ? 

Billy. 
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Billy.  Honor !  NoW  Ihe's  talking  to  ipy  garb* 
(afide)  Get  out  of  that  you  hufly— how  dare 
you  catch  ladies  in  your  arms  when  I  am  by  ? 

Ro/a.  Why  gracious! — Mifs  its  only  Billy 
O'Rourke. 

Helen,  {ftarts  up)  What  an  impudent  creature, 
to  put  me  to  the  trouble  of  fainting  for  nothing. 
-—But  who  is  this  in  papa's  deaths  ? 

Rofa.  Billy!  isn't  this  Felix's  ruffled  fhirt? 
Where  did  you  get  it  ? 

Billy.  Alk  no  queftions  you — Mifs  Pve  been 
fearching  in  every  room  thro'  our  houfe,  and  I 
did'nt  find  you*  {takes  a  glafs  and  trencher  from 
bis  pocket) 

Helen.  You  did'nt  find  me— fure ! 

Billy.  So  I  thought  I'd  bring  you  this  fine  glafs 
of  goats  milk — {frefents  it)  Drink  it  Mils  for  the 
recovery  of  ypur  confumption. 

Helen.  Here  oflfers  a  little  diverfion.  {ajide) 
Wasn't  it  you  that  handed  me  out  of  the  coach 
laft  night  ? 

Billy.  It  was  Mifs— •You  to  fet  the  lady  fing- 
ing  till  fhe  piped  herfelf  out  of  breath — poor 
little  foul  ! 

Helen.  I  thought  I  remembered  it  was  juft  fuch 
a  handfome  young  man. 

Billy.  Eh  !  hem  !  Rofa,  Ladies  can  find  Vm  a 
bandfome  young  man— -Rofa  I  know  loves  me— 
ril  vex  her — Mifs  your'e  a  very  beautiful  foul. 

Helen.  So  I've  made  a  conqueft  here,  {ajide) 
'And  pray  is  it  your  way  to  prefs  ladies  hands, 
when  yoti  galant  them  out  of  coaches  ? 

Billy.  Did  1  ?    I  believe  1  did. — I  afk  pardon 
Wifs — I'll  throw  a  Ihcep's  eye  at  her,  {winks  and 
grimaces) 
.  Rofa^ 
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^ofa\  Billy  you'fe  very  rude  to  ftand  and 
iOnake  faces  at  the  young  lady. 

hilly.  Ah  {he's  jealous— go  you  and  make 
faces  at  your  fitte  thief  Felix,  thro'  the  fpikc 
holes  bf  the  chapel-^May  be  now  Tm  making 
my  fortune  and  don't  know  it — She  fainted  at 
fight  <^f  me— ril  qourt  her.  {leers ^  and  aukwardly 
fait  her  with  his  hat)  He,  he,  he  !  Rofa  is  ready 
to  die  with  fpite — She'll  *codae  and  give  her  a  dig 
with  her  {ciiOrars  by  and  by.  {fifide) 

Helen.  HoVtr  (hall  1  keep  my  countenance. 

Billy.  Ma'am  wont  you  fwallpw  the  milk  ? — 
Stop,  ril  fweetett  it  with  a  touch  of  my  own 
chelrry  lips,  {drinks  it  off)  Ecod  it  Was  fo  nice,  it 
flipped  down  before  t  could  whiftle  after  it. 

Helen.  Well  this  is  the  compleateft  love-fcene 
leverfaw,  heard,  orrtfidof.  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Rofa:  I  diverting  myfelf  here,  and  my  poor 
unhappy  Felix: !  Mifs  Helen  might  make  intereft 
with  her  father  for  [him.  {afide)  Madam  could  I 
ipeak  a  word  with  you. 

Helen.  With  pleafure,  .my  deat— Adieu,  Billy, 
farewell)-— bye,  bye — Hcigho! 

^Exeunt  Helen  and  Rofa. 

Billy.  Well,  if  this  is  not  beiiig  in  love  with  a 
body  Tm  not  Billy  O'Rourke.  What  a  rare  con* 
ception  for  me  to  put  on  this  apparel,  how  good 
of  her  papa  to  give  it  me,  that  Jealous  wretch 
to  run  away  with  her— ^this  moment  is  the  nicC: 
of  my  fortune.  I  wilhl  had  fome  friend  to'con- 
fult — Pve  a  hazle  eye  and  a  filver  watch— 
Her  father  is  a  fportfman,  fo  am  I  in  my  fmall 
way,  I  hunt  and.  I  fhodt,  and  damn  me  I'm  a 
pretty  lover  too. 

•  *    » 

voir.  lit  V  AIR. 
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AIR. — BlLLT. 

A  fportrman  I  am,  for  to  fport  i«  my  habit. 
No  danger  I  fear  when  Tm  hunting  the  rabbit  j 
My  boots  are  two  ftockings,  a  dram  is  my  fpur. 
And  my  fleet  pack  of  hounds  is  my  bandy  Icg'd  cur, 
"With  my  hey  tallyho !  l*fli  a  rare  hunting  beau. 
Chivy  J  tantivy  !  Oh  Row  I    my  horn  is  the  horn 

of  a  cow. 
We  chace  and  we  race,  thro'  brakes,  ftakcs  and 

lake^ 
Thro*  vales,  and  thro*  dales,  qnidc-fets,  and  thick*' 

fetsi 
HcyTowlcrl  andRowlcr!  andBowJcr!  andjowlcr! 
Sylvan  fcenes,  fhave  the  greens, 
Brufh  the  dew  from  your  flioe. 
The  hounds  and   the   grounds,  ihrill  *  echo  hark 

foiiitds ! 
The  fleeting  wii^d  we  leave  behind. 
See  the  rofy  morn,  and  the  game  all  forlorn. 
We  fpy,  him  die  I 
Heigh,  ho  !  hi !  hi ! 
Was  e'er  fnch  a  fportfman  as  I  ? 

A  tliarkftnan  I  am,  and  when  fhooting  I  go, 
I  wink  my  left  eye,  and  I  bring  down  a  crow ; 
For  a  ftiot,  oh  a  paving-flone  anfwers  fo  pat. 
And  my  pointer  fd  ftaunch  is  my  tabby  ram  cat. 

Ruihi  fluih,  beat  the  bufh. 

Anchovies,  and  covies. 

Rough  ftubble,  brace  double,  and  birds  in  a  trOuble,^ 

Hey  boys  remeinber  the  firft  of  September. 

Partridge  in  corn^ (hot-bag,  powder-horn. 

Take  aim  at  the  game,  wild  and  tame. 

Fowls  fighing,  and  crying,  fhoot  flying  ; 

I  fling  him,  and  wing  him. 

Gun,  barrel,  flint,  lock. 

Prime,  ram,  load,  and  cock, 

Flint,  trigger,  whiz,  fire ! 

Heigh  !  ho,  ho !  hi ! 

Was  e'er  fuch  a  markfman  as  I  ? 
A  lover  I  am,  and  I'm  mighty  love-fick, 
biy  cupid  has  leathered  me  with  his  oak-fticfcj 

With 
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With  hearts  amd  with  darts,  tlh  I'm  at  it  ding  doi^ 
And  the  rofe  and  the  dove,  I  lug  into  xny  fong. 

I  cry,  figh,  die  1 

Tears  flow,  ah  !  oh  ! 

Cruel  creature !  aagel  feature! 

Groves,  alcoves,  and  doves,  and  lovei» 

Faces,  graces,  poney  races, 

Rofes,  lillies,  Jenny's,  BiUy*s, 

Cupid,  ftu|>id,  Venus,  genus, 

QuKk  palpitation,  and  foft  adoration. 

Wiles,  and  fmiles,  the  lover  beguiles,  ^ 

Tender,  furrender,  and  kettle  bender ; 

Reeling,  and  wheeling,  and  kneeling, 

Bteezes,  and  treezes,  and  Photbos  freezes, 

Frolickjfome  zephyrs,  galloping  heifers. 

TrobbiBg,  and  fobbing. 

From  harms,  in  my  arms,  her  charms,  rude  alarms. 

Admiring,  deiiring,  and  firing. 

Ranting,  galanting,  enchanting,  and  panting* 

Willing,  and  billing,  and  thrilling,  oh  killing ! 

But  if  file  flout,  then  without  doubt,  her  beauty 
nifcout. 

Heigh!  ho,  ho,  hi,  hi  I     ^ 

Was  e'er  fach  a  lover  as  I  ? 

Snter  SutLXVAjy. 

SuL  This  fcoundrel  Billy !  I  fend  him  round 
to  the  young  gentlemen's  daddies  and  mammies, 
to  tcU  them  I  could  have  no  fchool  to<^day,  be- 
caufe  of  Felix  being  locked  up  prifoaer  in  the 
chapel,  and  he— ^(^  fees  Billy)  Arrah  then — is  it 
-^Billy  O'Rourke !  The  fquiri's  cloaths  I  and  my 
new  caxon  too— Oh  I  fee  it^^  you've  put  them 
ifH  to  come  courting. 

Billy.  You  may  fay  that. 

Sul.  But  rU  Jet  Rofa  know  (hcs  not  to  take  my 
ulher's  time,  if  flic  was  as  pretty  as  a  yellow- 

y  %  hammer. 
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hammer.  Come  you  back  home  Billy^  and  mind 
your  affairs.  {Jlretches  out  bis  band) 

BUh,  {Prinking  away)  Pho,  let  my  car  alone 
now  1  bcfcach  you.— Mailer  there's  a  great  deal 
of  good  fenfe  under  your  wig. 

Sul.  Why  boy,  I  hav^  fenfe  to  be  fure,  were 
you  going  to  tal,k  about  th^t  ? 

Billy.  Mr.  Sullivan,  when  a  man's  without  a 
wife  what  is  he  to  do  ? 

SuL  Why  he's  to  do  without  a  wife. 

Billy^  Yes  Sir,  but  how  is  he  to  get  one  ? 

Sul.  Court  her  to  be  fure. 

Billy.  No  occafion  for  that,  Ibe  Tve  cbofen, 
love*s  me  already. 

SuL  Then  are  you  fo  vain  as  to  fupppfe  Rofa 
likes  you.  ? 

Billy •  Rofa !  Mifs  Helen  Donnybrook. 

Snl.  What !  Pho  you  conceited  fop— be  eafyi 
<— eh  !  But  what  reafon  h^ve  you  to  t^ink  fh^ 
likes  you  Billy  boy  ? 

Billy.  Ca'nt  tell  my  love  fecrets.  Honor^ 
honor,  honor !  {Jirikes  his  breaft) 

Sul.  True,  nothing  like  honor,  as  I  fay  when 
I  catch  you  at  my  hen-rooft  thieving  my  new-laid 

Billy.  Mifs;  Helen  Donnybroojc. 
Sul.  Eh,  the  Squire  giving  him  his  cloaths  is 
fome  fign  of  favor,  now  if  merely  to  thwart  his 

groud  wife's  fcheme  of  marriage  for  his  daughter, 
e  (houid  give  her  to  O'Rourke,  and  that  the  young 
lady  herfelf  (hould  take  a  fancy  to  him.— I've  heard 
of  grand  ladies  running  away  with  drqmmers, 
and  footmen,  and  counfellors,  and  fuch  fort  of 
jopkies. — Billy,  I'll  give — no  I'll  Ijend  you  my 

advice^ 
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advice,  if  when  youVe  fucceeded  you'll  get  mjr 
kafe  reoew'd  without  a  rife  on  the  farm. 
.    Billy.  Well  Sir,  I  will. 

Sul.  Then  my  advice  is ^You*ll  make  me  a 

prefent  of  a  hamper  of  wine  ? 

Billy.  Yes,  yes. 

Sul.  Then  Billy— liften—You'll  give  roe  a 
Chelhire  cheefe  ? 

Billy.  I  will,  I  will— tell  me. 

SuL  Marry  her  if  you  can. 

Billy*  You  may  be  fure  on't — and  if  I  get  her 
fortune,  put  me  in  mind  of  the  bottle  of  wine, 
and  the  pound  of  cheefe. 

SuL  Pho  !  a  hamper  and  a  hundred. 

Billy.  Aye  Sir^  'twill  be  a  hamper  in  a  hun« 
dred. 

Sul.  Yonder  is  her  father  going  to  the  chapel 
to  examine  Felix,  run  and  propofe  for  her  to 
him. 

Billy.  What  did  (he  ever  do  for  me  that  I 
fliouid  do  fuch  a  fine  thin^  for  her. 

Sul.  Pftia  !  Go  and  alk  his  confent — fie,  with 
that  little  bit  of  a  pot-lid  on  your  head— -here's 
my  grand  three  cocked  beaver,  {futs  it  on  him) 
There  now  look  fierce.  Hun  or  he'll  be  out  of 
fight, 

•    Billy.  She's  in  the  next  room,  let  me  Ihew 
myfelf  to  her. 

SuL  Talking  to  the  girl  before  the'  daddy  is 
beginning  the  alphabet,  at  the  great  A,  inftead 
of  the  aperceeand.  What  ftrange  things  hap- 
pen, 'twas  but  laft  Sunday,  that  Father  Murphy 
raid  «  Mr.  Sullivan,"  faid  he,  "  that  Billy 
O'Rourfce  your  ufhcr,  will  certainly  for  his  wick- 
cdnefs  coipe  tq  forne  dreadful  end." — Ai;id  here 
you're  going  to  be  married.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

BiL 
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.SiL  Ha,  ha^  ha !  » 

Sul.  We  ihall  fpltt  our  fides  with  laughing 
^hen  you  aik  the  father  to  perform  hisfundion. 
Haj  ha,  ha ! 

Bil.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  But  here*s  the  Squire,  i 
ipuft  look  grave — how  is  my  face  ? 

Sul. '  Very  grave,  how  is  mine  ?  {looking  at  each 
other) 

BiU  Quite  grave. — ^1*11  put  on  a  bold  look— 
will  that  do  ? 

Sul.  Aye,  Aye,  copper,  copper.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  11. 


The  Fields — with  a  view  of  the  Chapel. 

Enter  Donnybrook. 

Don*  I  fliould  like  to  hear  what  Felix  has  to 
fay  for  himfelf,  more  difordcrs  in  the  couotrf 
than  I  imagined,  but  mufn't  let  all  go  aftray  here 
ekher.  I  fljall  ride  a  little;  muft  fee  how  my 
horfes  look,  ah  this  ruftic  clod  Billy,  Ihall  give 
jthem  a  rub  down. 

Enter  Sullivan. 

« 

Sul.  How  do  you  do.  Sir  ?  Come  Billy— 

Enter  Billy. 

Bon.  But  about  this  Felix/  Mr.  Sullivan • 

Eh!  who's  this?  ^ 

^  BiU 
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Bil.  Tin  fo  balhful,  damn  my  (hame^fact;.' 
'    SuL  Arrah  what  did  you  fay  ?  None  of  your 
deed  and  deeds  before  the  gentleman. 

Don.  My  cloaths ! 
.    SiL  Put  in  a  good  word,  praife  me.  (apart) 

Sul.  I  will — Sir,  this  Billy  has  a  fine  capacitf • 
Then,  Sir,  he's  fo  genteel  in  his  phrafeology,  he 
never  fwears,  except  now  and  then  a  gadzooks, 
or  'pon  my  fancy. 

Bil.  And,  Sir,  I'm  fo  handy. 

Don.  Handy  indeed  ! — Do  you  think  I'll  ever 
wear  thofe  cloaths  again  ? 

Bil.  Irhere  you  fee  he  gives  them  me  entirely. 
— Squire  if  I  was  to  fpend  all  my  wife's  for- 
tune,  I  could  maintain  us  both  without  her 
wetting  a  finger. 

Sul.  Then  Sir,  heM  fend  his  ten  children  to 
my  fchool. 

Don.  And  pray  what  is  this  to  me  ? 

Sul.  Oh  that's  very  good !  the  fchooling  of 
his  eighteen  fmall  children  is  nothing  to  their 
own  grandfather — Ph«  boy,  alk  his  confent  at 
once. 

Bil.  I  will — hem — you  alk  him» 

Sul.  I  will— alk  him  you. 

Don.  What  are  you  about  ? 

jB/7,  Sir,  I'm  about  nineteen,  and  Fm  about 
fix  inches  high,  and  five  foot  to  the  back  of  that, 
and  I  intend  to  be  very  fat. 

Sul.  You're  fat  enough  already,  that  my  cup- 
board can  tell. 

•  « 

Bil.  And  I've  three  months  wages  owing  to 
me, 

Sul.  Oh  boy  you  muft  never  afk  for  that. 

Don.  Thefe  aic  furprifing  things,  but  what's 
the  jet — Come  to  the  point.  What  want  you 
more  than  you've  got  ? 

Bil. 


152  THE  WICKLOW  MOUNTAINS. 

Bli  Why,  S\t,  the  cafe  i$— — theaflFair — ^ 

Don.  But  what  affair  is  in  this  wooden  cafe  ? 
(^putting  his  hand  on  Billyhs  bead)  Cooie  unlock— ^ 
open—- fpeak ! 

Billy*  Then  Sir,  as  I  don^t  fhink  it  would  be 
fair  for  me  to  run  away  with  your  daughter 
without— 

Don.  Eh  — how — what's  that! 

SuL  Oh,  oh,  I  fee  how  the  conftnt  goes — bc- 
caufe  Sir,  this  vulgar  low-bred  fcoUndrel  has  had 
the  affurance  to  think  you  would  give  him  Mifs 
Helen  Donnybrook  in  marriage. 

Don.  Fm  ftruck  into  fuch  a  furprife  of  amaz- 
ing ftupefaftion— touch  my  cloaths,  and  evetl 
dare  look  at  my  daughter !  I  may  thank  mf 
condcfcending  humility  for  this — but  I'll  not 
vex  rtiyfelf  in  this  fine  air. — Mr.  Sullivan  Td 
fpeak  with  you.  [Exit  with /mothered  ragi. 

SuL  You  go  home,  and  brufh  my  boots — 
and  make  them  fliine  like  white  marble^  {fnatches 
bis  hat  and  wig  off  Billy  puts  them  on  him/elf) 

[Exit. 

Bil.  I'm  an  impudent  (coundrel  !-^my  twenty 
little  babes  {hall  never  learn  manners  from  you, 
old  Sullivan.  Here  a  young  lady  falls  in  love 
with  a  young  fellow  merely  for  his  prettinefs, 
and  l*m  to  be  badger'd  by  her  codger  of  a  father, 
ril  be  dom'd  if  I  dont  have  her  tho' — this  hand 
that  has  fqueez'd  a  lady*s  finger  brufh  boots !  No^ 
no,  Bob  Sullivan,  V\\  go  back  no  more  to  youi' 
mouldy  cupboard.   Til  run  away  with  her  or  may 

I- Oh  here's  Redmond  O'Haiilon — tho*  now 

the  ConlUble   and  the   County-keeper,  yet  he 
was  a  Heart  of  Steel. 

Enter 
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Enter  Redmond  O'Han^om,  {With  chains) 

Rei.  V\\  have  Fclfx  out  6f  this  before  he's 
Of4ercd  to  Wicklow  jail,  {^jfidc^ 

Billy.  Redmond  T ve  a  defperace  wicked  bufinefs^ 
and  I  want  you  to  help  me  my  good  fellow. 

Red.^  I  Q^\  Tm  how  going  to  put  chefe  irons 
on  Fefix. 

Billy.  You're  a  bold  and  a  big  mm^  Redmond 
O'Hanlon,  and  a  fine  thief  taker  when  you  plcafe, 
becaufe  you  were  a  rogue  yourfelf  once. 

Red.  Tesj  I  think  I  'm  trlever  at  arrefting  a  maa 
or  doing  him  an  execution  of  chatties— in  Antrim 
I  was  a  Heait  of  Steely  in  Clonmell  I  was  a  White 
Boy. 

Bit  But  Redmond>  what  makes  you  a  Heart 
of  Steel  ? 

JS^^.  You  alk!  See  you  not  what  heavy 
gi^eVances  we  lay  under-— otrr  great  landlcHtls 
fperiding  their  money  abroad^  theit*  ftewards  patch! 
by  patch  enclofing  our  comllions>  and  their 
parfons  with  their  rich  livings  leaving  us  in  the 
claws  of  their  curfed  griping  tithe  pro<!tors. 

Biily.  Well,  well,  you'^re  a  fine  lad,  but  you 
ftiuft  help  a  yoiing  lady  to  rtm  away  with  me. 

Red.  Lady  !  1  will — Mull  ftep  home  for  my 
hanger.— This  cuts  out  more  work  for  me. 

AIR.— Redmond. 

When  youpg  they  call'd  me  roaring  bo/j 

For  blows  I  took  delight  in. 
My  Drum  I  thought  a  darling  toy^ 
^  Game  chicks  I  fet  to  fighting. 
My  play  was  luily  cudgel  raps. 

When  not  my  Gig-top  lalhing. 


Tfa^ 
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The  girk  I  fftit©  |wHbg  xkps. 
My  work  was  barley  threfiiing. 

Thc-goffips  fay,  ay  they'll  fecYwoni; 
A  dreadful  i^ght  when  I  was  born  ! 
The  Moon  m  clouds  her  face  did  mufiiet 
The  Elements  wer(e  allat  fci^e. 
The  brooks  into  a  torrent  fweU'd  !  ' 

A  Rockwasfplit!  anOak  was  fell'd. 
The  neighbours  foeaA^d,  **  the  honfet 

(hake'' 
The  IBunlhee  mtfant  \  the  eartli  did  qaake ! 
A  raven  fu  ar  !  ^^  thunder  peal ! 
For  then  firit  throbb'd  an  Heart  of  Steel. 

At  ftjecd  I  Tide,  it  does  me  good, 

If-CKi  a  Horfe  that*s  vicious 
From  wi^ngling  Bull «  flice  my  food 

Such  Beef-fteak  how  delicious  i 
Of  all  my  Ji(]^aors  Punch  J  love> 

'6v^eat  contradifbion  jamble : 
With  joy  the  craggy  cliffs  I  rove 
-    SO'wiwis  and  waters  rUlnbku 

The  GofRps  hy,  a^e  th^y'U  be  fworn,  &c 

Billy.  What  ^terrible  fellow  with  his  rocks 
and  fplit  ravefts,  aad  hznQxt^%  and  Jtw^U-bccf— he 
may  tsike  Mife  Helen  frqm  me»  axid  rhurder  us 
both  and  throw  us  into  a  quarrry,  like  two  dying 
lovers,  then  they'll  be  a  ballad  made  about  us, 

Frank.  (Sings  w/Vi&CiK/)  •*,!  huaibly  bejg  good 
chriftiattskind." 

Billy.  That's  the  jolly  PedlaiwI  think  he'd 
help  me,  and  not  nnake  fuch  a  rumpus  as  HcdnK)nd 
O'Hanl  pn. in  tends- 

EnterTtKh^tfiLiv,   {in  his  di/gt^fe)  - 

Frank.  My  poor  Felix  within  here,  under  all 
the  horrors  of  expected  death.  (  going  towards  the 
fbapeljees  Billy-^Jlo^s)  - 

BiL 
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Bilfy.  Heak'ye  you  (goes  §ver  to  him  toifb 
caution)  1}  waat— to— («w&j/J5<fr^)  Come  hither^ 
(takes  him  to  the  other  Jide)  you  muft  know — this 
way — (takes  him  to  the  Q^ofit^  fide)  There's  a 
foul  I  want  to  (leal— r 

Frank.  What,  a  aCh  \ 

Billy.  A  fifh  J.  Why  youVc  a  rafcal^  what  do 
yoa  talk  tp  me  in  that  ftile. 

Frank.  I  don't  know,  I  heard  of  your  running 
away  with  the  Square- s  fowls^ 

Billy.  I  eat  up  your  Groufy,  and  now  VW  have 
your  Pheafant  old  Donnybrook— rhe,  he,  he ! 
(afide)  No,  no,  do  you  fee  that  little  girl  yqnder — 
file's  not  a  lady,  ih^  flie  is  (o  fine — fo  you  need 
not  be  frighten-d-— you  muft  help  mc  tp  carry 
her  off. 

Frank.  Indeed  I  here's  a  young  villain  I  (^ftde) 
Ay,  well. 

Billy.  And  when  I  get  her  to  Putjlin  1-11  m^rry 
her  by  hook  or  by  croo]^— -hu(h — when  I  touch 
her  fortune  rtl  give  you  two  guineas  to  fct  up  a 
Tavetn.  How  you  gape— now  doii't  yby  go  for  to 
give  yoUrfelf  a  good  name  and  fay  you're  a  rogue 
if  you  arje  oot^  becaufe  I  can  hayc  a  capital  Peep 
a  day  bc>y  tp  hplp  me. 

Frank.  {In  an  under  tonil  Then  to  tell  you  the 
truth  I  'm  a  Di^ender. 

Billy.  You'H  dp-r-hufh— here  Ihc  is. 

franlf.  It  isn^y  charming  Helen,  lucky  for  her 
thi^t  I  camf  into  thU  part  of  ;he  country,     (fhey 


Enter  lhis%.] 

Helen.  Tye'  cpncpv^d  a  vaft  liking  for  Rofa, 
her  poor  Felix  !  love  has  made  the  fimplc  damfcl 

X  2        ''      '  quite 
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quite  a  Dido  and  a  Cleopatra-** Vill  Vm  in  love 
myfeif  I  profefs  a  friendlhip  for  all  true  lovers* 

AIR.— /f<f/w. 

s 

L«t  winter  with  a  chnrlifh  blaH 

Sweet  Flora's  triumph  end* 
j\n4  angry  fcpwl  ^Cfong  tl^e  vfk&C]^ 

And  far  the  Swallow  fend  ; 
Tho'  Seas  in  chryilal  fetters  lie> 

And  own  its  fierce  controui. 
The  ftorm  is  foften'd  to  a  figh. 

If  love  is  in  the  foul. 

Returning  Spring  can  flrew  deHght 

The  length'ning  day  along. 
And  foothe  to  reft  the  lift'ning  night 

With  Philomela's  fong. 
Tho'  round  to  charm  the  ear  and  eye 

Tranfporting  pleafures  roll, 
Weieal  our  transports  w|th  a  iigk 

If  love  is  in  the  fouL  , 

Ah  !  this  is  the  Chapel  where  Felix  is  confined--^ 
I'll  tell  Him  thro*  the  key-hole  that  FU  intercede 
with  Papa^  that  will  comfort  the  poor  fellow. 

[Going  towards  the  Cbapl 

Billy  and  Franklin  advance. 

Oh  Billy,  did  you  fee  my  father  ? 

Billy.  Your  Papa  wa^  juft  no\j?  fpeaking  to  your 
hufband  my  love. 

Helen.  My  hulband  !  what  d'ye  mean  ? 

J5/7/y.  Stop,  myfwect,you  muft  come  with  mc. 

Helen.  What's  the  fool  ac. 

Billy.  Fool!  oh.  oh! 


Re-enter  R£DMOnd>  {with  a  hanger") 
Redmond,  diat'sihe. 


:  B^i. 
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Red.  But  who's  this  ?  (loikingat  Franklin^  draws 
banger) 

Billy.  Our  friend  -  he's  a  Defender,  {apart  to 
Redmond  who  advances  to  Helen.) 

Frank.  {Inter fofing)  Offer  to  touch  that  lady, 
and  receive  the  contents  of  this,  {Shews  fijlol.) 

Red.  S'blood  O'Rourke !  didn't  you  tell  me 
he  was  a  Defender  ? 

Frank.  I  am  a  Dicfender  •—  of  the.  helplefa, 
againfbthe  brutality  of  amffian. 

^Exit  Redmond. 

Bil.  Oh,  by  the  infernal  black  powers 

Enter  Sullivan. 

SuU  How  black  you've  made  my  boots— eh  ? 
{takes  him  by  the  tar  and  leads  Mm  off.) 

Heh  Vm  fo  frightened— who  could  fufpecl  fo 
much  mifchief  in  a  clownrT-cou'd  he  really  have 
been  feribus  ?— my  dear  honeft  fellow,  how, 
how,  Ihall  I  reward  yott  ? 

Frank.  Wheil  1  a{k  a  reward,  I  hope  Mifi, 
you  won't  refufe  me. 

Enter  Rosa. 

Rofa.  Well  ma'am  ? — Oh,  the  poor  pedlar.— 

Hel.  Pedlar !  1  proteft  I  don't  know  what  he 

is — I  remarked  your  aftivity  when  our  horfes 

ran  away  with  us  ycfterday — Come,  now  teally 

what  are  you  ? 

Frank.  What  am  I  ma'am ! 


AIR 
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AlR^Franklitr. 

I  httmbly  beg  good  chriftians  kind^ 

You'll  liften  to  my  ditty. 
For  tho'  I'm  neither  lame  nor  blinds 

I  well  dcferve  your  pity- 
Tho'  gaping  friends  may  wifh  my  death* 

My  will  fhall  not  deceive  theai^ 
For  wben  that  I  reiign  my  breath. 
Oh,  all  the  world  I'll  leave  them. 

A  fardei^,  )x  farden,  Iny  fort«nt  much  de] 
cay'd  is. 
Of  all  the  hands 'out'-ftretchcd  to  me, 
6hJ  blcffing  on  the  ladies^ 

Myboots  you  fee  are  made  pf  ilraw. 

My  coat  hath  pocfcetitwcuty, 
I  have  no  gloves  upon  my  paw, 

Agra,  I  am  not  dainty, 
J5evoid  of  care  n^y  bag?  I  ftU, 

For  that  let  others  labour. 
My  mercer's  oe  my  teylor's  bill. 

Is  paid  byfome  good  neighbour. 

A  farden,  a  farden,  &c» 

In  pejice  I  fleep,  or  night  or  mom. 

My  gold  U  never  lock'd  up. 
My  horfe  eats  neither  hay  soi*  corn. 

And  yet  he's  never  knock'd  up.  {Sbe*wshujlajf) 
When  aiking  charity  not  one. 

Will  tell  me  lie  fo  poorly. 
For  when  they  fay  "  my  friend  I've  none,'* 

Oh,  that's  a  truth  mod  furely. 

A  farden,  a  farden,  &c. 

HeL  {Gives  him  money)  Well,  furely  I  owe  you 
fomething;  come  Rofa,  now  for  your  Felix. 
(  They  both  go  over  to  the  Chapel.) 

Frank.  Generous  girl !  the  concern  flie  takes 
for  the  unfortunate,  charms  me,  but  I'll  fee 
how  far  it  will  carry   her— from   the  curiofity 

of 
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vf  my  bojfriih  maables^  I  bcliave  I  know  more  of 
tbe  couQtry  then  all  itsfureieotlnhabitaDts.  (afide) 
Rofi,  cliild^  y:c(alovc  Fdu— 4  know  he's  inno* 
cejQtf 

^/.  Innocent  1  TU  be  fwQ»  be  is. 

Frank.  Tet  the  evem  $>f  hi^  Af  iiU  is  uncertain^ 
I  think  he  might  efcape  from  this* 

Ito/a.  How  ? 

Frank.  There  i^  a  way  tinder  ground  from 
that  very  chapel,  to  tbe  ruins  of  the  old  abbey, 
about  a  mile  up  among  the  mountains — I  re^ 
nembejr  an  old  ballad  at^ut  it.  (Smgs^)  ^^  Under 
«  the  font  is  a  little  trap-doon*' 

Rofa.  What  the  old  abbey ,  yonder  ?  dear,  I  re* 
colled  that  cave  perfe&ly. 

Helen.  Then  Rofa,  without  telling  a  foul, 
we'll  go  by  ourfelves,  and  if  poflible,  free  him. 

[ylpart. 

"Rofa.  Thank  ye  mifs  we  will.  \Jpart. 

Helen.  So  in  there  that  good  benevolent  youth 
pafs'd  dl  laft  night. 

Ro/a.  Aye,  but  heaven  was  about  him^ 

GLEE. 

On  earth's  cold  face  poor  Felix  lies, 
Baum  !  goes  the  bell — *tis  Felix  dies ! 

Toll,  fad  the  found. 

Our  hearts  to  wound» 
To  heaven  his  deeds  fhall  rife . 

lExeunf^ 
SCENE  III. 

hjide  tbe  Chapel. 

Felix  difcovered  fitting  on  a  form,  perufing  a  pafir^ 

Fet.  This  unfortunate  letter !— I  muft  either 

^   betray 
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betray  the  man  that  procured  it  ^or  me^  or  fiiffer  iii 
his  ftead  ;  if  I  do^  then  the  fecret  that  has  proved 
my  ruin,  ihall  die  with  me — this  fburce  of  ill^ 
fhall  produce  no  more  mifchief.  Mn  Drofs  the 
filverfmith,  my  nurfe  mentions  will  certainly 
be  here  to  day,  and  if  he  meets  Sullivan  all  muft 
•ome  out. 


life  is  fure  the  ocean* 
Set  in  wild  commotion* 
Or  rusher  fay  a  gallant  ihi{>  hard  ftraggling  *crofs  the 
deep. 

Now  wcVe  fmoothly  failing. 
Now  rough  blafb  prevailing. 
And  now  becalmed  in  fight  of  land,  the  winds  are 
r^k'd  to  fleep. 

Whim  below  fo  jolly. 
Foes  to  melancholy. 
Sit  the  jovial  laughing  crew  around  the  focial  bowl,  ; 

From  the  top-maft  fpyihsf. 
Jack  aloft  fits  fighing, 
**  In  yon  flowery  meadow  roves  the  miftrefs  of  my 
foul." 

All  warm  his  fond  fancy, 
Prefents  his  lov'd  Nancy, 
As  reading  the  letter  laft  fent  by  her  dean 
Now  does  (he  blefs  him, 
Clofe  would  carefs  him. 
To  her  heart  prefs  him. 

Was  the  Rover  near* 
Hope  doe*  but  cozen, 
*''  Hoy  !"  bawls  the  Bofeiii      ^ 
V  From  the  land  we  fteer." 

Now  we're  fmoothly  failing. 
Now  rough  blafts  prevailing^ 

And  now  bec^hned  the  winds  are  hufhed>  as  r(tJk:k^4 1(> 
peaceful  ileep. 

Life  is  fure  the  oceah. 
Set  in  wild  commotion 
Or  rather  fay,  a  gallant  fhip  hard  ftrugglirig  *crofs  the 
deep. 

Sul. 
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Suk  (^iibeufjyVfibi  1  CQtimiM  yo\i  in  the 
hamc^^ihtiiibrtftrfc  ici^lde^p  from  the 

door,  M^liHft  I^  optn  it  to  lee  ^a  hethcr  you're  there 
w  n<^»-'l£nfers.)  Come  in  Billy — why  do  you 

hang  behind?   " 

,  -..  ^^  ri .     '.  ■:" 

*  .  r 

Ent^r  Billy,  in  bis  own  clothes,  (^frightened.) 

Very  odd, •  this  wf  etch  To  beloved  that   all  the 
country  is  in  tears-,  and  fobi,  at  his  being  (hut'up. 

•  \^     ^orcT.:^-   .         '  '^    {Locks  the  door. 

iBiZ  Msifter^  ^8u  ife^^  mind  locking  the 
door  till  we^f  ou^I,- 

4$*!^/.  I  mud  ^BsSkit  toivt  'of  eke  two  offenders. 

Bil.  Two  !    ibf^  there's  ofaly  one. 

SuL  You  know,  Felix,  before  you  did  this  laft 
damnable  job  of  journey-work,  you  loft  yogr 
charafi:er  by  dafliin^  your  ^nroniy  about ;  fomc 
thought  you  hitffburid  apbt  of  gold,  others  faid 
you  had  ibid  yobffelf  to  the  devilj  but  all  were 
of  one  mind,  that  you  went  out  robbing  for 
it.     .  ^ 

Pel.  In  a  very  fliort  time,  I  purpofed  making 
a  fuUi  and  open  difeovery,  but  as  it  has  now 
happened,  find  ifchow  you  can. 

«9i^/.  Then  ftay  tiiere  aiad  be^hanged,  you  ob- 
ftinate-^  unmannerly  ili^retch,  till  a  guard  of  fol- 
diers  come  with  their  muzzles  fcrewed  upon 
their  bagnets,  to  take  you  to  Wicklow  jail,  then 
you'll  be  arraigned,  then  the  judge  will  put  on  his 
little  black  cap,  you'll  be  condemned,  the  cord 
will  be  put  round  your  neck,  and  then  St. 
Patrick  have  mercy  on  your  fotil  Billy  O'Rourke. 

Bil.  Why  the  lord  have  mercy  upon  you  for  a 
great  big  fool — Sir,  what  60  you  talk  to  me  at 
.ally  why  don't  you  turn  to  Felix. 

VOL.  IX.        -  V  Suh 
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SuL  True,  Felix  you'll  be  hanged  in  chain^« 
and  as  I  write  in  the  boy's  copy-books,  that  will 
learn  you  wildom  in  the  days  of  your  youth.— 
Eh  !  what's  here  ?  (Picks  up  th  letter  Felix  bad 
dropt.)  this  is  one  of  the  letters  Felix  took  from 
the  mail  bag,  it  may  difcover  fomething. 

{a/de,  going. 

Bil.  Now  I'll  make  off.  (runs  to  the  door.) 

Sul.  (Turns.)  Where  are  you  going  ? 

Bil.  I«-^I  was  not  going*— only  for  Mr.  Donny- 
brook  to  examine  Felix. 

Sul.  (takes  the  key  from  the  door.)  Oh,  he  has 
rUti  to  look  for  his  daughter—  neither  ihe  nor  Ro- 
fa  can  be  found.  Redmond  O'HaHlon  has  told 
the  fquire,  that  fome  rafcal  attempted  to  carry 
her  off. 

Bil.  Oh,  lord  !  (ajlde.) 

Sul.  Billy  'twasn'tyou  fure,  was  it?  you  dc- 
fcrved  only  a  horfewhipping  for  your  confoimd^ 
ed  impudence  in  alking  for  her,  but  the  youth 
that  tried  to  deal  her  away  will  fhuffle  out  of 
the  world. with  Felix-^but  Til  go  and  read  this 
letter  in  a  corner.  [retires  thro'  a /mall  door. 

Bil.  (terrified*)  Yes  I  fhall  fwing — ^a  young 
man  gels  no  good  by  following  the  girls,  plague 
choak  'em — Choak !— ^Oh  ! — Felix  fhou'd  you 
be  happy  to  (huffle  out  of  the  world  in  com- 
pany ?  I  dont  mean  my  Company— I  never 
did  any  thing  to  deferve  luch  treatment.— ^maf- 
ter!  (turns)  gone!  why  old  Sullivan  has  locked 
me  in  too !  what  have  1  done  ? — I  didn't  do  any 
thing,  I  never  did  nothing,  oh  lord  1  oh  lord  i-* 
Felix — I'd  get  you  out  if  I  could,  I  wifli  I  could 
gef  you  out,  becaufe  then  I  could  get  myfelf 
out.— Felix  you  fhould  try  to  get  out— its  a 
•great  lin  to  die  wbilll  we're  alive. 

.     FeL 
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Fil.  Truc^-Dcath  conftantly  purfues  and  muft 
overtake  us,  yet  we  fhou'd  keep  our  onward 
way,  and  not  turn  to  meet  him,  this  iimpletoQ 
but  fad  company  for  the  hour  of  forrow«  Here 
over  the  fpot  where  I  was  born,  ihaU  I  be  hunted 
like  a  poor  native  of  Jamaica* 

Be  thy  tomb  o'er  fpread  with  boQghs« 

f  oor  hunted  weary  deer. 
Quivering  leaves  thick  ihade  thy  brows^ 
Sad  emblem  of  thy  fear ; 

On  them  make  a  quick  repaft^ 
Bitter  meal  and  furethy  uft^ 
Sore  affli^ions  hem  thee  round. 

And  kindeft  friends  for(kke» 
Cruel  taflc  to  fpare  thehound. 

Thy  heart  ((rings  nobly  break. 
Or  when  loud  and  difmal  yelling, 
iSiuikes  thy  fylvanpalace  green. 

The  dell  and  opening  glade^ 
Alid  the  blood- hound  fcares  thy  dwelling. 
Why  beUnd  thy  flowery  fcreen, 

Poft  thou  ikulk  difmayed^ 
Thro'  the  brake  thy  antlers  puihing, 
Yaliaht  in  defpair. 

To  face  the  brawling  ftrif^i 
Firom  thy  covert  fiercely  rufhing. 
Thus  the  conflifl  dare, 

With^lory^A4  thy  life. 

{retires. 

Sil.  That  wicked  fellow  finging  in  the  chapel, 
ay»  he*8  the  bunted  ftag  and  rm  the  goat  ia 
trouble. 

AIR— 5%, 

Pm  in  a  blefled  taking, 

Gadzooks  i  with  fear  I'll  die ; 

|n  bed  of  his  own  making. 
-^  /  Poor  Bi}ly  now  muft  lie. 

^""  V  a  Mercy 


i 
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Mercy  !  Oh  dear  !  die  in  my  ihoc  ! 
,.  In  Chapellmai^nQtfwcarr./^ 
Oh  death  and  ounds !  what  ihall  I  do  ? 

The  door  I'll  open  tear. 
To  hang  me  up  like  the  ftgn  of  the  goat. 

Will  be  but  a  foolifh  freak;  —  . 

T&en  never  from  xhis  little  white  throat. 

Shall  1  hear  my  poor  kid  ftjueak. 

No  lad  could  wreftle  tighter. 

The  boys  wilLnot  4cny  ; 
And  who  e'er  danced  more  lighter  ? 

The  pretty  girls  ail  cry,  ^.  *      - 
Ob  !  with  my"  nofe  I've  fuch  a  tofs, 

And  my  chin  I  throw  up  fo  fmart  1 
Then  fuch  a  leg  i— for  fucha  lofs,    ^ 

Will  be  many  a  broken  heart ; 
The  bock  am  I  of  our  own  little  town* 

And  furc'l'mthe  greatefl  bean,  -» ~ 
To  take  from  Billy  a  pretty  green  gown. 

What  girl  would  cry»  Ohnai 

..\,    Tjo  hang  me «p,  &c. 


tO 


Felix  gone  to  fit  in  the  vcftry — I  won't  flay  in 
this  difmal  place  by  rriyfdf,  (going*  J         ■  ^; 

Hel.  (Sings  underground S)  Fe?— |; — a^! 

£U.  What's  that  ? 

He/.  Fe— li— xl  \       - 

Bil.  That  is  furely  old  Harry  calling  this  wie^i 
td  fellow' to  hhn.  •    %      r. 

Am— Helen. 

Where  now  thou  art  is  the  path  to  heaven. 

Yet  finner  in  the  world  if  thou*d^ll  longer  ftayi 
To  thy.  own  choice  is  the  power  given^'    '^'^  t.  ' 
With  my  little  finger,  I  could  point  the  ifay» 
Under  the  font  is  a  tiny  trap  door. 
Opening  to  rpitflfage,  under  the  floor. 
Darkly  winding  to  the  ragged  pile. 
That  crumbles  dowa^ttoe^mouiltiftn^,  hcncC 
i  -  one  mile.  • 
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Bil.  An  underground  paiTage  from  this  cha- 
pel to  the  mountains  1  what  that  opens  at  the 
old  abbey — Huzza  !  huzza  !  thank  you  fwect 
little  cricket  whoever  you  are. — Its  a  fine  lonely 
place,  I  can  get  ofF  to  Dublin,  u/ithout  coming 
to  Arklow  again.  (Seeks  and  finds  the  trap.)  Here 
it  is — ^Felix  !  Felix !  but  if  I  take  him  with  mc  ^ 
I  fhajl  yet  be  hknged  for  his  refcue— no,  no,  to 
fave  going  up,  I'll  go  down. 

Re-enter  Sullivan. 

Mailer  not  gone  !  (Jhuts  the  trap  hajiily) 

SuL  Whoever  wrote  this  letter  didn^t  learn  in 
my  fchool — hand !  its  a  crow's  claw— but  I  muft 
read  it,  to  prepare  proofs  before  Mr.  D on ny brook 
comes. 

BiL  Mr.  Donnybrook  coming !  then  Pm  gone 
for  certain,  {frightened) 

Sul.  Billy,  Where's  that  pair  of  fpeftdcles  Felix 
bought  for  me? 

Bii.  Yes,  Sir,.  TU  go  homp  for  them.  Sir, 
open  the  door.  Sir. 

{Sullivan  goes  towards  the  door.) 
This  will  be  better  than  cfcaping  under  the  ground 
I  "dont  know  where. 

SuL  J^o,  Billy,  ftay  here,  we  (hall  want  you  to 
write  his  confeffion. 

JBiV.  Aye,  I  Ihall  be  fent  to  jail  with  Felix — 
{terrified)  hell!  death!  and  fury,  let  me  out — 
{very  violent) 

SuU  Why,  Billy,  what  do  you  curfe  and  fwear 
fo  for  ?  you're  grown  fuch  a  reprobate  I  A  pretty 
tutor  you  are  for  the  boys. 

BiU  May  I  b^  chqak'd  and  curfed,  if  I • 

$uU  Stop,  you  wretch  !   Do  you  know  you  are 
1  in 
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in  the  chapel,  with  your  dreadful  execrations? 
You  make  my  very  hair  ftand  an  end.  I  (houdn'c 
wonder  if  fome  fuddcn  judgement  was  to  fall  upon 
your  ugly  head. 

BiL  Let  me  out  this  inftant>  or  may  I  be  burn'd 
if  I  dont — — 

SuL  He's  furely  mad— you  blafphemous  boy, 
your  foul's  gone.  Billy,  tremble  when  yon  think 
of  old  Geoghegen,  the  cobler  i  his  conllant  oath 
was,  **  the  devil  burn  me**— and  furc  enough,  as 
he  was  at  his  work  one  night«  with  the  candle  in- 
nocently {landing  near  him,  drawing  his  arms  out 
at  length  with  the  wax  end,  his  right  hand  came 
oven  the  flame  of  the  candle,  and  he  coudn't  draw 
it  back  again,  fo  there  he  was  found  by  the  neigh- 
bours as  a  mark  of  infernal  wrath,  groaning  with 
the  flame  burning  thro'  his  wrift. 

BiL  Very  true!  (cries)  I  with  the  people 
woudn't  put  me  into  fuch  paflions — I  fwore  as 
many  oaths  to-day,  about  Mils  Helen,  as  wou'd 
fink  my  poor  foul,    {knocking  mtboMt)     Oh  Lord  J 

Don.  {without)  Who's  here? 

SuL  Oh  Mr.  Donnybrook.    {unlocks  the  door) 

BiL  I'm  a  16ft  man— I'll  rufh  out. 

{Runs  againjl  Donnybrook,  who  enters.) 

Don.  Oh  you  Paris  of  Troy !  where's  my  Helen  ? 
Dont  let  him  go. 
-  BiL  If  I  know  any  thing  of  her,  may  I  be — - 

SuL  Hold  your  tongue,  you  harden'd  proflir 
gate ;  I  fhoudn't  wonder  if  the  ground  was  to  open 
and  (wallow  you  up  alive. 

BiL  Oh,  oh !  {fignijicantly,  goes  to  the  trap\  opens 
it  J  and  returns  unperceived) 

Don.  Do  you  know  where  your  Strephon  ha^f 
hid  my  daughter. 
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Sil  Lord  ?  What's  that  ?  (^looking  at  tU  trap^ 
fret  ending  terror. ) 

SuL  What's  what? 

Don.  Have  you  hid  her  down  there  ?  - 

Bil.  A  great  hole  in  the  earth  !    blefs  me  ! 

SuL  i^Surprifed  and  terrified)  Ah!  too  late  to 
blefs  yourfelt  now,  after  curfing  and  fwearing  ia 
the  holy  chapel. 

Bil.  What's  the  matter  with  my  feetr— fomc- 
thing  pulling  them. 

Don.  I'll  make  you  fall  by  the  legs,  you  villain, 

Sul.  Be  quiet,  Sir;  father  Murphy  told  me  this 
would  be  his  end.  Billy,  have  fome  regard  to 
the  fchool  where  you  were  ufher—go  quietly, 
dont  let  theqn  fend  up  fire  and  brimftpne  for  you. 

Bil.  Oh,  Sir!  Matter,  hold  me!  oh  they'll 
have  me  down  !   (moving  towards  the  trap.) 

Don.  What's  the  ufe  of  that  trap  door? 

SuL  No,  no  3  there  was  never  a  trap  door  here 
before. 

BiL  Oh,  help!  Help! 

SuL  Dont  lay  a  finger  upon  him;  the  horrid 
Tengeance  that  awaits  him  may  communicate  Uke 
cleftricity. 

Don.  Give  an  account  of  Helen  this  minute, 
or  by  the  heavens — 

SuL  Take  warning,  dont  you  fwear  too. 

BiL  Oh,  they  pull  me! 

Don.  There  keep  him  fall — Why  the  rafcal's 
going! 

Sul.  Yes,  he  is  going-^let  him  go  to  the  devil. 
[5/7/v  deJcendSi  and  clofes  the  trap- door. 

Don.  Where's  my  daughter  ? 

Sul.  If  I  know  any  thing  oTher,  may — I  mean 
— i  dont,  gadzooks,  ami"  upon  my  fany. — Doni 

'^  be 
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be  frightcn'd  ;  fit  down — and  if  you  faint,  Pvc  A 
pitcher  of  wacer  to  throw  ovc:r  you. 

Don.  S'blood !  What  do  you  mean — Your 
fcoundrel  runs  away  with  my  child,  ^nd  then  you 
want  to  throw  water  over  me.  {noife  wiihout) 

Sul.  Oh  lord,  fave  me !  Oh  heaven  blefs  me-— 
(^runs  about  frightened) 

Don.  To  refcue  Felix  j  Dont  touch  me,  Fm  ai 
magiftrates  by  the  lord  I'm  a  magiftrate.      „ 

[Exeunh 

Enter  Felix.  (Jbaftily.) 
AIR. 

Felix*.        Neighbours>  for  the  fake  o^  Heaven  * 
Venture  not  a  precious  life ; 
Liberty  cannot  be  given ; 

Without  flaughter  giving  ibifc. 

(^Part  of  the  roof  broke  through ,  and  the  door  lurfi 

open.y 

Enter  Redmond  0*Hanlqn  and  country  people^ 
with  Jhirts  over  their  cloaths,  and  oak  boughs  in 
their  hats. 

CHORUS. 

At  the  hazard  of  our  lives. 
Cattle,  cabins,  babes  and  wires ; 
Generous  Felix,  blythe  and  freer. 
Again  fhall  taAe  bleft  liberty. 

> 

Felix ^        Good  or  ill,  what  e'er  betide, 
I  my  trial  will  abide; 
Hopelefs  tho'  alas  ray  caufe, 
I'll  never  violate  my  country's  laws. 


^(4*  >Since  df  ftcudion  thus  vou  dare. 

Your  unhappy  fate  we'll  fhare. 


GHORUS. 
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CHORUS. 

At  the  hazard  of  oiir  lives. 
Cattle,  cabins,  babes  and  wives; 
^  Generous  FelLx>  blythe  and  free, 
Ag^in  ftiall  rove  the  hills,  and  merrily. 

[Eiceuni  hurrying  him  of. 
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Scene  l 

*  - 

■  ■■        ■ 

SuLLtVAK's  Ihufe. 
•    Enter  Sullivak. 

SxTLtlVAK. 

Billy's  unlSmcljr  fate  has  fo  ftupificd  mc,  that 
I  forgot  all  coneern  fer  this  other  rogue  Felix ;  I 
thought  that  by  the  hurly  burly  at  the  chapel 
door,  Lucifer  was  come  for  him  too,  but  'twas 
certainly  at  the  black  gentleman's  inftigation 
that  the  profane  wretches  broke  open  the  chapel, 
to  loofe  him  upon  the  world  again. — Now  for 
this  letter,  my  threat' ning  to  ftop  his  letters 
made  him  take  this  out  of  the  bag — the  roafted 
chefnuts  muft  be  yery  fwcet,  to  make  a  matt 
thruft  his  fill  into  the  fire,  (of^s  letter)  «*  Mar- 
garet Fagcn  !'•  Why  this  is  from  Felix's  old 
Durfe.  {reads) 
%  **  Dear  Child,  I'm  forry  I  was  out  when  you 

"  calledj  but  more  forry  to  tell  you  of  an  urifor- 

•*  tunate 
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^  tunate  afiair ;  going  to  fell  the  two  bits  you 
^^  left  with  me,  the  filverfmith  did,  he'd  fend 
^  me  to  Newgate  if  I  didn't  teU  him  where  I 
*^  got  them :  Dear  Felix  don't  be  angry,  to  hvc 
*^  myfelf,  I  was  forced  to  tell  him  your  havinj^ 
<^  difcovered  in  one  of  the  Wicklow  Mountains^ 
*•  a" — ^what — heaven — blefs  us  !  how's  this — a 
difcover'd— -Heaven  prefarve  us,  difcoverd-^-St. 
Patrick  and  all  his  angels  be  about  us,  difcover'd 
a  ^^  Gold  Mine  in  Croghan  Hill !  when  I  told 
*<  Mr.  Drofs  the  filverfmith,  who  is  a  hot-rbcad^ 
^^  ed  young  kind  of  a  chap,  he  danced  about  his 
<*  fliop  like  a  madman,  for  joy.  He  faid,  he 
^  himfelf  was  a  great  chymiO:  and  a  great  miner^ 
^^  and  that  he'd  go  up  to  Arklow  to-morrow ;  he 
^^  made  me  j>romire  to  write  to  you,  to  tell  him 
•*  all  about  it." — To-morrow — to-morrow's  to^ 
day — this  miner  will  be  here  to-day— oh  joy, 
oh  joy  !  and  Felix  to  know  this,  and  not  tell  a 
foul  of  us,  oh  ihe  mod  damnable  villain !  I  wifh 
Ihadfound  it,  I  wou'dn'thavelet  a  creature  know 
till  I  hai  mad^  myit^If  as  rich  \  but  then  I'm  am 
honeii  man,  as  the  rope  is  about  Felix's  neck, 
1*11  meet  the  miner  myfelf,  and  by  letting  hiHk 
know  i  underlUnd  all  about  it^  TU  larn  how  to 
find  the  gold,  and  to  refine  it,  and  fuperBne  it^ 
and  double  refine  it-rrfaitl^  I've  an  old  book  of 
chyo^iftry  I'll  go  read  chat  to  prepare  me  to  talk 
to  him. 

JB///^  DoNifTBROOK,  reading  >  letter,  which  be 

put  J  up. 

Don.  What  do  they  mean  by  their  mail  rob- 
bery, my  letters  have  bf en  delivered  to  me.— 
Weir  Bob  iSuUivan,  We  Ihall  have  fome  addition  £ 

to  our  party—* 

Z  i  Suh 
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:  SuL  I  don t  know  who  wrote  the  book,  but 
ks  on  the  (helf.*  {afide) 

'  Doftk  You  hiv6  a  fparc  bed — Eh  I  honeft  Bob[? 

:  Ski.  rll  fliew  Mr.  Drofs  the  miner  that  I  know 
Vhat  gold  bullion  is.  ^^7^<:^^) 

2)^».  iPerhaps  this  Mp.  Fru^nklin  is  arrived-r 
Iwtye  you  heard  of  Jiiny  ftrangcr ' 

Sttl,  We  (hall  all  be  made  up  of  guineas,  Ark^ 
tow  will  be  the  guinea  coaft-r-we  can  have  gui- 
nea fllves,  and  guinea  fowls,  and  guinea  hens,  and 
guinea  pigs.  [Exit: 

Don.  What'$  the  matter  with  the  man  with  hisf 
gmnea  pigs. — Can't  imagine  where  my  daiiighter' 
has  rambled  to  again — her  health  and  fpirits 
feem  ^uite  reftored,  the  country  air  has  alread/ 
had  an  excellent  efre(fl  on  her,  plague  of  their 
towns!  A  million  of  people  cluttering  up  toge- 
ther, as  if  the  Ifland  wasn't  large  enough  \  \^i 
great  city  what  are  the  tops  of  the  houfes  but 
the  furface  of  the  earth,  and  the  inhabitants 
walking  thro'  the^reets  and  lanes  as  at  the  bot^ 
txwn  of  fa w- pits?  I  wil!h  I  could  prevail  on  my 
wife  to  live  in  the  country,  but  ftife's  for  falhioD, 
riot,  and  the  (jplendor  of  affluence; 

nf  AIR. — Donnybrook:. 

'   Ye  Gracious  powers  oh  give  me  fenfc 
:  Enough  to  be  content,  ^         . 

With  jull  an  cafy  competence;  *        ^' 

If  more  to  me  is  lent, 

A  bounteoys  heart  then  freely  grant  f 
And  ever  may  that  heart  expand,  * 
And  prompt  the  ready  open  hand 
To  give  and  cheer  the  child  of  want* 

If  more  I  have  than  I  can  u(4?9 

That  mfq-e  I  well  can  fparc ; 
The  pooj^  man's  boon  then  why  refufc. 

My  cup  my  morfel  fhare :     •  v     '  «  ' 

For 
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For  tho'  £o*day  my  meal  is  famt» 

To-morrow  Heav'n  may  fend  a  feaft; 
Or  much,  or  little^  be  my  quef!: 
The  drooping  friendlefs  chilcf  of  want. 

But  let  me  confider  the  bufinefs  of  this  letter, 
my  friend  Sir  Richard  a&s  me  to  become  guar- 
dian to  Mr.  Franklin,  who  >vhen  of  age  will  be  Lord 
of  the  Manor,  and  falls  into  the  eft^te  round 
here.  He  fays,  that  tho'  I  have  never  fecq^ 
Franklin,  yet  he  is  well  acquainted  with  my  wife, 
having  met  her  at  fome  public  place  or  other- 
retire  up  here  for  a  little  relaxation,  and  purfued 
by  buiinefs!  troubled  with  farms,  leafes,  and 
bonds. -^The  letter  mentions  his  intention  of  be-, 
ing  here  this  day  to  view  his  eftate. — Guardian^ 
ftiip  is  a  perplexing  truft,  but  however  the  young 
man  will  be  of  age  in  a  few  months,  fo  Til 
jtiot  difoWige  his  friends  by  a  refiifal. 

[walks  uf  feruftng  the  letter . 

Enter  Dross  drefs* d fajhionably  extravagant. 

Drcfs.  Now  here  am  I  in  the  Hibernian  Po- 
tofi ;  but  where  to  find  the  difcoverer  of  the 
mine.  Dem  it,  Jidw  unlucky  I  fhould  forget 
jhe  name  the  old  woman  told  me  when  I  threat- 
ened to  apprehend  her.  If  1  mention  a  gold 
mine  to  the  wrong  perfon,  I  fet  the  whole  coun- 
try in  a  flame. 

Don.  I  muft  fee  if  Sullivan  has  a  fparc  chamber 
fhould  this  gentleman  come    {going) 

Drcfs,  What's  that  ?  do  you  expect  any  body 
from  Dublin  ? 

Don.  Eh  !  Yes,  Sir,  I  do  expcft  a  perfon  from 
Dublin. 

Drcfs. 
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Brojs.  Had  yoti  noUce  of  his  coming,  by  a  let- 
ter ? 

Dm.  Well>  Sir,  fuppofc  fo. 

Drofs.  Was  he  a  fmart  tafly,  tall^  handlbme 
young  gentleman  ? 

Don.  Why  as  to  his  beauty,  really  Sir  I  know 
nothing  of  it^  for  I  never  h^  the  honor  of  fee«» 


Drofs.  Then  you  have  that  fuperlative  hpnor^ 
nov^  Sir,  {iows)  as  to  perfbn^l  advantageja,  lam 
— juft  fo — an  elderly  looking  lad  this  ;  but  hard 
labour  wears  out  thefe  country  clowx^s.  Now  to 
found  him  about  bisdifcov^y.  {qfide).  Eh,  what 
matter  of  the  duAiie  fervant  thatjuail^^  the 
whole  world  {witiis}\oun^  it.       , .   .  >( 

Don.  Who  is  this  fmart  beautiful  ypji^h,  with 
his^yikirig  ai^d  blin^ing.-rrBut  I  TOufl:  ipq^ire 
whether  Mr.  Franklin  is  arrived.  (goingJi 

DrcJ/f  Stop,  a  wprd— ?,r-? 

Don.  Excufe  me.  Sir,  l?m  engaged — I  expeft 
a  gentleman. 

Dro/s.  Isn't  hf  a  miner. 

Don.  A  minor  !  yes  Sir,  w^t  then  ? 

Dtjo/i^  I  am  the  xsizvu  -    . 

t)on.  Indeed  1    Can  this  be  my  new  ward  Mr. 

Jfi^^'^^  •  (fJ^  V«^.^y  >?PPy  to  .fee  you^ 

;  '6^^^T^^*^^^P^B|y ^  th^Jbufinefs  ? 

Don.  Yes,  Sir,  I  received  the  commands  of 
nivoJd  frien^,  aod iiai  wiUing  to  obey  them* 

x)r^.  Oh ;  thea,^ .  W^l  j^^^  me  where  the 
mib e lies, ..  as  thf  old . .womgiil defired  him.  (afide) 

Zfe/^.  Well  Sir,  add  you  know  Mrs.  Donny- 
brook,  ~  ,     ,  . 

Droju 
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Drofs.  Mrs.  Donnybroofcl  Eh,  muft  be  Mrs. 
T)onnybrook,  of  Sackville  ftrcet, — {jiftde)  Oh 
yes  Sir,  I  have  that  honor —  {bows)  A  fine  flafhy 
lady!  (he  had  an  exceeding  handfome  iilver  coffee 
pot  from  me. 

tion.  Indeed !  very  filly,  my  wife  taking  pre* 
jents  from  this  ridiculous  young  man. 
>    Drofs.  Eighteen  ounces,  fix  grains,  nine  penny 
weights. 

Don.  A  large  property  here  Sir,  fine  fcope  o£ 
mountain. 

Drojs.  Mountain!- all — — niine? 

Don*  Why  Sir,  as  to  its  being  all  yours  that  we 
ihall  fee  by  the  map,  and  rent  roll. 

DroJs.  Rent  roll !  what  rent  roll  ? 

Don.  Well  by  th«  furvey. 

DroJs.  ril  furvey  and  examine  it  with  the  eye 
of  aRofecrufian. 

Dm*  9v^t  Sir,  tho'  I  do  undertake  this  truft,  in 
four  months  you'll  have  the  command  of  aU 
yourfelf. 

Drofs.  What  you  doubt  your  Ikill  in  the  work- 
ing ?  Depend  on  me. 

Don.  I  do  think  if  cultivated  it  might  be  more 
produdlive. 

Drofs.  Produftive !  The  flrream  fhall  equal  the 
Portugal  Tagus,  the  Italian  Padus,  the  Thracian 
Hebrus^  the  oriental  Ganges,  and  the  Afiatic 
Paftolus. 

Don.  Oh  he  has  Ibme  wife  ftupid  plans  for  im- 
proving his  acres.  An  odd  young  fellow,  (afide) 
Why  Sir,  the  hills  are  ftony,  but  by  the  help  of 
a  little  gunpowder  and  undermining,  as  you  re- 
mark, they  might  produce  grain. 

Drofs.  And  duft,  juft  {oy  golden  grain,  and 
lovely  dull  1  fo  pure,  we  want  no  refiner,  my 
lucky  boy.  (j:lap  him  on  the  back) 

Don. 
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Don.  Yoti  want  a  refiner — ^What  the  plague 
does  he  tneatn  by  his  lovely  duft.  {ajidey 

Drofs.  Is  the  river  near  ?— Little  (bining  bits 
among  the  pebbles. — I  fhould  like  to  fee  a  folid 
wedge. 

Don.  Look  In  the  river  and  you'll  fee  a  folid 
block,  {half  afide) 

Drofs.  what!  a  whole  block  1  but  it  can't, 
be,  do  you  take  me  for  a  tinker?  that  I  know  n6 
more  tnati  fawdiering  old  faucepans. 

Don.  Sir  1 

Drofs.  I  teH  ytm  its  black  Jack,  mere  ztnk, 
is  it  folublc  to  aqua  regulis  ?  never  mind  my 
lad,  ril  bring  it  to  Hqfuefeclibn,  tho*  youVc  got 
a  little  cafh  by  it,  you  miis'nt  fet  up  for  a  gen- 
tleman, white  and  delicate  as  my  hands  feem,  I 
fcavc  blackenM  them  with  chircqaL  Idefpife 
the  fear  of  vapours. 

Don.  Charcoal  and  vapours!  really  Sir;  I  don't 
tnderftand  you. 

Drcfs.  How  ftiould  you,  you  country  dolt— * 
ifearkye;  a  word,  the  knowledge  of  my  coming 
may  caufe  fufpicion,  fo  dont  mention  the  fecret 
tin  I  have  viewed  the  fpot,  and  digefted  my  plan 
of  operations.  Liften — both  gram  and  duff  mufi 
be  Waflied  down  the  motintain  by  the  rapidity  of 
the  current,  for  which  a  tank  muft  be  dbg  tv^tlvc 
feet  deep  and  three  feundr-ed  widte,  at  the  bfi^ 
end  cut  ten  fluices— thefe  when  openedf^  ffiSall  Wt 
forth  a  gnfhing  torrent,  but  previous  to  tfiattfie 
channel  down  the  tralley  mult  be  planted "tbi'ck^ 
with  rofcmary  buflies,  to  catch  theprecious  paf- 
trdes—^ru  completely  fcoop  the  two  hills  dt 
cither  fide.— Cut  thro*  the  rock  and  blow  up.-^ 

Don.  Hold,  hold  Sir  !  Do  yon  mean  all  tbefe 
alterations  by  way  of  improvements  ? 

Drofs. 
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Drojs.  Juft  fo,  to  icDprove  my  fortune. 
^  Don,  A  plaguy  fool  was  he  who  left  it  you— 
aud  I  to  perplex  my  head  with  the  affairs  of  fuch 
a^  puppy  J  (afide)  lookye,  Sir,  its  not  my  wifli 
to  difoblige  your  friends,  but  undertake  this 
charge,  I  will  not, 

Dro/s,  Who  cares  ?  Ill  be  at  all  the  charge 
myfelf,  furnace,  fire,  and  gunpowder.  Oh  I'm 
already  in  the  very  vein  1 

Don.  Well  Sir,  if  you  are  in  the  vein  for  cut- 
ting thro'  mountains,  and  blowing  rocks  about^ 
you  dont  faddle  me  with  the  management  of  your 
aff^rs, 

Dro/s.  Why  you  upftart  ignoramus !  do  you 
take  me  for  an  ironmonger  ?  I'll  leave  you  to 
dabbkin  your  little  fliabby  brook  like  a  kennel- 
raker  as  you  arp,  but  Til  help  the  Lord  of  the 
Manor  to  freight  all  the  herring-^boats  in  the  bay 
with  glorious  bullion. 

Don.  As  I  underftand  you  are  Lord  of  the  Ma- 
nor. 

Dro/s.  None  of  your  fneers,  I'll  play  the  de- 
vil with  the  old  woman  that  fent  me  to.  you. 

Don.  What,  do  you  call  my  friend  Sir  Richard 
an  old  woman  ? 

Drofs.  There's  more  knowledge  in  the  (hadow 
of  this  profile,  call  upon  a  white  wall,  by  the 
gleam  of  a  rufti-light,  than  in  Mefue,  Avicinna, 
Kayiiiund  Lully,  Paracelfus,  Gebcr,  Arnold  us 
Rhazes,  Bafil  Valentine,  Lazarus  Erekern,  Sir 
Qeorge  Ripley,  Pliny,  and  Georgius  Agricola. 

Don.  Your  friends  brag'd  to  me  of  your  inteU 
J^fl — but  I  fufped:  you're  no  goldfmith. 

Dro/s.  No,   but  Pm  a  filverfmith; 

Don.  A  filverjQa:iith !  / 

•   VOfc.  II.  A  A  Dro/s: 


^ 
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jyrofs.  Juft  fo. 

IDon.  Are  not  you  Mr.  Franklin  of  Merrion- 
fquare  ? 

PYofs.  No,  but  Tm  Tom  Drols  of  Copper- 
alley. 

Vm.  Tom  Drofs ! 

'DY(>fs.  Juft  fo.  But  what  an  ill  ufe  you  have 
made  of  the  cafli  you've  got  in  our  way — You 
fhould  encourage  our  trade  ;  ribband  in  your 
Ihoes  and  knees  !  fie,  fie,  nothing  like  a  gold 
watch  chain  and  filver  buckles. 

Don.  How  dare  you  impofe  upon  me,  as  Mr. 
Franklin  ? 

Drofs*  Hold !  are  not  you  he  that  difcovercd 
the  gold  mine  in  Croghan  mountain  \ 

Don.  A  gold  mine  f 

Drojs.  No !  I  fee  it— you  pafied  yourfelf  on 
me  for  him  to  extraft  the  fecret  \  then  you're 
a  bufy>  eves -•  dropping,  curious,  inquifitive, 
fliabby — {Donnybrooke  takes  down  a  horjewbip  and 
Jbakes  it)  I  ve  the  honour  to  be  your  moft  obedi- 
ent humble  fervant.  {bows')       *  \Exit. 

Don.  A  gold  mine !  difcovercd  ia  CroghaR 
Hills- 

Enter  Boy* 

Is  my  daughter  returned  yet  ? 

Boy.  No  Sir,  but  I  heard  Redmond  fay,  he 
was  engaged  by  fomebody  to  run  away  with  her. 

Don,  More  danger  than  I  at  firft  apprehended 
in  that  clown  Billy  talking  to  me  this  morning 
of  Helen. 

Boy.  But  Sir,  a  gentleman  from  Dublin  wants 
you. 

Don. 
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Dcn^  Then  this  is  Mr/Franklih,  fliew  him  up. 

^  [Exit  boy^ 
But  firft  to  enquire  about  Helen,  don't  half 
like  her^ftay — that  fellow  Billy— Nothing  but 
rogues  and  fliarpers  in  this  innocent  rural  re-' 
treat.  [Exit. 

Re-enter  Sullivan  with  a  large  book. 
• 
SuL  Now  let  the  miner  come  when  he  will^ 
1  know  how  to  talk  to  him.  I've,  got  every 
word  out  of  the  book  into  my  head  very  fcien-i 
txfically;  but  he  fhan't  know  that  I  pick  my 
knowledge  out  of  books,  fo  pleafe  to  march  up 
there,  Mr.  Old  rags,  and  calves  Ikin. 

\RetiriSp 
Frank,  {without)  Above  flairs  my  boy  ? 
Boy.  {without)  Yes  Sir,  Mr,  Donnybrook  is  ia 
that  room. 

J?«/<?r Franklin,  tnhis Jirft drefs. 

Frank.  Farewell  my  aflumed  charafter,  and 
now  to  return  to  myfelf  ;  my  beggars  difguifc 
has  done  its  duty,  yes,  report  has  wronged  Fe- 
lix, and  Helen's  liberality  of  foul  correfponds 
with  her  lovely  perfon;  but  now  for  my  firft 
interview  with  Mr.  Donnybrook,  tho*  given  to 
ruftic  amufements,  as  his  lady  defcribes  him,  he 
niuft  be  a  man  of  fenfe,  or  my  friends  would 
iTot  have  fixt  upon  him  to  be  my  guardian.  I 
will  hot  now  afk  his  confent  for  his  daughter  ; 
no,  rU  firft  render  myfelf  acceptable  to  my  dear 
Helen  hierfelf — Eh  !  the  boy  faid  Mr.  Donny- 
Ibrook  was  in  this  room. 

A  A  a  Re-enter 
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Re-enter  SvLLivA'tf. 

Oh,  he's  here,  doubtlefs  pleafed  to  learn  that  I 
have  fuch  a  noble  eftate  here— Sir  y«ur  moft 
obedient,  (bows.) 
J    !$•«/.  Now  who  is  this  fma  Buckll  ?  (a/iJe)  , 

Prank.  As  his  lady  fays,  feems  a  ftrange 
rufticated  being,  (afide)  Well,  Sir,  here  I  am 
for  the  firft  time,  to  view  this  new  acquifition. 

.  Sul.  Acquifition !  Why,  Sir,  have  you 
heard  that  Felix  has  found — faith  I  had  like  to 
have  let  it  out— Afrah  who  are  you  honey  ? 

Frank.  Did'nc  the  letter  come  to  hand.  Sir  ? 

Sul.  Why,  fure  he  means  Felix's  letter  from 
his  old  iiurfe, 

Frank.  It  gave  notice,  I  fancy,  of  my  arri- 
val. V 

,  Sul.  All  Saints  be,  about  us  !  ,why  this,  muft 
be  Mr.  Drofs,  the  hot-beaded  young  filveif-^ 
fmith— then  honey  are  you  the  miner? 

Frank.  The  minor  1 — eh !  oh  yes.  Sir,  I  am 
yet  a  minor,  very  right — how  good  of  you  to 
undertake  the  management  of  my  property.  - 

Sul.  What  does  he  think  Felix  has  given  it  up 
to  me— property !  {aftde)  oh,  but.  Sir,  don't 
be  in  fuch  a  hurry,   ics  not  your  property  yet. 

FeL  No,  true,  btit  in  a  few  months,  I  ihall 
take  all  in  my  own  hands  in  Ijpitc  of  my  Lord 
Chancellor. 

.  Sul.  Oh,  if  he*s  fo  conceited  as  to  think  of 
(hatching  all  the  mine  to  himfelf.  Til  let  him 
underrtand  that,  thanks  to  my  learning,  I  know 
a  little  of  the  nature  of  gold  too.  (afide)  Oh^ 
moft  ingenious  Sir!  by  the  accidental. difcovery 
of  this  runagate  Felix,  you  and  1  may  podBTcfs— • 

what  i 
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>x^hat  ?  oh  ivhat !  why  that  that  makes  Adaman^ 
tine  -walls  drop  down  like  gates  of  cobweb^  that 
can  make  the  bad  fellow  a  genteel  hero,  and  the 
honeft  lad  a  fneaking  whipper  fnapper;  it  caa 
give  handfomenefs  and  take  away  uglinefs— it 
turns  a  man's  mind  round  about  like  a  weather 
cock,  and  fixes  a  womans  thoughts  as  fteady  as 
the  nofe  of  a  fundial,  it  can  make  little  girls  ruB 
after  gouty  codgers^  and  pretty  boys  galant 
with  old  Lady  Moufers,  it  makes  a  man  of 
talents  be  treated  like  a  blockhead,  and  a  block-- 
head  talk  like  Sir  Toby  Butler,  and  ha6  made  me 
difcourfe  in  this  very  wife  manner. 

Frank.  So  very  wife  Sir,  that  I  confefs  you 
fpeak  beyond  my  comprehenfion. 

Sul.  dh  no.  Sir,  I'm  furc  you  underftand, 
tranfmutation,  diftillation,  fublinacion,  calci« 
natioh^  evaporation,  volalilization,  exhalation^ 
dephlequation,  concentration,  redification,  fa- 
turation,  cryftallization,  precipitation,  confla- 
gration^  and  botheration. 

Frank.  What  could  Sir  Richard  mean  by 
chufing  fuch  a  guardian  as  thS  for  me— *cer^ 
tainly  touched !  {ajide) 

SuL  As  to  the  edia  of  dioclefian  or  Pope 
John,  that  we  muftn't  mind  either  in  our  pui> 
fuit  in  the  mountains,  or  over  the  mountains, 
after  metallurgy,  antimony,  mercury,  duAility, 
alchemy,  and  ballinamonyoro^  you  may  per- 
ceive Sir,  that  I  have  had  a  folid  fixity  over  the 
furnace  of  Homogeneous  fluids,  as  taught  us  by 
Boyle,  and  Bacon 

Frank.  Boil'd  bacon  !  a  curft  vulgar  fellow  this  I 
No,  he  (hall  have  no  concern  in  my  a'ddrefies  to 
his  daughter* 

ShL 
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Sul.  You  think  I  mean  bare  calominc— that's 
falfe,  my  honey. 

Frank.  Do  you  mean,  Sir,  this  as  the  Counter- 
check quarrelibme,  or  the  retort  courteous  ? 

Sul.  Arrah,  man  -,  Vd  put  you  in  a  retort,  and 
diflblve  [you  in  a  crucible.  I'll  tell  you  what, 
tho'  the.  old  woman  nurfed  Felix,  the  finder.  Til. 
hang  him  for  robbing  the  mail ;  and  fo  yourfelf, 
and  your  learning,  may  ride  back  to  Dublin  on  a 
cabbage  ftalk. 

Frank.  Sir,  you're  mad !  Let  me  fee  fbme  ra- 
tional being  belonging  to  you. 

Sul.  Nobody  knows  any  thing  of  the  mine  but 
hie,  Felix,  and  you :  I  have  him  locked  up ;  and 
now,  by  the  powers  of  Plutarch,  the  God  of 
Riches,  if  you  divulge  it  to  man,  woman,  or 
rhild,  or  even  whifpcr  it  in  the  ear  of  your  little 
dog,  I'll  murder  you,  as  my  old  anceftor  did  a  big 
Briton.  There,  fwear  upon  the  book,  (pjff^ers  ii 
Book)  or  you  go.  Pho !  This  is  Reynard  the 
Fox;  no  matter,  fvfear.     {Takes  down  a  fey  the  ^) 

Frank.  Hold,  Sir!  S'death.  I  (hall  be  mur- 
-dcxed  h^re.  [Exit. 

Sul.  I  mull  try  to  get  the  guineas  by  my  owh 
ingenuity ;  for  what  fignifies  my  genius,  and  my 
trourage,  and  my  eloquence,  and  my  honour, 
and  my  fame,  and  my  beauty,  without  the 
guineas. 

AIR. — Sullivan. 

^  Beauty  has  a  painted  face. 

And  fame  upon  the  Trumpet  play^; , 
And  honor,  fure,  is  no  difgrace. 

And  genius  fports  his  bit  of  bays; 
•    '   '      And  eloquence  is  fall  of  clack. 

And  courage  can  a  rafcal  whack ; 

But  of  all  the  fine  things  a  man  can  fee, 

A  little  rough  guinea  for  me, 

Beauty 
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Beauty  in  the  ftreet  is  fold. 

And  envy  (patters  fame  with  dirt ; 
And  honor's  now  defpifed  and  old. 
And  genius  fports  a  ragged  (hirt ; 

And  eloquence  makes  white  the  crows. 
And  courage  tweak'd  is  by  the  nofc ; 
So  of  all  the  fine  things  that  a  man  can  fee^ 
A  little  rough  guinea  for  me. 

If  beauty  would  a  fmicket  buy^ 

Or  madam  tame  would  fmoke  a  pipe  $ 
Or  honor  eat  a  pigeon  pye. 
Or  genius  have  a  cherry  ripe ; 
Or  eloquence  be  out  of  debt. 
Or  courage  a  commiiGon  get ; 
They'll  fing,  of  all  the  fine  things  that  I  fee, 
A  Uttle  rough  guinea  for  me. 

Bright  guineas  I'll  get  galore  O ! 
And  then  I'll  rattle  and  roar  O ! 

I'll  break  up  fchool> 

And  my  golden  rule 
Shall  be,  to  drive  care  from  the  door  O I 

{Exit, 


m**  "■*■ 


SCENE    II, 

A  Road. 
{Shouts  and  clamour  without. ) 

Enter  Felix,  (agitated.) 

Fel.  My  friends  have  hurried  me  again  to  life ! 
(^acclamations  without}  Ay,  my  treafure  lies  open 
to  the  world  5  every  one  now  can  come  at  gold- 
was  it  firfl:  pointed  out  to.  me  by  my  good  or  my 
evil  genius  ? 

^  AIR 
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AIR— Felix. 

Guardian  fairies  in  a  dream» 

Softly  flew  my  pillow  round ; 
CarolPd  fwcet  a  golden  theme. 

So  the  prjecious  ore  was  found  ; 
No !  a  wiley  fiend  did  fing, 

"  Trcafures  lie  the  earth  beneath  j*' 
AH  the  mifchiefs  gold  can  bring. 

Yet  avenge  poor  Felix'  death. 


Enter  Sullivan. 


[Exit, 


Sul.  The  mine  difcovcrcd  to  all  the  country-— 
Oh  the  blafphemcrs  \ 

Enter  country  peopky   with  Jpades^  JboveUy  mi 

divers  injiruments. 

Sul.  Oh  youVe  all  in  a  great  hurry  now — Where 

are  you  going,  old  Looney^  and  your  nint  fens  ? 

y      Old  Man.  Mr.  Sullivan,  youVe  a  man  of  learn- 

y  ing,  and  I  want  yw  to  tcU  me  about  this  gold 

mine. 

Sul.  I  will,  Mr.  Looncy,  *caufe  why  you're  % 
fine  old  liiherman,  and  alio  the  bell  ringer. 

Old  Man^  {apart)  Go  you,  my  nine  fons,  and 
whilft  I  keep  him  here  in  pallaver,  fill  the  tub, 
and  the  pail^  and  the  foiHt,  and  the  piggin,  and 
the  bucket,  and  the  noggin,  with  gold — and 
bring  it  home,  4nd  bury  it  at  the  bottom  of  the 
garden. 
.    Lads,  {apart)  We  will  father.  [Exeunt^ 

I  ft  Girl.    Mr.  Sullivan,  is  thi?  gold  rnoncy  ia 
the  nr.ountains  ? 

Sul.  It  is — may  hap. 
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id  Girl.  What  iindcf  Croghan  hill  ? 
SuL  It  is — hrioft  likdy. 

I  ft  Boy.  is  the  mine  under  or  over  the  grourtd  ? 
Su/.  V  cry  probably.  6ut  Mr.  Looney,  I'll 
tipen  to  you  my  whblc  foul.  Before  wc  go  to  look 
For  this  gold,  We  muft  confidcr  whether  it*s  a 
pot  of  gold,  or  whether  it's  a  little  bit,  or  a  big 
bit,,  or  the  dcvil-a-bit. 

Old  ff^cman.  Ah !  It's  tlie  Wack  gentleman  has 
hid  it,  and  he  that  hides  can  find  :  I  warrant  you 
know  where  it  Is,  Mr.  SulliVan. 

SuL  Arrah;  theii,  are  you  making  a  devil  of 
me,  Mrs.  Carney  ? 

Q.d  Boy.  Whilft  we  ftind   talking  here — there 
old  Looney  is  fending  his  fons.     (^^11  running) 
Sul.  {Stops  tbem)  Hold  ! 
ad  did  Man.  {vtry  feeble  dUd  debilitated)    ,Tell 
us,  Mr.  Sullivan,  what  fort  of  a  thing  is  a  gui- 
nea ?   for  i  never  faw  one  in  my  life. 

"Sul.  This  hat  (hall  be  the  cap  of  dignity  the 
jpeople's  very  bodies  and  fouJs  (hall  bow  to  me,  be- 
caufe  I  (hall  be  a  gokten  calf.  Stand  all  of  you  on 
this  fide  of  me,  or  clfe  you  Can^t  hear  what  I'm 
going  to  fly  to  you,  as  I'm  deaf  in  this  ear.  Now 
friends  and  Neighbours- — Arrah,  what  do  you 
ftride  yOur  foot  acrofs  my  leg.  Darby  Mullowny  ? 
Now,  one  word  IVe  to  fty  to  you  all— liften  to 
me-^ftart  fair ! 

[Exeunt  runnings 
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SCENE  V;    andlajt. 

Croghan  Mountairi'-^at  a  dijiance^  the  ruins  of  an 

abiey* 

Enter  Rosa* 

Roja*  'How  long  they  ftay — (he  can't  make 
Tehx  hear  her— if  ihe  ftiou'd  lofe  her  way  in  thcfe 
thefe  dark  windings,  the  pedlar  faid  it  was  danr 
gcrous  to  attempt  it — Sweet  lady,  to  run  fucfi 
perils  to  ferve  me — My  poor  Felix. 

AIIl. — Rosa; 

111  fet  my  Felix  free, 
Coii'ct  gentle  hearts  bat  fec^ 

Thou  woud'ft  releut. 

As  I  repent. 
The  wrongs  I've  done  to  thee« 
Good  Angels  fend  a  charm. 
To  keep  my  lore  from  harm  ; 

Thy  heart  may  hold. 

That  hearts  are  Cold  ; 
Yet  mine  to  thee  is  warm« 

Oh  cofrie  fweeft  love,  his  footfteps  fure  I  hear# 
Impaflion'd  fighs  befpeak  my  Felix  near ; 
My  foul*s  fond  wifh^  my  fenfes  why  betray^ 
In  plaintive  founds,  that  fleeting  die  away. 

"Enter  t)onnybrook.    {with  a  fowling  piece") 

Don.  Ohyouhuffy,  tell  mc  Where's  my  daughter? 
Ihe  was  feen  with  you — rU  not  let  you  go,  tho* 
you  fqueak  like  fifty  kids. 

Rofa.  Is  ay,  Sir,  dont  be  angry-— Mifs  js— is— 

Enter 
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Ent^  Helen,     {at  an  aperture  cover  d  with  fimes 

and  brambles.) 

Helen.  {Speaks  at  the  entrance.)  Come  put, 
my  fine  little  boy. 

Don.  My  daughter  in  a  hole  with  a  fine  little 
boy! 

hi>fa.  Jfp,  ftay  iij,  youMl  be  taken. 

Helen.  My  father  1  now.  Sir,  dop't  give  the 
poor  fellow  up  again. 

J^oja.  Oh,  Sir !  Save  my  Felix ! 

Enter  Billy  (from  the  opening.) 

Bil  Here  I  am,  my  fweet  little  cricket— Oh 
lord  !   {feeing  Donnybrop/k) 

Helen.  What  is  it  you,  you  wretch? 

JB/V.  Ah  ypu  traicref^!  I  tHoughc  it  was  old 
Nick's  voice  that  founded  fo  IvAcet.  So  then 
Mifs  Belzeebub,  you  coak'd  me  from  lock  and 
key,  only  to  throw  me  into  the  hands  of  your 
father.  Oh,  great  fquire!  Spare  my  life,  and 
indeed  I'll  never  think  again  of  marrying  your 
noble  daught  r.  J  never  robb'd  4  m.ail  bag  ;  the 
only  lecte'-s  1  ever  ftole,  were  fjur  and  twenty  on 
^  fquare  of  gingerbieaJ,  and  for  that,  Father 
Foley  made  n>e  do  penance,  by  not  eating  a  roaft- 
(cd  potatoe  for  (even  long  days. 

X>on.  No,  no — I'll  fend  you  back  to  old  Nick, 
from  whence  you  came.  {Prefents  at  Billys  'wbo 
falls  on  his  knees.) 

Bfl.  Oi?  mercy! 

Enter  Franklin,   {haftily.) 

^rank.  Hold  I  don't  let  us  have  murder  too. 

B  B  2  Don. 
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Don.  He  has  ftolp  my  came,  my  coat,  and  my 
girl—  . 

Frank,  {(ailing  tff)  Bring  the  culprit  this  way. 

£»/^r  Felix,  {ironed)  ^bduoud  and^^eople^ 

Convey  him  immediately  to  Wicklow— but  my 
lad,  youVe  very  young— you  muft  have  had  fome 
cxperienc'd  accomplice— (/«r»j  to  Redmond)  You 
mentioned  a  perfon— a  kind  of  pedlar,  that  was 
feen  loi.ering — come,  corifefs— (/(?  Feiix)  viras  not 
(hat  beggarman  your  confederate  ?  Give  him  up, 
and  by  niy  honor,  I  not  only  promifc  you  a  par- 
don, but  a  high  reward,  for  your  difcovery  of  this 
gold  rifiine  on  my  cftace, 

Felix.  Sir,  if  1  die  for  it-— my  word  to  the  laft— 
the  crime  was  all  my  own. 

Red.  I  fay  all  the  mifchief  \iva$  done  by  that 
^rogue  the  pedlar. 

Bil  Aye,  fquirc,  'twas  he  that  fet  me  on  to 
affront  Mifs  Helen :  he  told  me  himfelf,  that  he 
Hole  two  ponies,  four  cow&,  a  lamb,  and  a  mile 
ftone.  *  .    .    ,    . 

Ro/a.   He's  a  very  good  creature. 
Helen.  A  brave  old  fellow. 
jilL^  I  wifh  we  cou*d  catch  the  roguc:^ 
Frank.  Silence!  {ftngs) 

'*  A  farden,  a  farden^  my  fortane  much  decayed  is^ 

Of  all  the  hai|4s  oatftrctch^d  to  ine» 
Oh  bleifing  on  the  ladies." 

{Addrej^ng  all  around,  they  exfre/s  furprife.) 

)'■■'.' 

Then  Felix,   you  pofitively  will  not  hang  me? 
Your  hand — do  you  torget  your  old  companion, 

Maftcr 
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MtiOi€r  Franklin,  who  was  nursM  with  you  in  yon 
very  cabin  ?  I  myfelf  brought  you  that  letter  from 
Publin,  and  bri5cd  the  boy  to  cell  the  (bam  ftory 
of  the  mail  robbery.  My  difguifc  and  ftratagem 
have  proved,  that  your  generofity  and  gratitude 
are  fupcrior  to  even  the  concern  for  your  lifci  and 
Madam^  (/(?  Helen)  your  humane  efforts  to  lave  ^ 
life  fo  valuable,  have  afted  more  powei  fully  on  my 
heart;,  than  all  I  had  before  felt  from  the  force  of 
your  charms. 

Don.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  Helen,  then  this  is  Mr, 
Franklin,  your  mother*^s  choice,  and  you.  Sir,  are 
my  ward  i  I  fee  novy  the  (imiiarity  of  found  caufed 
imr  miftakes  of  the  minor  and  miner. 

Fel.  I  recoiled  you.  Sir;  you  arc,  indeed,  th^]^ 
good-natured  young  gentleman,  that  when  we  were 
children,  honoir'd  me  with  your  friend(hip.  Littl^ 
merit  in  now  acknowledging  I  did  purpofe  re- 
vealing the  (ccret  of  the  mine  at  a  certain  period^ 
but  was  reftrained  by  the  known  avarice  of  ihe  late 
poffeffor  of  this  eftate,  who,  on  hearing  it,  would 
have  ihftantly  taken  the  treafurc  into  his  owa 
hands,  and  confequently— 

J)on.  Stopt  the  current  of  yoUr  generofity. 

Rofa.  My  dear  Felix,  if  you  confider  every 
unlucky  circumftance,  I  think  you'll  forgive  me» 

FeL  My  innocent  Rofa,   had  1  been  the  un- 
principl'd  wretch  you  fuppofed  me,  your  conduct 
feut  difplayed  the  puiity  of  your  heart. . 
^Drofs  runs  from  a  winding  of  the  mouniahf  with 

a  /utnp  of  gold  in  his  band,  bis  drefs  covered  with 
'   earth  and  clay.) 

Drojs.  Oh  joy  1  the  pure  glorious  child  of  th^ 
fun — here  it  is— look  gcntlemcnr-^berc !  there! 

Frank.   Is  it  indeed  gold  I 
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Brofs.  As  certain  as  I  have  hid  fcvcn  bars  that 
will  make  a  Lord  Mayor's  chain  for  Tom  Drofs 
of  Copper  Alley,  {ajide)  Then  this  is  Felix^ 
(^kneels)  firft  favorite  of  heaven !  the  great  difco« 
verer  of  our  Irilh  Potofi  I 

Enter  Sullivan,  with  afack^  followed hy  feafantSm 

Sul.  Stop !  I  command  you  to  (lop,  in  the 
name  of  Mr.  Sullivan,  Poftmafter  of  Arklow,  and 
that's  myfelf.  I  feize  upon  all  your  ill-got  pebble* 
ftones  and  duft;  the  landlord  himfclf  defired  mc 
to  keep  the  mine  fafe  for  him. 

Frank.  Did  I  faith  ?  however.  Sir,  as  Pni  on 
the  fpot,  I'll  fave  you  the  trouble. 

SuL  What,  Billy!  Oh  then  King  Plutarch  has 
lent  you  up  with  this  cago  of  golden  curfes. 

Bil.  Sir,  do  you  forgive  me  for  trying  to  run 
away  with  Mifs,  and  the  w  ckcd  defender,  Red^ 
mond  O'Hanlon. 

Don.  It  is  a  duty  we  owe  our  country,  and  the 
happinefe  of  focicty,  to  punifli  thcfe  lawlefs  de-» 
predators. 

Frank.  And  yet,  Mr.  Donnybrook,  in  this 
land  of  abundance,  why  fhou'd  our  peafantry  Ian-' 
gpidi  in  fuch  lamentable  wreichcdncfs— were  we 
to  turn  our  attention  a  little  more  to  this,  inftead 
of  the  unhappy  neceflity  of  punKhitig  crimes,  wc 
might  prevent  their  coqfimiffion,  by  awakening 
them  froni  the  idknefs  of  (fcfpondency,  with  our 
countenance  and  protection,  and  rewarding  their 
labours  by  the  genial  and  cherifbing  encourage- 
ment of  kindncfs  and  humanity* 

Sul.  But  Sir  you  won't  fliut  us  out  of  the 
mine  till  we  get  enough  ^to  build  Arklow  into  a 
young  Dablin?  and  9ur  China  ware  and  our 

wooden 
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wooden  ware  fhall  be  all  gold,  and  we'll  have 
fuch  plenty  that  we'A  give  a  guinea  for  a  half- 
penny roll. 

Don.  A  good  Iri(h  plenty — ^as  grafs  w  given  to 
feed  the  native  flocks  that  bound  over  the  fur« 
face  of  the  earth,  fo  hath  Providence  fent  the 
ore  as  a  gift  to  the  poor  inhabitants  of  this  coun- 
try, therefore  they  fhall  have  the  ufe  of  it  till 
all  are  at  leali  bettered  in  their  circumftances : 
but  as  profufion  might  defiroy  a  greater  trea- 
|.^  fure,  induftry,  then  Til  enclofe  the  mine,  and 
each  man  muft  leave  gold-hunting,  and  return 
to  a  much  nobler  refcource — honeft  Labour. 

FINALE. 
Franklin. 

Hence  Care  and  Strife !  nor  damp  our  joy. 
Come  Friendfhip>  Mirth,  and  Love ; 

And  every  fordid  bafe  alloy 
Let's  from  our  bofom^  ihove. 

■ 

DONNYBROOK.      . 

For  was  our  Gold  but  Irifh  BnCs, 
Good  humour's  ftamp  can  make  it  pafs. 

With  a  fal  lal  la, 

Felix. 

To  London  town  our  Irifh  wags 

A  Fortune-hunting  run^ 
But  i(  with  heaps  of  ihining  bags 

Their  paltry  fouls  are  won 

Helen  ^i/i/ Rosa. 

If  Love  could  e'er  unite  with  gain. 
Come  lads  here  find  our  Golden  vein.  ^ 

With  a  fal  lal  la. 

Billt. 
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BiLLT. 

Fve  l^n*d  the  letters  in  the  bo^k. 
By  poil  you're  letcers  fent*     (t§  SuUi*94at) 

$ut  tUl  of  late  you're  fach  a  rook, 
Yott  knew  not  what  they  meant. 

Sullivan. 

All  Letters  nonfenfe  are  to  me, 
Sut  Letten  call'd  G^  0>  L>  D. 

With  a  fal  lal  la. 
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REMARKS 


Wb  like  a  bold,  bluff,  Bobadil  of  a  romaacer— not  a 
thoffling,  shamefaced,  son  of  eqaivocttiony  who  Just  hints 
a  lie,  and  hesitates  a  boancer ;  bat  a  fellow  of  excellent 
fancy  and  a  facing  of  briclc,  who,  in  scientific  phrase, 
JUon  every  competitor  with  his  fables,  and  hammers 
them  hard  with  some  such  asseveration  as  Major  Long- 
bow*8  **  Ton  my  soul  it  is  true  !  What  will  you  lay 
ifs  a  Ue  1" 

Such  a  one  is  a  jewel  in  society ;  he  puts  not  his 
bearers  to  the  torture  of  examining  details  and  calcu- 
lating possibilities.  We  nod  the  entertaining  fabulist 
our  silent  acquiescence,  and  anticipate  a  fresh  chapter 
of  wonders  with  calm  endurance  and  decent  gravity ;  a 
Species  of  homage  that  we  have  paid  to  few  authors 
bat  such  veracious  chroniclers  as  **  The  Wild  Irish 
Girl"  and  **  Baron  Munchausen." 

There  is  one  kind  of  conversation  which  most  people 

aim  at,  and  in  which  almost  every  one  fails ;  it  is  that  of 

Migry-teUing,    It  is  very  common  for  these  gentry  to  lay 

one  under  the  persecution  of  a  long  story»  and  be  as 

uach  in  earnest,    as  if  the  lives,  and  fortunes,  and 

felicity  of  the  three  kingdoms  depended  upon  it    A 

humour  most  unaccountable  I    that  a  man  should  be 

letting  off  words  for  an  hour  or  two,  with  a  very  inn<^ 
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cent  intenUoD,  and  aftei  be  hH  doiia  hii  best,  only 
make  himHlf  and  hia  companiODg  uneaij.  Storj-lellera 
may  be  divided  into  the  tJunt,  the  long  <nul  ituipid,  the 
detightful,  and  tbe  aomltrful  md  nanellinu.  Tbe  ihort 
ilirry-UtUr  is  be  wbo  telU  a  great  deal  in  a  fen  wordl ; 
nrho  engages  joui  attention,  pleaiea  yonr  imaginatioa, 
or  qnickly  provokea  jour  laugbtei.  Tbe  long  and  tn- 
tipy  ia  be  who  goes  plodding  on  in  a  heavy,  doll  rala- 
tiOD  of  unimportant  facls,  with  an  "  and  sa"  at  the  be- 
ginning o[  every  SHntence — and,  "  Is  makt  aAorl  qf  nn| 
itvy — and,  "  tu  I  il'oi  Maying,"  vrilb  a  fbreat  of  eiple- 
tivea  of  equal  signiScalion.  It  is  a  sad  thing,  when  men 
have  ueitlier  tbe  talent  of  speaking,  nor  tbe  discietian  of 
boldiog  tbeir  tongues  !  Tbe  delightfut  tloTy-ttUer  speaks 
not  a  word  too  much  or  too  little;  he  shows  a  gaud  nn- 
derstanding  and  a  pleasing  turn  ofnil,  and  is  more  am- 
bitions of  entertaining  his  bearers  than  of  being  ap- 
plauded himself.  Tbe  itondtrfyl  and  nuraeUniu  aton/- 
mongiT  is  fund  of  telling  such  things  as  no  man  alive 
can  believe.  This  humour  prevails  much  in  travellers; 
snob  as  have  seen  tbe  world,  as  tbe  phrase  is.  We 
happened  once  to  be  present  where  a  gentleman,  who 
had  travelled  Id  DamaBcus,  told  the  company  Chat  the 
btei  of  Ihal  conntry  were  as  big  at  iHrkiet.  '•  Pray, 
sir,"  said  another  gentleman  (begging  pardon  for  the 
question),  "  how  large  were  the  hictt?"  "  The  sane 
size  as  ours,"  replied  the  traveller.  "Very  strange!" 
said  the  other ;  "  bat  how  gat  they  into  Ibeir  hives  t" 
'■That's  none  of  mybasiness;  egad,  let  them  look  lo 
that  tktm*elvt»  I" 

And  we  aro  told  of  another,  who  desired  his  man 
Rubin  to  keep  close  to  his  ehair,  and  whenever  he  very 
mnch  exceeded  tbe  bounds  of  truth,  topnachbira.be- 
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hind,  that  he  might  correct  himself.  It  happened  one 
day  that  oar  Gascon  afSrmed  that  he  saw  a  monkey,  on 
the  island  of  Borneo,  which  had  a  tail  three  score  yards 
long.  Robin,  true  to  his  orders,  punched  his  master* 
*'  I  am  certain  it  was  fifty  at  least !"  Robin  punched 
him  again.  **  I  believe,  to  speak  within  compass,  it 
must  have  been  forty,  but  I  did  not  measure  it.**  Robin 
gav%  t'other  touch.  *'  I  remember  it  lay  over  a  quickset 
hedge,  and  therefore  could  not  be  less  than  thirty." 
Robin  at  him  again.  **  I  could  take  my  oath  it  was 
twenty!'  This  did  not  satisfy  Ao^tn ;  upon  which  the 
master  turned  round  in  a  passion,  and  cried,  '*  D — mn 
you  for  a  puppy  !  Would  you  have  the  monkey  without 
«ny  tail  at  all  1" 

\V  hether  ancient  chroniclers  looked  upon  the  story  of 
Peeping  Tom  as  fabulous,  we  cannot  say  ;  but  we 
have  not  been  able  to  meet  with  the  least  account  of  it 
in  any  of  our  £lnglish  authors — we  mean  those  who 
have  written  histories  in  that  tongue.  Leofrick,  or 
Leofricus,  Duke  of  Mercia,  or,  according  to  others, 
Earl  of  Chester,  is  indeed  mentioned  by  every  writer 
who  has  given  us  the  life  of  £dward  the  Confessor  ;  and 
the  Earl  is  described  by  most  of  them,  not  only  as  a 
brave  and  wise  general,  but  also  as  a  saint :  and  they 
add  that  he  died  at  an  advanced  age,  in  the  year  1057, 
and  the  fifteenth  of  King  Edward.  But  as  for  the  his- 
tory of  his  wife,  we  must  have  reference  to  Bromton, 
abbot,  in  whose  Latin  chronicle  are  recorded  the  most  IT^'RTC 

material  transactions  in  this  island,  from  the  year  688 
*->  1 198.     By  him,  Godiva  is  celebrated  as  one  of  the 

ost  pious  women  of  the  age,   and   he  gives  a  long 

'talogue  of  the  religious  houses  which  she  founded. 

lie  City  of  Coventry  at  that  time  groaned  under  very 
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heavy  taxes  that  they  paid  to  Leofiic  Godiva,  fleeing 
to  what  poverty  the  people  were  reduced  by  these  bur- 
thens and  exactions,  asked  her  husband  to  remit  them, 
which  he  woald  by  no  means  consent  to»  they  being  one 
of  the  most  profitable  branches  of  his  revenue ;  but  the 
Countess  still  pressing  him,  be  thought  to  silence  ber  at 
once,  by  declaring  that  he  never  would  do  it,  unless 
she  promised  to  ride  in  buff  from  one  end  of  the  city  to 
the  other — well  knowing  the  strict  virtue  of  his  wife, 
and  believing  her  modesty  would  never  permit  ber  to 
think  of  sach  a  thing.  But  she  having  a  fine  head  of 
hair,  distributed  it  over  ber  person  so  effectually  that 
her  modesty  suffered  no  offence. — ^Thas  far  Abbot 
Bromton.  But  at  Coventry  they  tell  another  story. 
"  Godiva,^*  say  they,  "  commanded  the  doors  and  win- 
dows of  every  house  to  be  shut  up,  while  she  was  riding 
through  the  city,  and  that  nobody  should  presume  to  look 
out  under  pain  of  death ;  and  a  poor  tailor,  who  would 
needs  be  peeping,  was  struck  blind."  In  commemo- 
ration of  which,  his  figure,  there  called  <*  The  Peeper," 
is  put  in  the  same  window  to  this  day ;  and  that  of  Lady 
Godiva  is  once  a  year  carried  in  procession  through 
every  street  in  Coventry. 

The  English  are  inordinate  lovers  of  traditionary  tales 
and  ballads  founded  on  popular  passages  in  history,  and 
the  more  marvellous  the  greater  their  passport  to  favour. 
Peeping  Tom  has  not  escaped  this  visitation  of  the  Muse. 
Wedded  to  immortal  verse,  the  curious  tailor  bids  fair 
to  live,  when  time  or  vandalism  shall  have  destroyed 
his  effigy,  that  still  greets  the  antiquary  in  the  far- 
famed  City  of  Coventry.  Tom  has  met  with  the  fate  of 
most  public  characters— not  only  is  he  condemned  to 
unwilling  immortality  in  merry  ballad,  but  he  is  made 
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to  Sgure  on  the  boards,  and  peep  throagh  a  long  series 
of  dramatic  annals,  till  time  and  the  stage  shall  be  no 
Bore.  The  playwright  has  done  him  far  greater  justice 
than  the  "  metre-ballad-monger ;"  and  his  scenic  re- 
presentatives have  been  actors  we  can  hardly  hope  to 
look  upon  the  like  again. 

This  farce  exhibits  the  frolics  of  Peeping  Tom,  the 
tricks  and  stratagems  of  a  concupiscent  old  Mayor,  and 
the  humours  of  Crazy,  a  superannuated  Beadle,  who 
remembers  Edward  the  Martyr,  glorious  Alfred,  and 
Canute  the  Dane.  The  Lady  6odiva  is  introduced, 
but  noi  on  horseback  ;  yet  surely,  in  the  present  state 
of  the  drama,  this  great  omission  of  the  author  might 
still  be  remedied,  and  a  steed  be  found,  an  actress 
to  ride  it,  and  audiences  to  applaud  so  unique  and 
novel  a  performance. 

His  worship  makes  love  to  Tom's  wife,  conceals  him- 
self, and  is  carried  away  in  a  hamper.  The  said 
hamper  (which  is  supposed  to  contain  wine)  is  brought 
back  again  by  Tom  into  the  Mayor's  house,  and  opened 
in  the  presence  of  the  magistrate's  lady.  His  worship 
resolves  to  have  a  sly  peep  at  the  procession  from  a  win- 
dow in  Tom's  house.  Tom  is  smitten  by  the  like  cu- 
riosity. They  encounter  each  other  just  as  Lady 
Godiva  is  "  turning  the  corner."  The  magistrate  ac- 
cuses Tom  of  the  flagitious  act  of  peeping,  and  the 
tailor  is  sentenced  to  be  hanged.  The  secret  of  the 
hamper,  however,  transpires — the  treacherous  func- 
tionary is  deposed — Tom  receives  full  pardon  from  the 
Earl,  and  is  appointed  Mayor  of  Coventry. 

The  gesticulation  of  Edwin,  in  the  scene  relativ^to 
the  procescion  of  Lady  Oodiva,  is  pronounced  bjT  ^ose 
who  beheld  that  masterly  performance,  most  w  ^ij^erfal  t 
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He  was  meretricioaB  without  cotnenesB.  The  varied 
workings  of  his  imagination,  from  the  first  engendering 
of  his  curiosity,  to  the  volaptoous  burst  of,  "  Talk  cf  « 
etromUum  !**  was  an  instance  of  a  conception  as  perfect, 
and  of  execution  as  fitly  managed,  as  Oarrick  himself 
could  exhibit  in  the  aenith  of  his  fame,  when  his  powers 
triumphed  over  all  competition.  For  many  joyous 
seasons  at  the  LiUU  Theatre  in  the  HaymariLet  was 
"  Peeping  Tom**  a  standing  dish  of  mirth.  Every  con- 
temporary play-goer  must  have  seen  Bannister,  and 
beard  him  sing  ^  The  lUtU  farthing  Ruskliglu;'  that 
he  was  wont  to  introduce  and  chaunt  with  such  un- 
approachable humour.  Harley  displays  much  of  his 
great  mastoids  whim.  Without  Bannister,  we  mig^t 
perchance  have  had  a  doik  of  Harley— but  not  the 
identical  Jaekf  who  so  often  reminds  us  of  his  f ever-to- 
be-forgotten  original. 


We    have  to  record   the    death    of  that  dramatic 
Patriarch,   John   0*Keefie,  who    died   on   Monday, 
February  4,  18S8,  at  Bedford  Cottage,  Southampton, 
in  the  86th  year  of  his  age. 
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PEEPIMG  TOM.— Black  serge  doublet  and  trunks, 
puffed  wits  orange— orange  hose — ^ruff— russet  shoes- 
little  hat  and  feather. 

MAYOR.  OF  COVENTRY.— Gray  and  crimson 
doublet — triiiks — mayor's  red  cloak  and  chain— red 
hose — rusBlsboes— bat  to  match 

HAROLD. — Green  tunic  and  hose,  trimmed  with 
yellow  br^d — ^russet  shoes — hat  to  match — sword  and 
belt. 

CRAZm — Green  doublet — red  cloak — orange  panta- 
loons, will  puffs — hat  to  match — russet  shoes,  with  red 
and  greenrosettes. 

EARL  |)F  MERCIA. — Black  velret  and  crimson 
tonic— cldpik — cap— red  hose— russet  shoes. 

COUNf*  LEWIS.— Crimson  tunic— ydlow  hose- 
white  cloak,  richly  embroidered. 

X»ord«.-4-Gray,  green,  and  blue  ibid* 

Mob:—^TOvm  tunics— fleshings— caps,  &c. 

MAUlL— Black  Telvet  trimmed  with  point  lace- 
lace  aprc^ — ^witch's  hat 

EMMA^White  satin,  point  lace  and  beads. 

MAYORESS.— Black  velvet,  trimmed  with  pink 
and  point  pee — hat  to  match — kerchief-— apron — ruffles. 

LADY|^0DIVA.— Blue  satin  and  point  lace— head- 
diess  of  blBads  and  point  lace — ruffles. 
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STAGE  DIRECTIONS. 


The  Condiicton  of  this  Work  print  no  Plays  bnt  those  which  they 
have  seen  'icted.  the  Stage  JHreetUmt  are  given  from  their  own 
person^  obMrvations,  daring  the  most  recent  performances. 

IWir**;  L.  Left  ;  D.  P.  Door  in  Flat ;  R.  D.  Right 
L  L^t  Door  ;  S.  E.  Second  Entrance  ;  U.  E.  Vvper 
K.  I).  MiddU  Door. 

ht;  U  Left;  0.  Centire  ;  R.  C.  BigU  qf  Centre  s 

'entre, 

i»  supposed  to  be  on  the  Stage,facii^  the  Audience, 
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OR, 

OUR  WAY  IN  FRANCE. 


'  ^  IN  THREE  ACTS. 


tt 


I  PERFORMED    AT   THB 

HEATRE-ROYAL,  COVENT-GARDEN, 

IN    1784. 


TH|  MUSIC  By  Mr.  shield, 

n 


vot.  n.  ce 


DRJMjms  PERSONJS, 


Lord  Winlove,  ••.♦.... Mr.  Ifici,ED«w, 

Colonel  £paalette,  Mr.  Wbwitzei^, 

Sir  John  Ball, Mr.  Wilson. 

Tallyho,   Mr.  Edwin. 

Henry,  ...^...— ;.  *Mr.  Johnstone; 

Lackland,  Mr.  Lewis. 

Lapoche,  Mr.  Quick« 

Robin, «..•......, • >  Mr*  jRock. 

Lady  Bull,  Mrs.  Webb. 

Rofa,  ..^ Mrs. BiLLiNCT0N» 

CeHa, ..•••• ** ^ifs  Wheeler. 

Mifs  Dol]y  Bull,  , Mrs.  Mattocks;  " 

Mrs.  Cafey, Mrs.  Kennedy, 

Nannette,  Mrs.  Martyr. 


Scene,  F^ntainehUau  in  Franc0^ 
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SCENE    I. 


A  Street. — Sign  of  the  Fleur  de  Lys  on  one  fide^  tbi 
Britijh  Lion  on  the  other. — Bells  ring. 

J>  Enter  Mks.  Casky  and  iG:  Waiter. 

Mrs.  Casey. 

C^OME  Bob,  what  are  you  about  boy  ?  the 
company  tumble  in  upon  us  like  fmoke— quick 
are  all  the  cooks  at  work  ? 

I  ft  ff^ait.  Yes,   Ma'am.    {Ml  rings)  coming  I 
coming!  [Exit. 

LacL  (without)  You  fcoundrel  Pll  teach  yott 
'  to  talk  to  a  gentleman  ! 

;d  PFait.  (without)  Oh  very  well,  very  well.  Sir. 
'  Irs.  C.  Hey  day ! 

c  c  ss  Enter 
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Enter  id  Waiter. 

What's  the  matter  now  ? 

2d  Wait.  Only  Mr,  Lackland,  Ma'ara.  Yon 
know  you  ordered  me  to  keep  the  Globe  for  the 
large  company,  there  he  takes  pofleflion  of  it< 
and  tho'  I ,  told  him  it  was  befpoke,  he  wou'd 
dine  no  where  elfe;  orders  a  bottle  of  Cham- 
paigne^  and  becaufe  I  clidn't  fly  with  it,  kick'd 
me  down  flairs^  tho'  I  bawl'd  out  coming  upj 
Sir. 

Mrs.  C  Champaigne !  and  not  a  louis  in  his 
pocket !  d'ye  hear,  tell  Mr.  Lackland,  it's  my 
defire  he  quits  the  houfe. 

fTait.  Your  defxre !  Ecod  Madam,  he  faid 
he'd  make  you  bounce. 

Mrs.  C.  Make  me  bounce!  A  fliabby,  fpung- 
ing — without  a  fecond  coat  the  fellow's  as  proud 
as  a  Gal  way  Merchant. — Make  me  bounce  in  my 
own  houfe  !  pretty  w^ll  that,  upon  my  honor  ! 

Lack,  (without)  Here  waiters  ! 

Mrs.  C.  Run,  don't  you  hear  ? 

Lack,  (without)  Where  is  that  infernal  ■ 

Wait.  Infernal !  that's  you  Ma'am  he's  calling. 

Lack,  (without)  Come  here  you  rafcal ! 

Mrs.  C.  Hufli!  here  he  is.  [Exit  Waiter. 

Becaufe  I'm  a  lone  woman,  he  thinks  to  impofc 
upon  me 

Enter  Lacklanih 

Lack.  Landlady,  your  attendance  is  Ihameful ! 
Mrs.  C.  Why  the  truth  is.  Sir,  my  waiters 
have  enough  to  do,  if  they  propcjrly  attend  on 
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ACT  I. 

SCENE  I.— it  View  of  Stoke  Green, 

Enier  Count  Lewis,  Emma,  and  Attendants^  r. 

Emtna,  (c.)  I  can  scarce  believe  I  am  safe ;  bat  where's 
that  yoang  peasant  that  rescoed  me  ? 

Lew,  That  young  fellow  behaved  very  well — he  did 
indeed,  my  lovely  Emma — bat  you  are  safe  now.  I  give 
you  joy. 

Emma,  Give  me  joy — no,  that  you  never  shall— 

Lew,  Now  you  are  angry;  but  when  we  are  mar- 
ried— 

Emma,  You  and  I  married !  that  we  never  shall. 

Lew,  Oh !  that  will  be  fine  indeed,  to  be  forced  from 
Normandy — Your  father,  the  Earl  of  Mercia,  says,  you. 
Count  Lewis,  shall  wed  my  daughter  Emma — But  the 
enemy  of  all  sport,  a  wicked  Dane,  darted  like  a  raven- 
ous falcon  on  you,  my  pretty  little  dove,  and  because  I 
would  not  fight,  you  will  not  marry  me — Now  if  I  did, 
i  might  be  Idll^,  and  you  would  not  be  married. 

Emma,  To  run  away,  and  not  even  draw  your  sword. 

Lew*  It  is  ill  manners  to  draw — in  the  presence  of  the 

dies. 

Emma,  To  be  sure  you're  a  gallant  champion  for  the 

lies. 

Lew,  I  love  the  ladies — and  love  myself— for  the  la- 
dies' sake. — Besides  the  Danes  are  a  barbarous  enemy, 
and  I  made  a  vow  never  to  encounter  a  Dane. 

Emma,  Here  comes  my  benefactor  and  deliverer. 

Enter  Harold,  r. 
Har,  Madam,  I  have  chastised  the  villains  that  have 
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tfait.  Ma'am,  there's  a  Paris 
the  mafter  of  the  Lilly  of  France 
them  already. 

Mrs.  C.  Then  he  fliall  foon  quit  hi 
he  fliall,  as  fure  as  my  name  is  Mrs.  C— 
A)  you  go  and  try  to  bring  them  this  way 
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dared  ta  insnlt  you,  bat  hope  yoa  have  received  no 
hurt? 

Emnuu  [CroMtnir  to  r.]  Thanks  to  yoar  kindneaa— 4>at 
what  is  your  name  ? 

Har,  William,  madam. 

Emma,  William— while  I  am  here  in  Coventry,  this 
token  will  remind  yon,  who  it  is  yoa  have  obliged. 

Lew.  (l.)  And,  yoang  man,  if  you  were  a  little  more 
polished,  i  would  prefer  you  to  be  squire,  to  my  lady 
wife  here. 

Emma,  Your  wife  f  never.  [Exit  Harold,  a. 

Lew.  Never;  Oh, I  will  go,  and  tell  your  father— 
Oh!  I—  lExit,u 

Emma,  No,  nothing  shall  ever  unite  me  to  a  creatare 
so  contemptible.  [JSxnmi  Emma  and  AttendaiUs,  l. 

SCENE  II.— 2^  Street. 

Enter  Harold,  r. 

Har,  Charming  Emma,  when  she  knows  me  to  be 
Harold,  the  son  of  Earl  Goodwin,  her  father^s  professed 
enemy,  my  blooming  hopes  will  be  blasted  in  the  birth. 

Enter  Peeping  ToM,/oI{oi0ed  by  the  Mob, 

Tom,  Is  any  body  here  ?  joy !  joy  t  huzsa ! 

Har,  For  what? 

Tom.  Because  Earl  Goodwin  and  his  sons  are  ba- 
nished. 

Har,  [Ande.]  My  father,  myself,  and  my  brother 
banished. 

Tom,  Husza !  Bishop  Dunstan  has  commanded  King 
Edward,  to  command  the  Earl,  to  command  the  Mayor, 
to  command  roe,  to  make  proclamation  at  the  cross,  that 
the  Earl  Goodwin  and  his  sons  are  traitors  in  the  land— 
and  I  am  now  going  to  do  the  job— come  along,  good 
folks — God  bless  the  king,  and  the  crier,  knights,  yeo- 
men, young  and  old  men^'Women  and  children— O  yes^ 
— O  yes  !  [Exeunt  Peejjniig  Tom  and  the  Mob,  a. 

Hot,  Shall  I  venture  into  the  town  ?  if  once  Emma 
returns  to  her  father's  castle,  probably  I  may  never  see 
her  again :  she  is  lodged  here  in  the  Mayor's  house.  If 
I  am  known  to  be  Harold,  it  is  instant  death ;  but  life 
without  my  Emma  is  not  worth  my  care.     *      [Sxi^)  ^ 


tf  - 


rf 


Enter  Lacklanih 

ady,  your  attendance  is  Ihameful ! 

y  the  truth  is.  Sir,  my  waiters 

do,  if  they  propcjrly  attend  on 

folks 


III.]       PEEPING   TOM  OF  COTENTRY. 


16 


I  Ill.^il  Chamffer^  Boon  in  ikg  Flai,  R.  and  l.— 

JSiiter  Maud  and  the  Mayor,  l. 

I.  Nay,  now,  don't  I  tell  your  worship  yon  know, 
on  beUeve  any  such  thing.  Lord,  what  will  the 
ly,  to  see  his  honour  the  Mayor  of  Coventry  make 
with  Tom  the  tailor's  wife  ? 

Let  me  hear  them  talk,  and  Fll  set  them  in  the 
-Zounds!  dare  they  censnre  a  magistrate — Let 
them  wink,  and  there's  the  ducking-stool — for  a 
e  cage— inuendo,  the  pillory — and  for  a  malicious 
r,  fife  hundred  twirls  in  the  whirligig. 
U  You  know,  your  worship,  I  was  yirtuous — you 

was  forced  to  leave  madam,  your  wife*s  service, 
*  I  would  not  let  yon — you  know  I  would  not  be 
y  with  you,  and  sooner  than  do  so— I  was  forced 
up  with  Tom,  who,  though  a  tailor,  was  honest! 

Ay !  Tom's  a  rogue  I 
L  A  rogue,  and  like  your  worship ! — Why,  he  is 
a  magistrate — ^was  not  he  a  parish  clerk,  beadle, 
Lton  at  one  time ;  and  is  he  not  now  overseer  and 
warden  1 

Ay — but  who  made  him  all  this  t  He  was  no 
han  a  clown  till  I  took  him  under  my  wing. 
U  He's  certainly  a  little  beholden  to  your  wor- 

Oh !  he  owes  it  all  to  your  pretty  face,  Maud — 
ill  for  your  sake,— your  beauty — for  you  have 
>n8  of  all  sorts— -why  you  have  got  a  beadle  in 
ched  dimple— a  constable^s  staff  in  that  pretty 
Em  overseer  in  that  hazel  eye — a  churchwarden 
)  auburn  locks— and  a  pair  of  plump  aldermen  in 
iting  bosom. 
(.  Oh !  lord,  I  did  not  think  I  was  such  a  great 

Yes,  you  are,  indeed  you  are.  Talk  of  Godiva, 
I's  new-married  lady,  and  his  daughter  Emma ! 

I  will  wager  that  smile  against  the  whole  king- 
Mercia — Egad !  if  those  stars  were  to  twinkle  in 
irt  of  Gloster,  King  Edward  would  soon  forget 

of  chastity. 

DUET— TA£  Mayor  and  Maud. 

The  deuce  a  one  but  you,  pretty  Maud, 
I  love  indeed  'tis  true,  pretty  Maud, 
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One  kisSf  nay  prithee  hash, 
Maud,     I  vow  you  make  me  blush ; 
May*       Like  a  rose-bud  in  a  bash,  pretty  Mand. 

Ifovd.     Do  let  me  go  away,  Mr.  Mayor, 

What  will  the  people  say,  Mr.  Mayor  ? 

May»       Let  them  prattle  as  they  will, 
Of  love  I'll  have  my  fill, 
Like  a  dove  1*11  coo  and  bill ; 

Mawi,     Yoo  shall  not  coo  and  bill,  Mr.  Mayor. 

May.       Pretty  Mand,  pretty  Mand, 

By  all  that's  great  and  grand,  pretty  Man 
Golden  chain,  and  lily  wand,  pretty  Mauc 

Maxtd.     *Tis  all  of  Uttle  nse. 

Chain  and  wand  I  must  refose, 
For  the  thimble,  needle,  goose, 
Mr.  Mayor,  Mr.  Mayor. 

Enter  Pbbpimo  Tom,  luttmng^  l.  d.  p. 

Maud.  I  tell  yon  what  now,  Mr.  Mayor,  yon 
not  talk  to  me  in  that  way  any  more ;  tbat^s  what 
shall  not. 

Afay.  But  I  will— I  will  tell  you  what— I  will 
upon  you  by  and  by— do  not  be  out — I  know  Tom 
be  ringing  bis  bells. 

Maud.  Lord,  your  honor,  if  your  lady  should  kno 

ilfay.  My  lady,poh!  poh!  she's  at  home,  God  I 
her,  let  her  stay  there. 

Maud,  Ay,  but  then  the  neighbours— 

May.  Neighbours! — the  pillory — the  stocks- 
whirligig. — 1*11  tell  you,  Maud,  111  send  you  a  prf 
of  some  French  wine,  that  I  had  from  Count  Lewis ; 
egad  we'll  be  so  snug  and  so  comfortable.  Yo 
home,  and  I'll  be  with  you  by  and  by. 

Tom.  [^Li8tening,'\  My  wife  will  be  a  Mayor  soon 
I  shall  be  an  alderman. 

[^Advances,  a.  unseen  by  the  Mayor — lays  hold  oj 
wife,  pushes  her  outy  and  takes  her  place. 

May,  I'll  send  you  the  wine,  and  there's  somethio 
buy  a  bit  of  dinner.  [Gives  Tom  mo 

Tom,  I'm  obliged  to  your  worship. 

May,  [Surmised  at  seeing  Tom  instead  o/MaudJ]  T 
ay,  ay,  now  do  you  do,  Tom— how  do  you  do,  hov 
you  do  ? 
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ady,  your  attendance  is  fhameful ! 
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Pretty  well,  I  thank  your  worship  y — bnt,  sir,  u 
a  corporation  dinner  ? 

No,  no.  [AtideJ]  What  the  devil  brings  this  fel- 
re?  Pray  have  not  yoa  a  ringing  to-day  at  the 
Warwick,  Tom. 

Oh  yes,  we  jingle  a  peal  of  triple  bobs,  for  a  leg 
on  and  trimmings. 

[ilstde.]  Egad,  thafs  very  lucky,  1  shall  have 
kll  to  myself.    Tom,  you  are  a  good  ringer 

Pretty  well,  sir. 
.  Yes,  you  are,  Tom,  yoa  are— you  will  certainly 
!ind  your  bells,  Tom — Do  not  neglect  going,  you'll 
ly  win,  Tom. — But  what  brought  yon  to  me  now, 

,  Though  merry  I  be,  I  never  was  so  treated  in 
.  Why,  you  know  our  old  mad  Grassy,  the  beadle, 
(ht  he  might  make  some  blunder  in  proclaiming 
clamation  of  Earl  Goodwin  and  his  sons  as  trai- 
•  I  took  the  bell  and  rung  the  people  all  about  me, 
sre  1  stood  like  a  hen  and  chickens,  hut  I  no 
cried  O  yes !  O  yes !  than  I  heard  a  voice  like  a 
in  the  marshes,  screaming  out,  O  no !  O  no !  and 
lould  this  be,  but  Old  Crazy  ;  for  I  having  got  the 
tU,  be  hobbled  with  the  'pothecary's  pestle  and 
,  and  clattered  with  such  a  devil  of  a  noise,  folks 
lot  hear,  and  because  I  told  him  to  be  quiet,  he 
me  and  tripped  up  the  leg  of  old  Corporal  Stand* 
mbled  over  Kit  the  tinker,  and  overturned  father 
f ,  the  fat  friar,  and  has  mauled  my  nose  in  this 
r — look — he  fit  for  an  office,  indeed|  an  old  dri- 

Why,  yon  most  impudent  of  all  rascals,  who 

Why,  sir,  you  are  the  Mayor  of  Coventry. 
.  And  did  not  I  appoint  him  beadlo  1 

Why,  lord  sir,  he  is  so  infirm,  that  when  he 
at  the  church  door  with  the  poor's  box,  his  hands 
M>,  that  the  gentlefolks'  charity -farthings  fall  out 
)ox — why  he  has  not  one  of  his  twelve  senses  left 
scratching. 

Sirrah,  he  has  all  bis  talents  about  him — he's 
devilish  shrewd  fellow. 

Yes,  he  is  a  man  of  sharp  talons,  as  my  nose  can 

Oh!  here  he  comes. 
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Enter  Crazy,  l. 

Crtu  Yoa  a  Mayor— tbere^s  a  fig  for  your  crown  and 
Rceptre. 

Tom.  There,  your  worship,  the  fellow  has  made  a 
king  of  you. 

Cra.  Tell  me  of  kings — I  that  have  seen  Edward  the 
Martyr,  the  glorious  Alfred,  and  Canute  the  Great ! 

Tom,  Yes,  but  did  Canute  the  Great  give  you  antho* 
rity  to  scratch  my  nose  ? 

Cra.  I'll  Canute  you — I  that  have  been  beadle  here 
ever  since  the  days  of  Edmond  Ironside. 

Tom.  Ay,  and  a  devilish  clever  fellow  he  was. 

Cra.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

Tom.  I  mean  that  you  are  carsed  shabby  about  the 
noddle, — you  have  lived  a  great  while. 

May,  (c.)  Come,  be  quiet,  Tom — here  I  command  you 
to  read  the  proclamation — now  show  him  you  can  pro- 
claim it  right — mind  in  King  Edward^s  name,  you  are  to 
offer  a  reward  of  five  hundred  marks,  to  any  man  that 
will  bring  in  Goodwin,  Earl  of  Warwick,  dead  or  a]i?e. 

Cra.  Yes,  I  will.  This  is  to  give  notice,  that  by 
command  of  Earl  Goodwin,  King  Edward  shall  ha?e 
five  hundred  marks  for  bringing  in  the  head  of  the 
Mayor  of  Coventry,  dead  or  alive. 

Tom,  That  sensible  fellow  has  made  a  pretty  procla- 
mation, 

Cra.  Now,  an't  I  an  old  chaunter. 

May,  Yes — I'll  trost  you  with  the  public  affairs,  but 
you  shall  have  nothing  to  do  with  mine. 

Tom,  So — between  the  magistrate  and  his  deputy,  the 
affairs  of  the  public  are  likely  to  fare  well— he  has  not 
sense  enoagh  to  help  you  in  your  love  affairs  with  the 
girls,  as  he  used  to  do. 

3lay.  lAside.']  1*11  try  him.  [Apart  to  Crazy.]  Cannot 
keep  Tom  from  going  home  ? 

Cra,  What,  you  are  going  to  Maud?  Well,  I  will,  I 
will. 

May.  Mind  your  bells,  Tom,  mind  your  bells. 

Tom.  I  will. 

TRIO— ToM,  Crazy,  and  the  Mayor. 

Tom.  Merry  are  the  bells. 

And  merry  do  they  ring. 
Cro.  Merry  was  myself,  and  merry  could  I  aing. 
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Chorus.  Merry  to  your  diog<dong,  happy,  gay,  and  free; 
Merry  with  a  sing-songy  merry  let  us  be. 

May.  Waddle  goes  your  gait. 

Tom,  Hollow  are  your  hose. 

May.  Noddle  goes  your  pate, 

Tom.  And  purple  is  your  nose. 

Chorus,  Merry  is  your  ding-dong,  happy,  gay,  and  free. 
And  with  a  merry  sing-song,  merry  let  us  be. 

{^Exeunt,  l. 

SCENE   l\, --Peeping    Tom*8    House,    High    Street, 

Coventry, 

Enter  Maud,  r. 

Maud.  There  never  was  a  young  woman  so  beset  as  I 
am  by  his  worship.  If  I  tell  Tom,  there*s  a  quarrel, 
and  then  there's  no  staying ;  for  in  Coventry  the  mayor 
has  such  a  power  of  interest — l^ve  a  great  mind  to  tell 
madam,  his  lady.  Now  I  will  be  quit  of  him  one  way 
or  other  for  his  bad  opinion  of  me,  that  I  >vill.  When 
people  get  up  a  little  in  the  world — Lord,  they  think 
there's  nothing  but  to  use  poor  folks  as  they  please. 
Hang  the  town — how  is  my  Tom  altered  since  I  came 
into  it. 

SONG.— Maud. 

What  pleasure  to  think  on  the  times  we  have  seen, 
*Twas  May-day  I  first  saw  my  Tom  on  the  green  j 
So  neat  was  I  drest,  and  sprightly  a  mien, 
A  king  was  my  love,  and  I  was  his  queen. 

The  garland  presented  by  Tommy — 

From  the  hands  of  my  Tommy. 

A  side-look  I  stole  at  my  lover  by  chance. 
Which  straight  he  returned  with  so  tender  a  glance ; 
My  heart  leaped  with  joy  when  I  saw  him  advance. 
And  well  uid  L  guess  'twas  to  lead  off  the  dance. 

For  none  danc'd  so  neat  as  my  Tommy  ; 

In  all  things  complete  was  my  Tommy. 

Maud,  Oh  !  here  comes  the  wicked  mayor. 

Enter  the  Mayor,  and  two  Countrymen  with  a  hamper. 

May.  Now,  here— bring  the  hamper  this  way— bring 
it  along— make  haste— there,  now  get  along  with  you. 

^Drives  the  two  men  out,  l,. 
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Maud.  [A9ide.'\  What  shall  I  do? 

May.  Come  along— come,  there,  get  along  1  Now  to 
bolt  the  door.  [Fastens  the  doar^  l. 

Maud.  lAside,"]  I  9m  undone  1  No  creature  in  the 
house  but  myself.  He  must  not  know  that,  or  he  may  be 
immodest,  indeed. 

May,  Egad,  here  I  am,  Maud — and  Tom  is  abroad 
with  the  ringers,  practising  his  bells.  Here  am  I — but, 
you  little  rogae,  how  nicely  you  gave  roe  the  slip  just 
now. 

Maud,  I  ask  your  pardon,  but  you  know  f  must  obey 
my  husband.     Why  would  you  bring  me  all  this  wine  f 

May.  All  under  the  rose.  You  shall  treat  me  with  a 
glass ;  it  will  make  your  veins  thrill — your  cheeks  glow 
— your  bosom  pant — your  heart  beat— your  eyes  sparkle 
with  love  and  rapturo ! 

Maud,  Lord,  sir  !  will  wine  bewitch  a  body  so 

May,  Yes,  it  will.  Do  you  know  that  Love  has  sum- 
moned you  before  me  as  a  witch  ?  And,  by  the  virtue  of 
my  authority,  1  commit  you  to  these  arms ! 

Maud.  Oh,  sure  your  worship  is  a  little  maddish ! 

May.  I  am  at  this  time  hb  mad  a  magistrate  as  ever 
devoured  a  haunch  of  venison. 

Maud.  Nay,  now,  do  not  talk  that  way  to  me  now— 
do  not,  now  !  [A  loud  kuocking  ai  tke  door,  l. 

Tom.  [WUkouty  L.]  Maud!  Maud!  why  have  you 
bolted  the  door  t 

Maud,  That's  my  Tom  ! 

May.  Where  shall  Igof 

Mtutd,  Oh,  Lord!  if  he  sees  you— 

May.  I'll  go  up-stairs. 

Mtmd,  You  must  not,  indeed,  he  will  go  up  there. 

May.  What  shall  i  do  t  Oh,  my  reputation  !  Hide 
me,  hide  me  somewhere  ! 

Maud,  Suppose  you  hide  in  this  hamper  that  brought 
the  wine. 

May,  Oh,  excellent!  right  woman  for  invention, 
laith  !  [Gets  into  the  hamper,  c. 

Tom,  Why  don't  you  open  the  door,  Maud? 

Maud.  Vm  coming,  I'm  coming,  Tom. 

Tom,  [Pushes  open  the  door.]  Why  the  deuce  did  you 
bolt  the  door,  Maud  ?    Now  1  have  broke  the  bolt. 

Maud.  Because  I  was  alone,  and  one  cant  tell  what 
might  happen  to  a  body.  But  what  brought  yon  home, 
Tom  f 
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Tom,  Why,  graadnewsf 

Maud,  NewB ! 

Tom.  Yes ;  there  is  his  lordship  the  Earl  of  Mercia 
coming  to  our  town — and  there*8  the  wedding  liveries  to 
be  finished — and  yon  are  to  pay  your  honours  to  the 
bride  before  she  leaves  the  mayor's  house,  and  goes  back 
to  the  castle.  I  have  won  the  wager,  Maud,  at  the 
Guy  of  Warwick, 

Maud*  Have  yon? 

Tom.  I  have  won  it,  tol  de  rol — I'm  come  home  half 
fuddled  with  joy — Y\\  now  go  and  see  how  the  clothes 
go  on.     What  hamper  is  that,  Maud  1 

Maud*  Oh,  that ! Ay,  thafs  a  hamper  of  wine  that 

the  mayor  desires  you  to  see  left  safe  at  home,  and  de- 
livered to  madam,  his  lady. 

Tom,  Wine  !  (),  I'll  carry  it  immediately.  As  I  am 
an  officer,  I  should  do  the  mayor*s  business. 

Maud.  So  you  should,  Tom — for  the  mayor  is  willing 
enough  to  do  your  business. 

Tom,  I'll  see  the  hamper  delivered  to  none  but  his  lady. 

Maud,  [A»ide,'\  Egad,  you'll  trim  his  worship  neatly. 

Tom,  You  are  a  happy  wife  to  have  so  clever  a 
husband  as  I  am — such  a  rare  husband,  Maud ! 

Maud,  And  you  have  a  rare  wife  of  me,  if  you  knew 
all.  Lord,  what  good  spirits  you've  come  home  in, 
Tom! 

Tom,  How  loving  good  cheer  makes  a  body  ! 

SONG Tom, 

Egad,  we  had  a  glorious  feast ! 

So  good  in  kind,  so  nicely  drest, 

Our  liquor  too  was  of  the  best — I'll  tell  you  ; 

One  leg  of  mutton,  two  fat  geese. 

With  beans  and  bacon,  ducks  and  peas, 

In  short,  we'd  every  thing  to  please — the  belly. 

The  clock  struck  twelve  in  merry  chime, 

The  priest  said  grace  in  Saxon  rhyme. 

Says  I,  to  me  this  is  no  time — for  playing. 

The  room  was  full  when  I  came  in. 

But  soon  I  napkin'd  up  my  chin. 

With  knife  and  fork  I  now  begin— to  lay  in. 

The  curate,  who  at  such  a  rate 

Of  dues  and  tithe-pigs  used  to  prate, 

In  silence  sat  behind  his  plate — a  peeping. 
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Most  churchmen  like  the  Ticar,  too, 

A  shepherd  to  his  flock  below, 

Like  any  wolf,  good  matton  now — was  deep  in. 

We  nodded  health,  for  no  one  spoke, 

The  cloth  roU'd  off,  we  crack'd  a  joke, 

And  drunk  the  king,  and  sang,  and  smoked  tobacco. 

Oar  reck'ning  out,  they  call  a  whip, 

1  steals  my  hat  and  home  I  trip, 

My  pretty  Maud>  your  irelvet  lip— to  smack  O. 

lExeunt^  u, 

SCENE  V.—The  Mo^'m  Hona. 

Emma  dUewered  sUeping^,  a. 

Entar  Harold,  l. 

Har.  The  people  of  this  town  are  all  running  after 
news,  mobs,  and  proclamations.  It  u  bold  of  rae  te 
venture  here,  even  into  the  mayor's  house,  when  a  price 
is  set  upon  my  head  by  command  of  the  earl.  Cruel  fate ! 
But  1  will  see  Emma  again,  though  at  the  risk  of  my 
life — Oh  !  what,  my  lovely  Emma  sleeping !  8we«t 
emblem  of  innocence  !  [Reiiret  up, 

Tom.  I  Without,]  There,  leave  the  hamper  of  wine  till 
I  find  out  madam,  the  mayoress. 

Eater  Tom,  l. 

Where  the  plague  are  all  the  servants  f  O  dear !  oh ! 
oh!  there  is  young  Lady  Emma  taking  a  nap  after 
dinner.  Egad,  those  great  folks  eat  so  hearty  of  so 
many  dishes^She  looks  so  rosy,  and  for  all  the  world 
like  a  pretty  picture.  What  a  charming  landscape!  1 
fancy  you  great  folks  never  snore — even  Maud  does  not 
snore  mach.  Perhaps  she's  dreaming.  I  dreamed  once 
I  should  be  extoUM  above  the  whole  town,  by  the 
means  of  a  great  lady.  May  be  this  is  my  lucky 
minute.  What  if  I — Oh,  dear!  I've  a  great  mind— 
Egad,  rU  give  her  a  kiss — I  will.  [Harold  advtmcei 
and  dram$  kU  Mword — Tom  faU$  on  hu  knees,  l.]  I'm 
dead! 

ifor.  (r.  c.)  Tom,  you  are  the  only  person  that  has 
seen  me  enter  here:  betray  me,  and  here  is  instant 
death — assist  me,  and  here  is  the  means  of  living  well. 

[Skowt  a  jntrm, 

Tom,  Sir,  1  always  choose  to  live  well — because— 
because — I  am  a  good  Christian. 
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;e  year  choice— gold  or  steeL 

d  is  a  very  pretty  thing ;  I  am  out  of  conceit 

since  last  Monday,  when  1  run  the  needle 

mb. 

len  she  wakes,  give  her  this  ring ;  and  if  she 

^U  her  the  owner  is  at  hand.         IRetireM,  L. 

I,  sir,  I'll  tell  her  it's  in  the  owner's  hands. 

toward*  Emma,  who  rises.']  Madam  !  A 
gentleman,  lAside]  an  ill-looking  cobbler- 
civility,  and  a  sword  to  my  throat,  said — 

good    as    to   show   that   lady  this   ring— 
I  villain — you  dog — give  her  this. 
That  ring  1  gave  my  benefactor,  my  dear,  my 
r^illiam. 

ivaneing,  c]  Heavens !  what  do  I  hear  f 
oing  off  and  peepimg.']  Oh,  oh!— well,  1  will 
ry  the  hamper  to  the  mayoress.    Oh^  ho ! — I 
—oh  I  well— what's  that  to  Tom  ?    Ay,  oh  ! 
>h !— oh,  oh !  lExit  Tom,  L. 

idam,  if  I  am  so  happy  as  to  hold  a  place  in 
tons,  while  I  acknowledge  your  condescen- 
it  me  to  say,  it  reflects  no  dishonour  on  your 
r  in  poor  William  the  peasant  yon  behold 
D  to  Goodwin,  Earl  of  Kent — and  happy  only 
ted  by  the  father  of  her  he  loves, 
s  it  possible !  Are  you  Harold,  for  whose  life 
nation  b  out !  Oh,  heavens  !  if  you  are  dis- 
ou  are  lost,  and  1  miserable, 
arming  Emma!  that  tender  anxiety  for  my 
ards  a  life  of  exile ;  but  this  evening  is  ap- 
'  the  celebration  of  your  nuptials  with  the 
is  moment  the  equipage  is  on  the  road  to  con- 
ray  to  the  castle. 

3b,  heavens !  doom'd  to  a  wretch  1  despise, 
ast  tomy  honour,  madam,  and  1  will  instantly 
I  to  my  father's  court :  thus  you  will  avert  the 
storm  ;  and  there,  in  safety,  yon  may  deter- 
ge of  him  who  adores  you. 
[t  would  be  ungrateful  to  distrust  your  sin- 
ssign  myself  entirely  to  your  protection.  Free 
is  odious  match  with  Count  Louis,  and  it  will 
ir  1  shall  ever  acknowledge  and  esteem  as  a 
bligation.  [Exeunt,  l. 
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SCENE  VI.— ^  Room  in  the  Mmfor*i  House. 

Enter  Peeping  Tom,  l.  with  the  hamper,  and  places  it,  c. 

Tom,  Yes,  that  poor  fellow  must  be  some  rich  mao 
from  the  money  he  gave  me.  Here  is  love — O,  yes, 
there  is  certainly  love  ia  the  case.  Well,  what's  that  to 
Tom?  My  business  is  to  deliver  this  wine  to  tiie 
mayoress.  I  am  a  great  favourite — she  smiles  upon  me 
whenever  she  sees  me.  Now  if  she  should  be  the 
great  lady  who  is  to  exalt  me — who  knows?  Here 
cbmes  the  mayoress  herself. 

Enter  Mayoress,  r. 

Mayoress,  Not  a  servant  in  this  house;  all  gone,  I 
suppose,  to  see  the  young  Lady  Godiva  come  into 
town.    Oh.  good  Tom ! 

Tom,  [Aside,^  She  always  calls  me  good  Tom ;  that's 
no  bad  sign. 

Mayoress,  What's  this,  Tom  ? 

Tom,  Madam,  when  i  went  home,  I  found  my  door 
locked,  and  bursting  it  open,  my  wife  Maud  had  got 
this  hamper  in  her  custody;  which  his  worship,  the 
mayor,  had  told  her  to  tell  me,  to  fetch  it  to  your 
ladysMp. 

Mayoress,  More  nonsense  of  my  blockhead  of  a 
husband. 

Tom,  It's  no  nonsense,  madam ;  because  it  is  wine. 

Mayoress,  Oh !  wine,  I  suppose,  that  he  has  pur- 
chased from  the  French  Count 

Tom,  Ifs  no  purchase,  it*s  a  present. 

Mayoress,  Oh!  a  present  from  the  French  Count,  I 
suppose.  Well,  for  this  trouble,  Tom,  yon  shall  have 
the  first  glass. 

Tom,  I  long  to  drink  your  ladyship's  health — you  are 
a  tulip  of  Coventry. 

Mayoress,  You  have  a  good  taste,  Tom. 

Tom,  Taste,  madam!  I  could  drink  a  bottle,  whea 
you  are  the  toast. 

Enter  Maud,  l. 

Maud.  [Aside,  L.]   Ay,  and  you  will  have  a  bottle 
filled  presently. 
Mayoress,  What  brings  you  here? 
Maud,  I  come  to  empty  the  hamper,  madam. 
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yore$s.  You! 

md.  Yes,  madam,  for  it  was  last  filled  at  my  honsQ. 
n.  So,  Maud,  you  was  toping  when  you  locked 
elf  in.    [Opens    the    hamper^   and   discovers    the 
r.]    There,  madam  ! 
yoress.  My  husband  ! 

n.  Egad,  this  is  indeed  a  big-bellied  bottle ! 
lyeress.  What,  you  have  been  at  your  old  tricks,  I 
>8e. 

n.  (l.  c.)  Well  done,  Maud ;  egad,  you  have  ham- 
I  his  worship. 

lyoress.  You  are  a  right  worshipful  magistrate, 
(y.  [Comtn^  out  of  the  hamper,  c]    So  I  am,  wife, 
remember  I  am  the  father  of  you  all. 
m.  Ay»  and  so  you  want  to  be  the  father  of  all  my 
renf 

ty.  Come  here,  wife,  come  here.    Well,  Tom,  as 
?as  only  a  frolic,  you'll  send  home  the  wine. 
m.  Oh  !  it's  at  home  now  ? 
ly.  Yes ;  but  you'll  send  it  home  to  me. 
m.  O  no— the  devil  a  drop  yon  get.    Ill  keep  it  to 
:  to  my  wife's  virtue,  and  the  like  success  to  your 
iiip's  intrigues, 
(y.  Dear  wife,  forgive  this. 

DUET.— Peeping  Tom  and  Maud. 

Md*  Who  would  destroy  domestic  joy, 
Be  ever  sham'd  Uke  you,  sir ; 
Then  girls  agree  to  do  like  me, 
Out  with  each  sly  seducer. 

The  deuce  may  mend  and  shame  attend. 

Who  thus  with  virtue  tamper ; 
Then,  master  mayor,  pray  have  a  care. 

And  recollect  the  hamper. 

n.    Well  pleas'd  to  find  my  wife  so  kind, 
So  cunning,  and  so  clever. 
The  bells  shall  ring,  her  praise  I'll  sing. 
For  ever  and  for  ever. 

The  bells  shall  ring,  &c.   [Exeunt,  l, 

END  OF  ACT  I. 
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ACT  n. 

SCENE  h^A  Street  m  CoWNlry,  L. 
Enter  Peeping  Tom,  followed  by  a  Mob,  c. 

Tom,  (c.)  Hnzsa  !  bazsa  f  Neighbours,  neighboiire, 
where  are  you  all  going 

Mob,  Hueza !  To  meet  the  Earl  of  Mercia  and  Lady 
Oodiva. 

Tom,  Why,  neighbours,  what  will  they  think  of  oar 
town  1  Let  us  welcome  them  in  order.  If  we  must 
roar,  let  us  roar  like  men  and  Christians.  Tli  cheer 
them  with  a  choice  chaunt — and  then  Til  make  a  fine 
speeeh^and  then,  when  I  am  making  the  speech— not  a 
grunt  from  one  of  you — not  a  grunt ! 

Mob,  (l.)  Why,  what  will  you  say  1 

Tom.  Why,  suppose  now  you  to  be  the  ooanfeess.  I 
desire  you  to  make  a  low  curtsey  to  me,  because  you  are 
very  civil — now,  you  frown  with  your  under  lip  more« 
now  curl  up  your  nose— so  now,  Mr.  Countess,  take 
your  fingers  out  of  your  mouth,  do— now  settle  your 
diamond  necklace ^show  your  fine  ring  and  white  iuud. 

Mob.  But,  Mr.  Tom,  as  1  have  got  no  diamond  neck- 
lace, won*t  it  do  as  well  to  stroke  my  beard  f 

Tom,  No,  no,  it  won't  Did  you  ever  hear  of  a  countess 
stroking  her  beard  t  Now  I  will  make  a  speech — May 
it  please  your  lordship  and  ladyship,  the  great  honour 
you  have  done  us  in  coming  to  our  beggarly  town 

Mob,  What!  Coventry  a  beggarly  town  7  Why,  yoo 
deserve  a  good  kicking ! 

Tom.  Now  did  you  ever  know  a  countess  kick  a 
churchwarden? 

Enter  the  Mayor  and  Crazy,  c. 

Mob,  No  speech  t  no  speech !  A  speech  from  tks 
mayor,  to  be  sure. 

Tom,  The  mayor's  an  ignorant  man ! 

May.  What's  the  matter  here  f 

Mob,  Here*s  Tom  abusing  the  whole  town. 

May.  Is  he  1  Get  you  gone  all  of  you !  Tom,  yon  are 
a  very  impudent  fellow.  So,  Tom,  I'm  an  ignorant  maol 

Tom,  Are  you,  sir? 

May.  And  you  are  an  impudent  rascal ! 

Tom,  My  impudence  is  in  having  a  wife  too  pretty  Ibr 
me — and  too  virtuous  for  your  worship ! 
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•ON0«— Peeping  Tom. 

ip  your  wings  may  clap, 
:  yourself  a  great  city  cock ; 
'  my  Maud  entrap, 
the  hen  of  a  pretty  cock. 

¥ith  your  winks  and  your  leers, 
is  a  tailor  tbat^s  knowing,  sir; 
on  himself  with  his  shears, 
fou'U  have  done  with  your  crowing,  sir. 
Your  worship,  &c. 

1  white-legged  fowl, 
ike  a  thrush  or  dove  in  a  tree, 
rill  pair  with  an  owl — 
lipful  Mayor  of  Coventry. 

Your  worship,  kc. 

m,   I  discharge  you  from   all  pqblic 
>lic  good  demands  it. 
*  public  good !     Why,  can  you  forget 
ted  the  poor's  rate,  yuu  lent  out  money 
week  fur  a  shilliog  ?  and  when  church- 
ere  detected  in  putting  in  sixpence  and 
i-crown. 
I  half-a-crown. 
t  was  compound, 
discharge  you   down    to  a    common 

constable ;  that  office  belongs  to  me. 
supersede  you — I  must  be  ready  to  re- 
f  Mercia. 

iRL  OF  Mbrcia,   Lady  Oodiva,  and 
Attendanii,  L. 

Mr.  Mayor,  my  daughter  has  made  a 
ir  house. 

!  does  my  house,  my  lord,  much  honour. 
Has  not  your  fair  at  Coventry  lasted 
n  usual  f 

ft  in  order  to  compensate  for  the  great 
we  have  had  a  greater  variety  of  en- 
n  ever  was  knowu  in  Coventry. 
We  have,  iodee<l,  had  great  diversions, 
(^.]    Lord,  how  beautiful  she  is! 

ca 
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Cra.  {b^  Yes,  we  bad  much  merry-makiiig. 

Earl,  Who  are  you,  my  old  friend  ? 

Cm.  Please  your  worship— I  am  Mayor  of  CoTeatry. 

Mttjf.  The  devil  you  are ! 

Tom.  Please  your  worship,  that  old  gentleman's  wits 
are  a  little  out  at  the  elbows  ;  and  though  my  brain  is 
quite  new,  and  I've  been  so  active  in  every  office,  yet 
the  mayor  has  put  him  over  my  head — and  he's  mad ! 

May.  Crazy  there  has  merit. 

Tom.  I>e  done  nothing. 

Earl,  So,  then,  yon  are  the  active  officer  that  has 
done  nothing  ? 

Cra,  I  do  all  myself. 

Earl,  This  same  town  of  Coventry  seems  to  be  well 
governed,  if  one  may  judge  by  the  appearance  of  the 
magistrates. 

Tom,  His  lordship  seems  to  be  in  a  plaguy  ill-humoor 
—he  looks  damn'd  glum.  Come,  clear  up  your  pipes, 
and. give  him  a  song 

DUET  AND  CHORUS. 

Tom.    Your  lordship's  welcome  among  us. 
Because  you  are  the  peer ; 
Your  ladyship  never  will  wrong  us, 
Because  you're  not  severe. 

Chorui,       This  is  joyful  news, 

What  citizen  will  refuse 

To  stick  up  their  houses  with  holly  f 
To  broach  a  tub  of  humming  bub, 
And  welcome  home  with  a  rub-a-dub  ? 

So,  neighbours,  let  us  be  jolly* 

May.    At  our  fair  youHl  be  delighted, 

The  bells  shall  ring  merrily ; 
And  when,  my  lord,  I'm  knighted. 
Sir  Gregory  Goose  I'll  be. 

Chorus.       This  is  joyful  news,  &c. 

lA  dance  at  the  end  qf  each  verte. 

Enter  Count  Lewis,  r. 

Lew,  Emma,  my  lord,  your  daughter  is  fled  !  Gone 
off— and  accompanied  by  a  young  peasant.  That,  I 
dare  say,  must  be  the  peasant  that  rescued  her  fron 
the  Danes.  It  seems  Harold,  Earl  Goodwin's  son,  bss 
been  lurking  about  the  town. 
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Looking  at  the  Mayor,'\  Is  tbis  your  fidelity  to 
ace  yoa  have  joined  in  the  treason,  ail  partake 
inishmeDt.  For  this  ofTence,  1  amerce  your  city 
)Osand  marks ;  and,  by  Heaven  !  the  power  of 
il  not  induce  me  to  abate  one  scruple.  See  that 
complied  with  in  an  hour's  notice,  or  rigour 
brce  my  sentence ! 

[Exeunt  the  Eurl,  Godtva,  and  AUendantSy  L. 
There's  a  pretty  job  ! 

remember,  Alfred  the  Great  laid  a  tax  upon 
lbs. 

Enter  Mayoress,  r. 

e»8.  Fine  care  you  have  taken  of  us ! 

Fire,  sword,  and   famine  are  come  upon  us! 

f  f  Oh,  ruin  ! 

You  see,  when  my  lord  takes  a  thing  into  his 

s  says,  I'll  do  it—and  in  that  case  he  surely 

•and  then  it  is  done. 

en.  We  all  know  that  Lady  Godiva  is  as  sweet- 

I  as  her  husband  is  crabbed  and  crusty.  Now, 
immon  all  the  good  wives  in  a  body,  and  I'll  go 
head,  and,  with  dishevelled  hair  nnd  streaming 

II  beseech  the  lady  to  beseech  her  husband  to 
the  tax. 

An  excellent  thought! 

I  must  get  the  consent  of  the  corporation.  I 
(ummon  the  livery. 

'e$8.  Summon  the  livery !  you  had  better  go 
the  petticoats — 
I'm  for  the  petticoats. 
Vnd  I  love  the  petticoats.  [Exeunt ,  l. 

SCENE  ll.-^High  Street,  Coventry. 

Enter  Emma  and  Harold. 

u  What  a  dilemma ! 

The  city  guard  being  posted,  prevented  our 

L  When  my  father  knows  you  are  the  person 
isted  in  my  escape,  he  will  be  in  such  a  rage — 
A  separation  from  my  Emma  alone,  is  a  terror 
kithful  Harold. 

I.  Was  my  father  to  consider  your  valour,  he 
ertainly  be  reconciled. 

True,  my  love,  I  have  bled  in  my  country's 
md  shall  again ;  not  the  fire  of  loVe,  nor  the 
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frost  of  kge,  ihall  cheek  my   fpirit  in  (he  ctnse  of 
BriUin. 

Enaa,  Oh,  do  no!  have  ui  idea  of  aeparstiaB  ;  if 
you  could  but  fiud  a  place  of  safety  here,  for  the  present 
—this  is  ibe  hou»e  of  poor  hooest  Tom,  Ibe  tailor,  I 
have  seen  lo  oflcD  at  the  mayor's.  {They  rttirt,  u 

Enter  Peeping  Tom  from  the  Hmat,  R.  c.  F. 

Turn.  Ay.  there  they  go— what  a  fine  String  of  them  ! 

1  did  not  ihink  there  nere  ao  many  women  in  Coieotry, 

at  least,  so  loany  prelly  girls   in  it — I  love  the  pretlj 

^irls,  because  they   are   i;enetally  ao  haodsoine — they 
alnaya  Buigxer  al  me  as  they  pass  ;  how  can  Ihey  help 
it,  nhen  I  cast  such  sly  looks  at  Ihemt— there  tbey  alt 
inarch  in  a  body — egad,  it's  a  delicate  body,  and  the 
mayoreBB  al  their  head ;  she's  a  fine  head.     Wei!,  if 
this  scheme  socceeds,  I  will  get  drunk  to-nigbt,  like  a 
sober  citizeo,  and  drink  success  to  the  petlicoat-corpo- 
ratioQ.  \_Comiag  dtwn,  1:1  Oh,   lard,  madam  I — Emma, 
there  they  ate  Rcne  up  lo  Lady  Godiva. 
Emma.  You'll  not  betray  me  I 
■  Hot.  Mind,  Tom,  money  or  steel. 
Tom.  No,  sir,   I    haTc   gold    enough,  and  keep  Itie      i 
liword  to  defend  (be  lady.     You  will  Gnd  in  my  boaee,      J 
perhaps,  as  good  a  belter  as  in  a  rich  man's;  for,  lord,     I 
I  am  as  great  a  friend  to  love  as  the  womao's  favoutile,     I 
the  fat  Friar  Fogarty.  ] 

\_Extiittl  Emma  and  HotbIiI  into  the  haue,     | 
SONG.— Peepijig  Tom.  | 

When  I  was  a  younker,  and  lived  witb  my  dad. 
The  neighbours  all  thought  me  a  smart  little  lad ; 
My  mammy  she  call'd  me  a  nbite-beaded  boy, 
Because  with  the  girls  I  lik'd  for  to  toy. 
Tbere  was  Ciss,  Priss,  Letty  and  Betty  and  Doll, 
With  Meg.  Peg.  Jenny  and  Winny  and  Moll  j 
I  flatter'd  their  ch.iilr    so  sprightly  and  gay, 
1  rumble  'em,  tumble  'em,  that's  my  way. 
One  fine  frosty  morning,  h  going  lo  school. 
Young  Meggy  I  met,  and  she  oill'd  me  a  fool; 
Her  moutb  was  my  primer,  a  lesson  1  (ouk, 
I  swore  it  was  pretty,  and  (ben  kiss'd  the  book: 
But  school,  fool,  primer  and  trimmer  and  birch, 
And  boys  for  the  girls  I  have  left  in  the  lurch. 

I  fla(ter'd,  &c.  Sec 
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^Tis  very  well  known  I  can  danee  a  good  jig, 
And  at  cudgels  from  Robin  I  won  a  fat  pig ; 
1  wrestle  a  fall,  and  a  bar  I  can  fling, 
And  when  o'er  a  flaggon  most  sweeUy  can  sing ; 
But  pig,  gig,  wicket  and  cricket  and  ball, 
I'd  give  up  to  wrestle  with  Meggy  of  all. 

I  fiatter'd,  &c.  &c. 
[Exit  into  the  kovun^  a.  c.  f. 

SCENE  III.— il  Chamber  in  Tom's  House.^Table  and 
Chairs, — A  Window^  c.  f. 

Enter  Peeping  Tom,  l. 

Tom,  I  have  a  great  fancy  to  know  what  TVf  aud  and 
the  Mayoress  have  done. — Lord,  how  I  long  to  know 
what  success  they  have  had,  or  whether  they  will  for- 
give the  tax.  Oh,  there's  Maud  come  back,  I  hear  her 
voice. 

Maud.  [Without,  l.]  Oh,  Madam,  I'll  only  tell  Tom. 

Enter  Maud,  l. 

MoMd,  Oh,  Tom,  here  we  have  got  the  young  lady 
Emma  in  the  house — have  yon  seen  the  Countess? 

Tom,  I  know  what  we  have  got — but  tell  me,  shall 
we  get  the  tax  off;  you  all  went,  and  were  you  all 
there? 

Maud,  Yes,  there  we  went,  and  we  were  all  admitted 
to  Lady  Godiva's  presence. 

Tom,  O,  lord,  that  was  pleasant. 

Maud.  So  it  was,  Tom — we  all  fell  a-crying. 

Tom.  How  did  you  manage  that,  Maud  7 — I  never 
saw  you  cry  in  all  my  life. 

Maud,  I  only  made  believe— then  we  all  fell  on  our 
knees,  then  we  got  up  again. 

Tom.  Yes,  yes,  oh  I  see — I  see  you  did. 

Maud,  Then  the  Countess  she  heard  our  petitioDS, 
and  she  asked  my  lord  to  pardon  the  city — do,  says  his 
lordship,  that  I  will  not ;  I  have  sworn  that  the  power 
of  man  shall  not  persuade  me — yes,  but  says  she,  the 
power  of  woman  may,  and  I  am  a  woman,  says  she. 

Tom.  Ob,  she  need  not  have  told  him  that. 

Maud.  And,  says  her  ladyship,  I  am  a  i;ood  woman 
and  your  wife  ;  and  you,  as  a  good  husband,  ought  to 
do  as  I  bid  you. 

Tom,  She  was  a  little  out  there. 
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Mawd,  Stys  the  Earl,  as  yoa  are  a  good  womaD,  I 
will  forgive  the  tax  only  on  one  condition — What's 
that,  says  my  lady  f  It  is,  says  he,  only  if  you  will  ride 
through  the  city  of  Coventry  naked,  without  a  rag  of 
clothes  on. 

Tom,  What! 

Maud,  Now  he  only  joked ;  having  no  notion  she 
would  do  it — but  she  having  the  good  of  our  city  at 
heart,  took  him  at  his  word,  and  is  actually  now  pre- 
paring for  it. 

Tom.  Lady  Godiva  ride  a  horseback — all  through  the 
city,  without  any — well,  if  ever 

3taud.  Now  you  are  all  agog  with  your  nonsensical 
curiosity. 

Tom,  I  have  no  curiosity. 

Maud,  Tom,  Tom,  uur  fortune  is  made,  for  as  Lady 
£mma  has  taken  shelter  in  our  house 

Tom,  Our  house— ride — so,  so 

Maud.  But  here's  a  young  peasant  in  her  company 

Tom,  Company  ;  then  1  suppose  she  will  have  nothing 
at  all. 

Maud,  Tis  very  ooo,  for  lie  seems  to  have  a  sight  of 
money. 

Tom,  Sight  of  muney — such  a  sight  I 

Maud,  Hang  the  man,  is  he  grown  stupid! — What 
are  you  thinking  of,  Tom  ? 

Tom,  I  was  thinking  of  a  side  saddle. 

Maud.  Was  there  ever  such  a  fool.  But  I  must  go 
and  attend  Lady  Emma,  so  I  will  leave  you  to  ride  oo 
your  side  saddle.  [ExU,  l. 

Tom,  Talk  of  a  coronation,  'tis  no  more  to  this — 
Lady  Godiva  is  a  procession  in  herself — I  must  go  in 
time  to  procure  a  good  place. — Shall  I  a^k  our  Maud  to 
go  ?— No,  no,  the  sight  would  be  lost  upon  Maud— bat 
rilgo- 

Enter  tke  Ma  yob,  l. 

Tom.  What  brings  you  here,  sir? 

May,  Well,  Tom,  1  suppose  you  have  heard — 

Tom.  Yes,  sir. 

May.  Lady  Godiva,  in  her  progress  through  the  city, 
passes  by  your  house  here. 

Tom.  Gad,  sir,  that's  lucky  ;  I  shall  have  an  oppor- 
tunity of  seeing  her  nicely. 

Yes,  and  you  will  have  an  opportunity  of  haiig- 
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ing  in  hemp  nicely  at  your  own  door — the  streets  are 
to  be  cleared — all  the  windows  and  the  houses  to  be 
fastened  up — no  person,  on  pain  of  death,  to  be  seen  of 
the  male  kind. 

Tom.  Me !  do  yon  think  I  would  look,  sir  ?  [Atide.] 
I  wish  I  could  get  him  out  of  the  house.  [Ande,]  Why, 
what  need  year  worship  be  in  a  hurry  to  go  ? 

May,  I  am  in  a  hurry  to  go,  Tom. 

Tonu  If  s  a  fine  day  abroad,  sir. 

May.  But  every  body  must  stay  at  home. 

Tom^  Well,  if  you  will  go  home,  you  must.  Good 
bye  to  you.  [Going,  R. 

May.  What,  are  you  goug,  Tom  ? 

Tom.  Yes,  sir ;  I  wish  you  a  good  bye,  sir ;  I  will 
not  stay  in  this  room  while  Lady  Godiva  passes,  it  com- 
mands such  a  prospect. 

May,  [Aside.']  Gad,  that's  true  ;  from  that  window  I 
could  have  a  charming  peep,  if  that  fellow  was  but  out 
of  the  way. 

Tom,  I'll  go  down  and  lock  myself  in  the  cellar  to 
avoid  temptation. 

May,  Do,  Tom — thaf s  a  good  boy,  and  111  go  home, 
7'om.  [Goingy  u 

Tom.  Good  bye  to  you,  sir. 

May.  Good  bye  to  you,  Tom. 

Tom,  So  yon  are  going  home,  sir. 

May,  Yes,  I  am  going  home ;  now,  do  you  go  and 
lock  yourself  up  in  the  cellar. 

Tom.  (r.)  Yes,  I  will,  sir ;  good  bye  sir. 

May.  (l.)  Good  bye,  Tom. 

Tom.  Good  bye,  sir. 

May,  Good  bye.  • 

[Each  of  them  come  on  and  off  several  times  unthout 
speaking,  and  seeing  each  other,  run  off.] 

Re-enter  the  Mayor,  l. 

May.  By  this  time  Lady  Godiva's  past  the  cross  ;  all 

s  clear  ;  and  foolish  Tom  has  locked  himself  up  in  the 

'ellar,  and  thinks  I  am  gone  home.    She  cannot  be  far 

ff  DOW — I  shall  have  a  charming  peep  at  her  from  that 

indow — I'll  go  and  look  for  something  to  put  on  the 

ble.  [Exit,  L. 

^  Enter  Peeping  Tom,  r. 

^  Tom.    By  this  time  his  worship's  at  home — curst 
r^^ablesome  old  hound— and  Lady  Godiva  must  be  at 
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band.  I  think  I  bear  her  hone's  feet — the  clinkiBg  of 
hiB  hoofs  iB  far  sweeter  tha«  a  hautboy.  [Dimga/vr- 
word  a  »to9lt  fmit  it  0%  the  tubte,  amd  gets  up,]  There, 
there,  she  is  taming  the  corner. 

Matf,  I  can  find  nothing — I'll  try  to  reach  the  win- 
dow  upon  my  tip-toes,  though  I  break  my  neck  for  it. 
[In  striving  to  git  up,  he  eutcket  Tom  m  Am  amu.'] 
Oh,  yon  villain,  I  have  caught  you  peeping. 

Tom,  Sir,  I  was  only  going  to  take  in  the  cock- 
chaffinch. 

May,  Come  down,  I'll  have  you  hanged — I  came  here 
only  on  the  look-out.  lExeunt,  l. 

SCENE  IV.— il  Street  in  Coventry, 

Enter  Peeping  Tom,  Crazy,  8fe.,  followed  tpytkf  Earl 
OP  Meecia,  the  Mayoress,  and  Attendemh. 

Earl  (r.  c.)  You  shall  be  hang'd,  Tom. 

Tom,  Then  your  lordship  must  get  roe  another  neck, 
for  this  is  engaged  already. 

Earl,  How,  sirrah!  did  you  know  it  was  instant 
death? 

Tom,  True,  my  lord,  but  I  thought  it  was  no  harm. 

Enter  Maod,  l. 

Mtatd,  Oh,  my  dear,  what's  the  matter?  It  is  all 
along  with  this  wicked  mayor ;  he  wants  to  make  me  a 
widow.  It  would  be  for  the  public  good  if  he  was 
hanged  instead  of  my  husband.^ 

EarL  Then  we  should  leave  his  wife  here  a  sorrowful 
widow. 

Mttyoren.  Oh,  my  lord,  I  should  not  mind  my  pri- 
vate sorrows  for  the  public  good. 

Earl,  So  then,  Mr.  Mayor,  all  this  was  to  forward 
your  designs  upon  the  young  woman.  If  this  culprit 
here  will  give  up  my  daughter,  his  life  shall  be  sav^. 

Tom,  Then  I  have  a  dull  chance,  my  lord ;  but,  my 
lord,  tho*  I  am  but  a  poor  fellow,  the  richest  jewel  in 
your  lordship's  coronet  could  not  make  me  betray  a 
person,  after  once  giving  him  the  protection  of  my 
roof. 

Earl,  See  him  to  execution — ^Try  him  no  further 

Tom,  No  mercy,  my  lord  ! 

EorL  Yes,  if  you  can  produce  Harold  in  your  place 
that  may  save  your  life. 
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Enter  Harold  amd  Emma. 

*.  Then  save  his  life,  and  take  mine — I  am  Harold ; 

»w  the  husband  of  your  unhappy  daughter. 

i.  Disobedient  child.— Of  all  men  upon  earth,  is 

our  wretched  choice  ? 

ma.  My  choice— my  pride. 

L  I  would  sooner  have  bestowed  you  on  that 

nt  that  rescued  you  from  the  Danes,  for  his  valour 

st  has  a  claim  upon  my  gratitude. 

ma.  Then  let  Harold  have  that  claim ;  he  was  that 

nt,  the  protector  of  my  life  and  honour. 

L  I  see  now  that  my  prejudice  against  Earl  Good- 

las  blinded  me  to  his  son's  peculiar  virtues  ;  and 

yoa  have  saved,  take  as  your  reward. 

Enter  Count  Lewis,  l. 

9.  My  lord,  your  daughter  I  claim,  according  to 

ise. 

ri.  No,  he  is  unworthy  of  a  lady*s  love  that  has 

rarage  to  protect  her. 

n.  So  here  1  stand  all  this  while  with  the  rope 

:  my  neck. 

y.  I  must  do  my  duty.     Bring  in  the  constables. 

ri.  *Tis  your  duty  to  resign  an  office  to  which  you 

disgrace*    Here,  I  grant  Tom  a  full  pardon,  for 

Iherence  to  his  word ;  and  in  your  place,  I  appoint 

dayor  of  Coventry. 

If.  What,  Peeping  Tom  ! 

in.  Hold  your  tongue,  you  dog,  or  1*11  put  you  in 

jocks  ! 

1.  Whoever  is  mayor,  I'll  be  churchwarden. 

rL  I  believe  I  have  been  too  sevese  upon  your  city ; 

liBce  it  has  produced  one  honest  man,  I  relinquish 

aims. 

1.  Yes,  I  am  an  honest  man — and  yoa  have  found 

at! 

n.  Then   I  hope  our  friends  will  be  equally  in- 

mt;  and  every  man  that  loves  a  fine  woman,  will 

>D  Peeping  Tom  op  Covcntet. 

FINALE. 

IT.     Let  ev*ry  care  and  tumult  cease, 
Bands  of  love  unite  us ; 
Kind  friendship,  joy,  and  lasting  peace. 
For  ever  shall  delight  us. 
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Maud,  I  wish  yon  joy  of  your  disgrace, 
Let  his  wife  alone,  sir ; 
For  since  by  her  youVe  lost  your  place. 
Better  kiss  your  own,  sir. 

Mag.    I've  brought  things  to  a  pretty  pass. 
By  my  own  gallanting ; 
Though  late  a  mayor — i'm  now  an  ass 
This  is  my  gala-ganting. 

Cm.    Why,  what  a  deuce  is  all  this  rout  f 
Cease  your  idle  singing ! 
Or,  by  this  hand,  I'll  put  you  out, 
And  set  the  bells  a  ringing ! 

Tom.    Though  you  have,  as  poets  see. 
Rods  in  pickle  steeping  ; 
Forgive  poor  Tom  of  Coventry, 
And  pardon  him  his  peeping. 


DISPOSITION  OF  THE  CHARACTERS  AT 
FALL  OF  THE  CURTAIN. 
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ter  Lackland^ 

,  your  attendance  is  ihameful ! 
the  truth  is,  Sir,  my  waiters 
dOj  if  they  prope|:ly  attend  on 
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folks  who  have  money  to  pay  for  what  tbcy  call 
for.  {takes  out/nuff-hox) 

Lack,  {takes  a  pinch)  And  even  your  fnuffis 
execrable. 

Mrs.  C.  Look'ee  Mr.  Lackland,  that  youVe  a 
gentleman  every  body  knows,  and  you've  an  ef- 
tate  only  its  all  gone,  and  you  are  allowed  to  be 
a  fix-bottle  man«  and  a  choice  companion :  Ah, 
the  beginning  or  a  good  fong  at  the  latter  end 
of  a  bottle,  is  a  capital  thing  for  a  houfe — now 
—here  during  the  race-time  I'll  give  you  your 
board  at  the  table  D'Hpte,  and  money  in  your 
pocket  to  pay  .the  reckoning,  if  you'll  only  be  a 
good  jolly  fellow  and  encourage  the  company  to 
drink,  by  a  droll  fong,  or  a  comical  fto^y. 

Z.ack.  What,  live  by  entertaining. a  company! 
•  Mrs.  C.  Yes,  that's  what  I  call  earning  your 
bread  like  a  gentleman. 

Lack.  Make  me  your  decoy-duck !  Mrs.  Ca- 
fey,  you're  a  widow,  you'll  oblige  me  if  you'll 
marry  fomebody  immediately. 

Mrs.  C.  And  why  fo,  pray  ? 

Lack.  Madam,  that  I  may  havethefuperlative 
honor  of  kicking  your  hufband.    {hws  gravely) 

Mrs.  C.  Well,  upon  my  word  you*re  a  very 
mannerly  fellow  1  but  I  wilh  I  had  a  hufband  for 
your  fake,  oh  I  wiih  I  had  a  hufband. 

Enter  Wait£r. 

fjfalt.  Ma'am,  there's  a  Paris  chaifc  ftopt,  and 
the  mafter  of  the  Lilly  of  France  has  got  hold  o£ 
them  already. 

Mrs.  C.  Then  he  fliall  foon  quit  his  hold,  thaC 
he  fliall,  as  fure  as  my  name  is  Mrs.  Cafey. — ^Bill, 
^  you  go  and  try  to  bring  them  this  way,  and 
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ril  go  fee  the  rooms  prepared  myfelf, — -Ah  my 
dearee,  1  wifii  I  had  a  hufband. 

[Exeunt  Mrs.  Cafey  and  waiter 4 
Lach  (Joshing  out)  Aa  Englilh  Officer. 

[retires. 

Enter  Henhy  and  Postboy. 

Ihn.  There,  {^ves  money)  Never  fatisfied  ! 

Pqfl.  Monfieur,  c'eft  toute  poftc  royale  dd 
Paris  jufqua  Fontainebkau. 

i^/r.  Ob^  d^uUe  poftage  for  the  borfes  ?  ayd^ 
Vfc,  if  we  approach  a  manfion  of  the  grand  Mo« 
narque,  we  muft  pay  for  it-— feven  pofts;  {gives 
^mey)  [Exit  Foftboy^ 

LskL  (advanting}  By  heaven  toy  old  college 
chum. 

.  Hen.  Pray  friend  can  you  direft  me  to  the  beft 
-— is't  poffible,  but  I  heard  fomething  of  this—* 
can  you  be— Charles  Lackland  ? 

Lack.  How  d'ye  do  Harry  ? 

Hen.  My  poor  ftUow !  but  how  has  jdl  this 
crome  about  ? 

Lack.  Eh! 

Hen^  I  feci  for  you  fincerely. 

Lack.  What  d^ye  mean  ?  oh  my  garb— pffia  ! 
never  mind  a  man's  outfide,  I've  a  heart  within 
equally  warm  to  an  old  friend  in  fnow  or  fun- 
ihine. 

•  Hen.  That  I've  pafsM  £0  many  happy,  hafppy 
da^y&  with.     Allf  gone  ?  Play  I  fuppofe  ? 

Lack,  Aye  my  dear  fellow  play  and  pleafure, 
but  what  th€  devil  muily  melancholy  !  come  to 
fport  here  at  the  races  ?  Eh,  flufli  ? 

Hen^ 
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Hen^  Why  faith  Lackland  as  to  cafh,  my  af-« 
fairs  are  little  better  than  your  own. 

Lack.  Ahem  !  Egad  that's  rather  unlucky  for 
lis  both. 

Hen.  But  my  mind  my  dear  Charles !  I  am 
this  moment  the  moil  uonappy — in  a  word  you 
fee  me  here  an  ^xile»  fled  from  the  hands  of  jus- 
tice !  you  remember  my  fifter  Rofa  ? 

Lack.  What  little  romping  Rofa  that  us'd  to 
ileal  our  fiCh,  and  throw  our  cards  in  the  fire  ? 
Eh,  did  I  dream,  or  wasn't  there  a  match  talk'd 
of  between  her  and  Lord  Winlove  ? 

Hen.  All  over! — Guided  only  by  the 'weak- 
iiefs  of  her  fex  and  the  art  of  ours,  (he  was  pre-^ 
vail'd  on  by  Lord  Winlove  to  take  the  road  for 
the  Continent,  1  overtook  them  at  Rochefter,  de- 
manded reparation  of  my  filler's  charafter,  by 
an  inftant  marriage:  I  was  violent,  my  Lord's 
pride  hurt  at  a  charge,  which  perha{^  he  did  not 
defcrve-^a  piftol  was  the  umpire — he  loft  his  life, 
and  in  apprehenfion  that  a  verdift  might  endan- 
ger mine,  I  was  compell'd  to  afliime  the  difguife 
pf  a  woman  to  efFeft  my  efcape. 

Lack.  Bravo  1  Shot  a  Lord  !  I  wing'd  a  Mar- 
quis yefterday, — Poor  Rofa  I  where  is  fhe  now? 

Hen.  I  have  lodg'd  her  in  the  Convent  of  ViU 
leneuve, 

Lac/^.  And  have  taken  the  races  of  Fontaine-* 
bleau  in  your  way  back  to  Paris  ? 

Hen.  ril  tell  you  frankly,  tho*  you'll  fay  rather 
inconfiftent  with  my  prefent  fituation ;  I'm 
drawn  hither,  purely  for  the  hopes  of  meeting 
an  amiable  ypung  Engliih  lady  whom  I  engaged 
|n  converfation  at  the  Sunday  Opera  in  Paris. 

ffack.  Her  iiame  ?  good  fajj^ily^-^eh  ? 
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Hen.  Vm  a  total  (Iranger  to  both — talks  of 
her  brother's  having  horfes  to  run,  and  of  their 
Intention  of  being  here  at  the  races*. 

Lafo.  {without)  Jy  ny  manquerai  pas. 

Lack,  lafide)  This  curfed  taylor !  Now  (hall  I 
be  dunn'd  and  plagued— ^ 

f!,nter  Lapoche; 

Lapo.  Monfieur  Lackland,  I  vill  no  longer  waift 
for  my— 

Lack.  Hiifli.  {apart)  I'll  malcc  your  fortune, 
a  cuftomer  rolling  in  money — Captain,  if  you'rq 
unprovided  with  neat  lodgings  and  a  good  taylor, 
here's  your  man;  and  there's  his  houfe.  {pointing) 

Lapo.  Oh  dc  new  cuftomer ! — fpea^  dc  good 
vord  for  me.  (apars) 

Lack.  He  has  good  apartments. 

Lapo.  Oh  very  good  !  Speak  more. 

Lack.  I  will-^This  ill-looking  little  rafcaU 
'  (apart  to  Henry) 

Lapo.  Much  oblige  to  you.  (bows) 

Lack,  (apart)  If  you  are  flack  in  cafh^  you'll 
find  his  lodgings  convenient* 

Lapo.  Very  convenient  becaufe-f- — 

Lack,  (apart)  Becaufe  when  he  aflsis  fbr  his 
money  you  may  kick  him  down  fiairs. 

Lapo.  Much  oblige  to  you.  Sir.  (bows) 

Lack,  (apart)  My  way  of  doing  things-^ — 
wasn't  I  a  good  cuftomer  Lapoche  ? 

Lapo.  Oui,  it  does  a  tradcfman's  heart  good  to 
fee  you^— outfide  of  his  door.  (aJiJe) 

Lack.  I  paid  you  eight  livres  a  week  was'nt  it  ? 

Lapo.  Oui  M.onfteur  you  did-^p- — promife  me 
dat.  (ajide) 
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Lack.  Ladies  !  {locking  out)  Muft  attend  where 
beauty  calls,  {^puils  down,  his  rufflas)  My  dear 
Henry  at  your  time,  I  am  yours,  from  a  beef- 
fteak  to  a  bottle  of  Burgundy — Can't  flay  now—- 
Tou  know  I  was  always  a  Philander  among  the 
Ladies?  \Exit. 

Lapo.  Always  great  gander  ainongft  the  ladies  ! 

Hen.  Poor  Lackland ! 

Lapo.  Lately  from  Londres,  Sir  ?  I  was  vonce 
great  man  in  Londres,  but  now*  I  am  anoder 
man. 

Hen.  Another  man  !  What  then  my  motley 
friend,  I  fuppofe  you  have  a  charader  for  every 
country  ?  . 

Lapo.  Ooi,  I  have  appear  in  many  cbaraderj, 
but  Londres  v?is  my  grand  Thcatre.ir-Ah  Lng^ 
land  is  de  great  field  of  battle  for  us  foldiers  of 
fortune ;  and  ven  I  could  no  longer  fight  my 
vay 

Hen.  Why  then  you  ■     m 

Lapo.  Oui,  I  ran  avay.  Ah  Monfieur!  in 
England  I  vas  high^  and  1  vas  low,  I  vas  dis,  and 
I  vas  dat— I  vas  cook,  parfumeur,  Maitre  dc 
langue,  juggle,  and  tpos-drawer  ^  in  Ihort  I  vas 
every  ting. 

Hew.  And  pray  my  good  iricnd  what  arc  you 
now? 

Lapo.  I  am  now  myfclf  in.  my  true  charadcr-^ 
A  taiJcwr  a  votre  fcrvicc. 

i  r 

■a  I       . 

•AIR. — ^Lapoche. 

In  Londres  I  vas  taylor  tiice> 
And  vork  for  Lor  fo  gay ; 
He  never  beat  me  down  in  price^ 
But  den  he  never  pay  ; 
VPL*  xx«  o  fi  Frozn 
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From  Ler  I  cou'd  no  m^ney  get» 

My  draper  vou'd  no  ftay. 
So  like  my  Lor*!  ran  in  debt. 

And  den  I  ran  avay. 

Vid  trick  on  card  I  pleafc  my  Lor> 

He  vender  how  1  do't ; 
Arid  ladies  all  my  (kill  adore, 

Vex^  cock  ixi  glais  I  (hoot ; 
Be  Bntiih  guinea  I  command^ 

My  pocket  to  recruit ; 
I  Mrt  it  off  by  flight  of  hand. 

Shift  off  by  flight  of  foot^ 

To  touch  de  littjc  ready'pelf, 

I  fell  de  cordial  drop. 
Bat  none  vou'd  drink  except  mj^t,  * 

So  I  ihut  up  my  (hop  ; 
Of  chimney  fweep  the  tootb  fo  whife^  ^ 

In  noble  mouth  I  drop ; 
My  Lor  he  grin  and  den  he  bite, 

B6n  jour,  and  off  he  hop^ 

Now  here  in  France  I  ave  no  dread. 

For  Lor  to  move  my  (hear ; 
^or  here  in  France  dey  cannot  pilead, 

De  priviledgc  of  peer ; 
Mon&eur  if  you  employ  a  m.e, 

A  pretty  coat  voud  year. 
Your  little  taileur  here  I'll  be, 

Tres  hnmbk  ferviteur, 

,  Hut.  A  taylor !  what,  znA  come  here  to  the 
races  to  fport  your  Louis  d'ors  upon  the  jockies 
qf  France  ? 

Lap.  No  Monfieur,  but  I  ^m  come  hcrq  tor 
fport  de  prettyjacket  upon  de  jockies  of  France. 
Ah  !  I  vil  flifjw  fo  finede  green  jockey,  de  blue 
jockey,  and  de  red  jockey--— dey  may  talk  of  vip 
and  fpur,  but  de  beauty  of  de  rac^  come  from  my 
fliear  and  timble. 
^tUn.  Pray,  which  is  your  beft  hotel  here. 


*?! 
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Lapo.  Hotel  i  Ah  Monlieur,  why  you  no  lodge 
ita  my  houle  ?  Convenient  for  de  fingle  gentit- 
bomme. — I  vll  not  tel  him  of  de  lady  my  lodger, 
becaufe  I  love  her  myfelf.  {afide) 

Hen.  Well,  I  don't  know  but  private  lodgings 
at  this  time  may  be  preferable  to  the  noife  and 
buftleof  an  hotel. 

Lap  £h  bien  Monfieur,  vill  you  look  at  my 
logement?'   . 

Hen.  With  all  my  heart. 

Lapti.  Je  vous  attend,  {jails)  Nannette — and  if 
you  like  dem  you^  may  fend  your  baggage  and 
little  things  afteryou.— Nannette  !  Prepare  for 
de  new  lodger !  {Exit. 

Hen*  To  live  here  an  exile  away  from  my  friends 
and  country  !  1  wifh^^  like  my  unhappy  ilftcr  I 
could  find  a  comforter  in  oblivion. 

AIR.-— Hbhry. 

My  morning  of  life>  ah !  how  tranquil>  how  brightj 

No  care  found  a  place  in  my  breaft  ; 
My  noon  now  is  evening,  and  foon  muH  be  night, 

A  night  without  comfort  or  refl. 

The  flood  how;  refplendant  with  clear  azure  ikie c> 

Tho'  tempting,  too  late  to  his  coft 
Beneath  for  his  heaven  who,  wantonly  tiie$. 

In  ftreams  of  falfe  ^leaf are  is  lofl. 

Enter  Waiter  fnm  the  Flew,  de  Lys^  and  Mrs. 
Casey,  ftom  the  Britijh  Lion. 

Wait.  This  way.  Sir  John,  this  way  yonr  ho- 
nor— Madam  it's  Sir  John  BuU,  and  Lady  Bull, 
and  Mifs  Bull,  and  all  the  family. 

Sir  J.  {without)  I  wi{h  my  Lady  Bull  you'd 
have  let  Robin  roU'd  us  up  to  the  dpon  , 

«        D  ]>  2  Mrs*  O 
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Mrs.  C.  Ha!  upo0  my  honor  it  is  Sir  Jbhti 
Bull  and  his  Tadys  this  is  the  truth  of  an  Englilti 
family. 

Enter  Sir  John  and  Lady   Bull,  French   Inn-' 
keepers,  and  Porters^  with  bandboxes,  i^c: 

Mrs.  C.  Sir  J9hn,  you  are  wdcome  from 
Paris. 

Sir  y.  'Welcome  from  Paris  !  Where  the  devil 
are  you  taking  us  ?  fuch  a  way  to  walk  over  your 
damned  pavement ! 

Lady  B.  On  fie,  Sir  John  !  do  you  confider 
where  you  are  ?  when  Englifh  gendemen  come 
to  France^  they  ihould  leave  their  damme's  at 
Dover. 

Sir  J.  1  wifh  I  had  left  you  or  royfelf  there  ! 
What  are  thefe  fellows  doing  with  the  things. 

Lady  B.  Don't  you  fee  the  gentlemen  are  por- 
ters, Sir  John. 

Sir  y.  Porters  !  pickpockets — paid  by  the 
ounce :  one  Thames-llreet  porter  wouM  take  the 
whole  feven,  and  their  bundles  on  his  knot,  here's 
a  proof. 

Enfer  Robin  witb  a  large  trunk. 

My  trunk  Robin  ? 

Robin.  Yes,  your  honor,  four  of  the  Moun- 
fieurs  trying  to  carry  it,  dropped  it  in  the  dirt 
yonder,  (^l ays  it  down) 

Lady  B.  Rqbin  you  muft  immediately  find 
Cononel  Epaulette's  lodge,  and  let  him  know  we 
are  arrived. 

:    Siry,  Yes,  when  you've  taken  care  of  the 

trunksi } 
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trunks ;  and  d'ye  hear  Robin,   youMl  find  fquire 
Taliyho  therei  tell  him  that  I'm  come,  and  that 
Dolly's  longing  to  fee  him — But  where  is  flie. 
Lady  B.  Aye,  whereas  Mifs  Dolly  Bull. 

Enter  Mifs  Dolly  Bull. 

Mifs  D.  Here  I  am  Mamma.  /Ma'am  pray 
which  is  the  inn.  {io  Mrs.  Cafey) 

Lady  B..  Inn  !  Hotel  Mifs  if  you  pleafe. 

Mifs  D.  Mifs !  MadamoifcUe,  if  you  pleafe 
Ma'am. 

Sir  J.  Aha !  Well  faid  Polly,  there  was  French 
upon  French. 

Lady  B.  Dear  Sir,  which  is  the  hotel — (to 
French  in  keepers) 

Sir  J.  How  curfed  polite  to  a  waiter  too !  onlj^* 
becaufe  he's  French. 

French  Inn.  Dis  vay  Mademoifelle-r-I  keep  de 
Lilly  of  France. 

Sir  J.  Let's  in,  I'm  plaguy  hungry. 

French  Inn.  Ah  Monfieur  dc  nice  Vcrmicelle— 
de  bon  ragout  and  de  frais  falade. 

Sir  J.  Ragouts  !  p(ha  ! 

Mrs.  C.  D'ye  hear,  George,  carry  that  big 
piece  of  roaft  beef  up  to  the  Lion. 

Sir  J.  Ay  and  carry  me  up  to  the  Lion  ;  I  like 
to  dine  in  good  company :-— Who  are  you.  Ma* 
dam  ?  ^ 

Mrs.  C.  I'm  Mrs.  Cafey,  Sir,  at  your  fervice— 
and  I  keep  this  houfe,   the  Lion  ot  England. 

Sir  J.  And  are  you  Engiifh  ? 

Mrs.  C.  Yes,  that  1  am — ho\x\  in  Dublin-^an 
honeft  Iriihwoiuaa,  upon  my  honor, 

AIR. 


^  PONTAINEBLEAt7| 

AIR— .Mrs.  Caset* 

The  Britifh  Lion  is  my  fign, 

A  roaring  trade  I  drive  on. 
Right  Englifh  ufage,  neat  French  wintg 

A  landlady  muft  thrive  on.    ^ 
At  table  d'hote  to  eat  and  diink. 

Let  French  and  Engliih  mingle. 
And  while  to  me  they  bring  the  chink* 
Faith  let  the  gl^cs  jingle. 
Yoar  rhino  rattle. 
Coxae  men  and  cattle. 

Come  ^U  to  Mrs.  d&y^ 
Of  trouble  and  money. 
My  jewel  my  honey, 

I  warriBt  111  matke  you  ctf]^« 

When  drefs'd,  and  feated  in  my  bar. 

Let  'fquire,  or  beau,  or  beile,  come* 
Let  Captains  kifs  me  if  they  dare. 

It's  "  Sir,  your  kindly  welcome.'* 
On  ihuiHe,  cog,  and  flip,  I  wink. 

Let  rooks  and  pidgeons  mingle* 
For  if  to  m^  they  bring  the  chink* 

Faith  let  the  glaiTes  jingle. 

Your  rhino  rattle,  $ic» , 

Let  love  fly  here  on  fllken  wings* 

His  tricks  I  cftn  connive  at. 
The  lover  who  wou'd  fay  foft  thing'$j 

Shall  have  a  room  in  private. 
On  pkafores  I  «m  pleafed  to  winls* 

So  lips  and  ki^  mingle^ 
For  wWle  to  me  they  bring  the  chinki 

Faith  let  the  glafles  jingle. 

Your  rhino  rattle,  &c. 

[Exeunt  Mrs.  Cafey^  Lady  Bull^  Mtfs  Dolfy^  and 
Servants. 

Enter  Lackland, 

Lack.  S\t  John  Bull   I  think  they  call  him 

from  the  City  end  of  London,   {afide.)  Mon- 

fieur,  Si  vous  netes  pas  bien  cmprcfle 

.  Sir 
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Sir  J.  Don't  yau  prrfle  me,  I  am  EnglUb. 

Lack.  You  arc  ?  Your  pardon — I  fee  it  ia 
your  boneft  face, 

Sir^.  Well,  what  have  you  to  fay  to  my 
ho&eft  face  ? 

Lack.  Say  !  roe  1— I  have  nothing  to  fay — but 
only-'— how  d'ye  <<o  ? 

Sir  7«  Why  pretty  well ;  how  arc  you  ? — ^aa 
impudent  rafcal  this    {ajide.') 

Lack.  And  how  have  you  left  all  friends  in—^ 
in — ^Throgmortou  Street.  I 

SirJ.Khl 

Lack.  Th«it  1$*— 1  naean-r-youVe  come  to  Fon-* 
tl^tnebleau,  and  juft  arrived,  my  heart  warm€d 
at  the  fight  of  my  countryman,  for  I  am  Eng* 
lifli  too,  a  little  unfortunate — but 

Sir  J.  You're  pooi  ? 

Lack.  Why,  Sir,  I  have  had  money. 

Sir  y.  And  what  did  you  do  with  it  ? 

Lack*  Sir,  I  laid  it  out  in  experience. 

Sir  y.  Ch,  then  I  fuppole  you're  a  very  cua- 
fling  fellow  now. 

Lack,  I  know  the  world.  Sir,  I  have  had 
yent-rolls,  lands,  tenements,  heriditamcnts, 
manfions,  arables,  paflurest,  ilreams,  flewards, 
beafts,  tenants,  quarter  days,  and'fuch  other 
incumbrances. 

Sir  J.  What,  and  you've  got  rid  of  them  all  ? 

Ilack.  Oh !  yes. 

Sir  J.  A  clever  fellow  !  but  coudn't  you 
have  got  your  teeth  drawn  at  the  fame  time^  I 
fuppofenow  you've  little  ufefor'em. 

Lack.  Ha,    ha,    ha !  very  well   indeed  !-^oh, 
you  vile  dog  1  ( afide)  as  you're  Engliih  I  feel  an 
;ittachment^ — harkye,  a  (harping  place  this — you 
jftay  profit  by  my  advice  ^  avoid  flrangers,  par- 
ticularly 
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ticularly  our  own  countrymen,  all  upon  the 
iharp  —  they'll  introduce  thcmfelves,  intrude 
their  converfation,  anniufe  you  with  fome  flam 
of  their  families,  and  fpending  fortunes  and 
lofTes,  and  the  ftory  generally  ends  in  borrowing 
money  from  you,  that  is,  if  you  are  fool  enough 
to  lend  it — now  my  dear.  Sir,  'tis  my  pleafure 
to  warn  a  gentlemen  like  you,  of  the  tricks  and 
deceptions  of  thefe  fort  of  fellows. 

Sir  y.,  Vm  very  much  obliged  to  you — give 
me  your  hand — will  you  eat  a  bit  of  mutton  witli 
us  ? 

Lack.  Sir,  I  (hould  be  proud  of  the  honour- 
but,  fomething  aukward — this  dilhabille — and 
z^\  underftand  you  have  ladies,  you  know  they 
expe<5l  a  man — the  fellow  here,  detains  a  hand- 
fome  fuit  of  mine  only  for — Sir,  if  you  could 
oblige  me  with  a  guinea,  I  fbould  repay  you 
with  many  thanks. 

Sir  J.  What  1  when  the  arables  come  back  ? 
••^-a  guinea !— well,  I  dont  mind  as  far  as^-* 
-— diftrefs  in  a  ftrange  country  is-^-what's  your 
name  ? 

Lack.  Lackland,  at  your  fervice — 

Sir  J.  A  guinea,  you  fay^-^there  Mr  Lack-t 
land.  {^  gives  money 

Lack.  Sir,  I  am  eternally  obliged  to  you — > 
I  fancy  I  may  pafs  in  thefe  cloaths,  eh  ? 

Sir  J.  Yes,  yes,  you  may  pafs — rfor  a  fhop^ 
lifter,  [ajide.) 

Lack.  Waiter  !  {calls)  If  you'll  give  me  leave 
ril  treat  you  with  a  flalk  of  moft  excellent 
Chaitipaigne.  {  goes  to  tavern) 

Sir  y.  Treat  me !  my  oWn  money  too !  cham-r 
paigne  !  and  I  doubt  if  the  fellow  has  got  a  Ihirt 
to  his  ruffles. 
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Lack,  (advances.)  Upon  my  foul,  you're  a 
very  fine  old  gentlemsTil ;  mind  my  advice ;  I 
warn  you  iigainft  our  countrymen,  they'll  only 
borrow  yourihoney^  and  liugh  at  you  aftewards 
—•ha,  ha,  ha ! 

SirJ.lUj^i^hzl   So  they'll  laugh  at  me 
afterwards.    Ha,  ha,  ha  I 
^    Lack.  Now  you  know  their  tricks,  mind  fan 
Jceep  your  hand  on  your  cafli. 

SirJ.  Yes,  yes,  the  moment  they  talk  of 
Throgmorton  Street,  you  may  be  furc  I  will, 
ha,  ha,  ha! 

Lack.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  Very  well !  Bravo  1  Blcfi 
your  jolly  face,  how  a  laugh  becomes  if. 

Sir  J.  My  jolly  face  !    Good  !     Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

L(ick.  I'm  thinking  how  furprifed  you'll  bp 
>lfirhen  I  pay  you  this  guinea  to-morrow. 

Sir  Jf  I  fliall  be  furprifed  indeed. 

Lack.  Aye,  I  have  bought  my  experience  by 
Wholefale. 

Sir^y.  Yes,  and  you  now  retail  it  out  at  a 
guinea  a  dofe. 

Lack.  My  dear  Sir,  I  ihall  always  acknow** 
ledge  myf(;jf  your  debtor. 

Sir  J.  I  dare  fay  you  will. 

Enter  Waiter. 

Lack.  Shew  a  poom,  fcpundrel^  and  change 
for  a  guinea.  \^Exeunt  laughing. 


VOL-  11.  E  E  SCENE 


^  FONTAINESiEAV  I 

SCENE  n. 

A  Cbambtr  in  Lapoch/s  l^fe. 
EiHtr  RoBA,  reading, 

Bap,  «  Gan'ft  tbon  forget  vhat  tears  tbat 

*•  moment  fell, 
*'  When  warm  in  youth  I  bid  the  world 

«  farewell, 
**  As  with  cold  lips  I  ki£ed  the  facred 

«  Teil, 
"  The   ihrines  all  trembled,    and  tht 

"  lamps  grew  pale." 

5fodf  Eloifa  In  the  Cloifter  fpofce  my  fentiments! 
—I  begin  to  repent  my  elopement ;  by  this  time 
the  Abbefs  has  heard  of  my  departure  from  the 
Convent,  heigh-ho  !  1  wonder  if  Lord  WinlovQ 
has  received  my  letter,  I  wifh  he  was  come, 

AIR— Rosa. 

Ohi  liageiing  time  i  why  with  itifta^> 

When  abfent  kive  we  mourn. 
And  why  lb  nimbly  glide  away. 

At  our  true  love's  leturn. 

Ah,  gentle  time !  the  youth  attend, 
Whafe  Abfence  here  I  monrn, 
.    The  cheerful  hours  in  pity  fend, 
Thatbiing  my  love's  retnrn. 

I  feel  my  heart  with  rapture  beat. 

No  longer  fliall  I  mourn. 
My  lover  foon  with  Antleal'llmeet,  , 

And  hnil  his  glad  return. 

Snttf 
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Enter  Nannettb. 

H^an.  Madam,  here's  a  gentleman. 
Rofa.^  My    Lord    Winlove    himfelf !     Why 
didn't  I  wiflx  fooner  ? 

[Exif  Nannette. 

Enter  Lord  Winlove. 

Lord  W.  My  charming  Rofa  I 
Rofa.  Oh,  my  Lord  1 

LordW.  My  dear  creature,  bow  could  you 
think  of  Fontainebleau  of  all  places,  and  at  fuch 
a  time  too— fo  full  of  Engliih,  and  fifty  people 
that  may  know  both  you  and  me ;  fafer  as  I 
advifed  you  waiting  for  mc  at  Villeneuve,  and 
by  a  croft  route  get  to  Paris* 

Rofa.  Nay,  dont  be  angry  with  me  5  if  I  had 
remained  in  the  village,  the  Abbefs  might  have 
difcover'd  my  retreat;  for  tho*  only  in  my  novici- 
ate, I  dare  fay  flic's  highly  incenfcd  at  my  efcape^ 
Lord  W.  Your  letter  faid  you  got  out  of  the 
convent  in  boy's  cloaths — Ha,  ha,  ha  I 

Rofa.  Yes,  and  I  w:as  even  obliged  to  change 
before  1  got  to  Fontaincbleau--Oh,  nriy  Lora^ 
this  is  a  wicked  ftep  1 

Lord  W.  1  he  impiety  is  mine,  my  love,  to  rob 
heaven  of  an  angel — ^Well,  we  may  get  from 
hence  to-night :  my  death,  from  that  ren-contre 
•with  your  brother,  is  every  where  believed. 

Rofa.  My  dear  Lord !  Now  only  yours— I  know 
tio  guide  but  your  opinion. 

£  E  %  hard 
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Jjord  W.  My  fweet  Rofa !  tho*  I  wasn't  to  be 
threatened  into  a,  marriage  by  your  brother,  yet 
on  my  return  to  England,  I  (hall  with  pride  ac- 
knowledge my  lovely  Rofa  to  be  Lady  Winlove. 

AIR,— LORd  WiNLOVE, 

Flower5>  their  beauties  all  Airrender^ 
When  the  Sun  withdraws  his  ray; 

Now  they  fhine  in  borrowed  fplenaor> 
Painted  by  the  beam  of  day. 

With  each  good^  fair  Eden  planted^ 
Ev'ry  fweet  that  fenfe  cou'd  move ; 

Paffion  fi^hsy  tho'  all  is  granted^ 
No  enjoyment  without  love. 

*  .  .  • 

Deateft  maid«  thy  fmiles  bedowing^ 
Bright  and  gay  my  hours  fhall  be  ; 

By  this  heart,  with  rapture  glowing. 
Thou  art  light,  and  love  to  me. 

ijrhey  retire  uf. 

i 

Enter  Nannette. 

Nan.  Oh  Madam,  Madam  I  here  my  mafter 
has  brought  in  a  new  lodger  with  him  !  the 
moft  charming,  beautiful — young  officer — our 
f:ountrylTian  too ! 

Lordfy.  Young  officer  I 

Nan.  I  afk  pardon.  Sir,  I  didn't  fee  you. . 

JjordfV.  Then  I  fee  the  neceflity  of  our  im- 
mediate departure— Til  inftantly  order  a  chaife, 
and  remove  you,  my  love,  out  of  this  group  of 
joclcics,  grooms,  peers,  and  pickpockets,  [Exit. 
^Nan.  Ah,  Madam,  of  all  the  men  in  the  globe, 
give  ne  an  Englifhman  after  all.  This  pretty 
^&xxV'^{opens  a  pair  ol folding  dcors.) 

Henry. 
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Henry  di/covereJ  afteep  on  a  /opba. 

Dear  Madam,  look— he's  aflecp:   yes,  he  com- 
plained  to  my  mafter  that  he  had  been  up  all 
night;     {makes Jigns  io  Rofa.) 
,   Rofa.  Fye,  fye,  Nannctte — ^When  that  gentle- 
man tcturns,  you'll  let  me  know.  \Exit. 

Nan^  Liid,  how  nice  we  arc !  Then  I'll  win 
the  gloves  myfelf.  {going  towards  him,  Henry  Jiirs) 
Oh  dear  !  he's  awake  ! 

Hen.  {Ri/lng  and  advancing)  This  travelling  by 
night — I  thought  to  have  flcpt  in  the  chaife,  but 
not  a  wink— 

Nan.  Did  you  call>  Sir  ? 

Hen.  Who  are  you  ?  mf  little  countrywoman  ? 

Nan»  Nanny,  Sir,  at  your  fervice— Mafter, 
tho*  will  call  me  Nannette,  in  the  French  falhioA. 

Hen.  Oh,  youVe  the  little  Englifli  fiUe  dc 
chambre  to  MonGeur  Lapoche,  the  French  taylor. 

Nan.  At  your  fervicc.  Sir. 

« 

AIR. — Nannettit^ 

Indeed  I'll  do  the  beft  I  can> 
To  pleafe  fo  fine  a  gentleman ; 
You  lodge  with  us,  and  you  fliall  fect 
How  careful  poor  Nannette  will  be; 
So  nice,  fo  neat,  fo  clean  your  room. 
With  bow-pots  for  the  fweet  perfume. 
An't  pleafe  you.  Sir, 
When  you  get  up ; 
Your  coffee  brown. 

In  china  cup;  ^ 

Dinner,  and  bon  fouper, 
Sur  mon  hoiiiieur  at  night  you'll  be;  ' 
With  waxen  taper  light  to  bed. 
By  poor  Nannette,  yooir  chamber  maid. 

Enfer 


ti4  roNTAlWfiBLEACr 


£nier  Lapoch^. 
(Goes  round  and  turns  Nannette  from  Hetiry.) 

Lap.  Ah,  here  is  fine  doing  in  my  houfe!  and 
you  come  here  vid  your  vaxcn  taper,  and  your 
caper^  your  fmile,  and  your  fmirk  on  dis  Engliih 
boy — pardi !  I  vill  knock  his  head  againft  de— 
(^iurns  to  Henry)  I  hope  you  had  a  good  fleep 
Sir  ?— Get  you  down  Hairs.  \^Exit  Nannette^ 

I  hope  you  find  every  thing  agreeable  Sir  ?  hope 
nobody  difturb  you  ?  and  dat  you  like  your 
apartments^— Here  you  have  all  convenience; 
here  you  may  have  three  courfc  and  defert— you 
may  invite  your  Engliih  friend  to  drink  de  bon 
vin  here  in  my  houfe-— you  may  all  get  fo  merry, 
and  fo  druTik>  and  laugh  and  roar,  and  fing,  and 
knock  your  fiftes  againft  one  another's  heads,  fo 
friendly,  a-la-mode  de  Londres— -Aha !  you  pleafe 
to  valk  dis  vay,  Sir;  I  will  (hew  you  ^your  fallc  a 
manger. 

fU-enter  Nannettje. 

Nan.  Sir,  here  is——* 

Lapo,  Go,  get  you  gone !  vat  you  come  again 
here,  {seeping  at  de  men. 

Nan.  Monfieur,  I  oaiy  want 

Lapo*  You  want !  Oui,  I  know  irat  you  vant— 
allez,  go,  begar  I  fhall  have  no  girl  to  myfelf — all 
de  gici  in  my  houfe  vill  come  after  dis  jolie 
garden. 

Nion  Sir,  f  ou  wont  let  me  tell  you  that  Colonel 
Epaulette  has  fent  to  know  if  his  new  liveries  are 

finifhed; 
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6nifhed ;  and  the  Englifii  (quire^  Mr.  Tallyho^ 
has  fcnt  for  his  hunting  frock/ 

Lafo.  Colonel  Epaulette !  and  Mr.  fquire  Tal- 
lyho  !  Monfieur,  defe  are  my  great  cuftomer,  dey 
match  de  two  borfe  to  run  on  de  race  to- morrow; 
dat  fquire  Tallyho  is  fine  man  j  Ah  f  1  do  love  to 
vork  for  Milor  Anglais — dis  vay,  MonGeur— you 
yill  excufe  a_me — jcome,  Nannette,  hcwillcxcufe 
i)  you  too.  {^ExcuttU 


SCENE    III. 

Another  room  at  L^foche's. 
Entif  Rosa. 

Rofa.  I  wonder  what  can  keep Xord  Winlove! 
I  wiflx  we  were  once  upon  the  road  !  this  anxiety 
is  tormenting!  I  long,  tho'  why  defire^  to  fee 
jjEnglandj  when  all  I  love  is  here. 

AIR. — RosA^ 

The  night  when  pafsM^  in  golden  &ie3 
If  whiten'd  cliiFs  the  Tailor  fpies  ; 

Completely  bleft. 
The  fight  each  tender  thought  infpif  es. 
His  love's  on  fhorp,  and  fancy  fires 

His  faithful  breaft ; 

The  dancing  waves  falute  his  oar. 

He  pulls  and  fings,  my  love's  on  ihorci 

He  waves  his  hat,  and  cries  adieu, 
Farewet  good  (hip,  and  friendly  crew  ; 

For  love  I  fleer—- 
And  as  around  he  turns  his  face. 
To  view  the  happy  well-known  place 

That  holds  his  dear ; 

The 
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The  dancing  waves  falate  his  oar. 
He  pulls  and  iings,  my  love's  on  fhor'e. 

Enter  Nannette, 

Nannctte,  is  the  gentleman  come  ? 

Nan.  No  Ma'am^  not  yet  5  hut  I  defired  the 
boy  to  fhew  him  to  this  apartment. 

Hen.  (JVitbout)  What!  h  the  lady  this  way? 

Nan.  The  blockhead  !  may  I  die  if  it  isn't  cK^ 
young  Englilh  officer  he*5  fending  up  here ! 

Rofa.  Shut  the  door,  Y\\  be  fecn  by  nobody 
undone !  my  brother  Henry— r»  . 

J£,ntcr  Henry. 

Hen.  The  boy  told  me  a  Lady  dcfired- 


Nan.  Yes,  Sir,  that  the  lady  defined  to  be 
feen  by  nobody. 

Hen.  Is  it  poflible ! — my  dear,  will  you  ftep 
down  a  moment.  [^Exii  Nannette. 

My  lifter !  ^ 

Rofa.  What  fhall  I  do  ? 

Hen.  Efcaped  from  the  convent !  tell  me,  Rofa^i 
what- — loft  to  every  fenfe  pf  virtue  !  to  fly  from 
the  only  place  that  could  afford  an  afylum  for  your 
Ihame. 

Rofa.  My  dear  brother!  tho*  appearances  are 
againft  me,  yet,  when  you  are  acquainted  with 
certain  circumftanccs,  which  prudence  forbids  me 
at  prcfent  to  account  for — 

Hen.  Talk  of  prudence,  and  your  fame  ble- 
mifh*d! — your  charafter  departed  with  it's  de- 
ftroyer.  But  of  Lord  Winlove's  memory  let  me 
be  tender,  as  his  life  anfwered  for  his  (hare  in 
your  offence. 

Rofa. 
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^/a.  He  does  not  yet  know  of  my  Lord's  being 
alive— I   dread  his  return,    their  meeting  agaia 
'  muft  indeed  be  fatal,     {afide) 

Hen.  Tell  me,  Rofa  ?  Why  would  you  quit 
your  convent  ? 

'  Roja.  I  muft  get  Henry  out  of  the  houfe  before 
Lord  Winlove  returns — How  fhall  I?  {pfide) 
Come,  take  me  J  IMl  go  with  you  there  this  in- 
ftant — do  forgive  me — come,  dear  brother. 

Hen.  Yes,  yes!  I'll  lodge  you  once » more: 
yet,  how  perplexing!  If  I  quit  Fontainebleau  at 
this  juncture,  1  may  lolc  my  wifh'd  for  inter- 
view with  the  unknown  charmer  that  brought  me 
hithen  (^afide)  "    ^ 

Rofa.  {4fide)  Heavens !  T  think  I  hear — if  it 
fhouM  be  Lord  Winlove— Come,  Henry,  I  have 
but  few  preparations,  and  will  immediately  at- 
tend you. 

H^n.  Be  affured,  Rofa,  I  will  not  part  with 
you  now,  until  I  again  deliver  you  to  the  Lady 
Abbefs,  with  a  ftri(5l  charge  that  fhc  will 
ftrengthen  your  fpiritual  chains.— —And  yet  the 
iympajthy  of  my  own  hearty  inclines  me  to  excufe 
the  weaknefs  of  my  fitter's. 

Dl)ET.— Hej^ry  ^»^  Rosa. 

Brooks  to  your  fources,  ah !  4uickly  return. 
Tear,  drop  on  tear,  and  give  life  to  the  urn; 
Truth  and  virtue  pafs  away. 
Ere  I  for  another,  my  true  }ove  betray. 

\£xeim. 
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ACT    It 


SCEKE  h 

tlit  Race  Cour/e**^'Cries  and  Shouts  ioUbmit* 

Enter  Tallyho  and  Jocrey^ 

Tallybo, 

Huzza  !  ccodDlck  my.  boy,  you  did  the 
thing  nicely ! 

Jock.  Didn't  I  your  honor  ?  I  faid  Fd  wiii  f* 
you — 'Huzza  !        ^ 

TaL  We've  banged  them — hey  for  Torkfhire, 
d'ye  hear,  fee  Whirligig  well  rub*d  down,  and 
giye  her  a  born  of  egg  milk,  oil,  and  fafiron, 
and  ifvhiie  you  lead  her  round  the  courfe  in 
ttiiimph,  let  the  French  horns  play—*'  Britons 
««  ftrike  home.'*  (Jtngs)  Let's  fee  befides  the  five 
thoufand  from  this  French  Colonel  Epaulette- 
aye,  Ifliall  win  twenty  thoufand  by  the  day,  and 
then  my  flang  match  to-morrow,  eh  Dick? 

Jock.  Aye. Sir,  Joah  of  ArCl  Whirligig,  and 
OldEngl  and  againft  the  globe,  huzza  I 

Bit€r 
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Enter  Englijh  Waiter, 

W^ait'  Sir,  my  Miftrefs  wou*d  be  glad  to  know 
how  many  flbe  mud  provide  dinner  for  ? 

Ttf/,  Eh,  dinner !— true ;  tell  Moll  Cafey  to 
knock  her  whole  houfe  into  one  room,  and  to 
roaft^  boiU  bake,  and  fricafee,  as  if  (he  hadn't 
an  hour  to  live.-«^ We're  a  roaring,  a  fcreeching 
party ! 

Enter  Lacki^and. 

Lack.  Yes,  tell  your  miftrefs  we're  a  numerous 
patty— Pve  left  my  name  at  the  bar. 

[Exit  Waiter. 

Tal  Ay,  Til  be  bound  they  have  your  name 
2t  the  bar-^  fee  by  his  grin  he  wants  to  comQ 
Captain  Borrowman,  but  *twon*t  do.  (ajide)  ' 

Lack*  Ah  Tallyho  I  my  dear  fellow  I  I  give 
jrou  joy,  upon  my  honor.  I  never  faw  finer  run-p 
iiing  in  the  whole  courfc  of    ■ 

7aL  I  woii't  lend  you  G^pence, 

LacJk.  Sir ! 

Tal.  It's  a  fine  day. 

Lack.  Why  Sir,  as  to  the^ — -Ha,  h»,  ha  I 
upon  my  fptil,  you  are  the  moft^. — - 

TaL  So  I  am — Ha,   ha,  ha  1 

Lack.  Oh  I  have  you.     Ha,   ha,  ha! 

Tal.  No,  you  ha'nt,  nor  you  won't  have  me-i» 
Vt^  not  to  be  bad-r?-kaow  a  thing  or  two,  if  your 
|Unt  I'm  fteel. 

Lack.  Well  but  don't  ftrike  fire  to  me,  referve 
your  flafhes  of  wit,  or- 

Tal.  You  will  catch  'cm  as  your  coat  is  a  kind 
of  tender,     i|a,  ha,  ha ! 

f  F  Lack. 
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Lad.  Sir^  I  de&e  you'll  |^fiad  fome  other  fub« 
jf  ft  for  your  jokes. 

Tal.  True,  your  coat  is  rather  a  thread-bare 
fubjeft.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  touching  a  twenty  thou» 
{and  makes  a  body  fo  comical.     Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Isack.  Twenty  thoufand  !  ah  your  wit  is  fter- 
ling  to  day,  Tallyho,  and  as  you  carry  your 
brains  in  your  pocket,  1  wifh  yo^'d  change  me 
a  ten  pound  joke. 

Tah  Oh  Lackland,  you  yourfelf  are  fo  full  of 
jokes,  that  you  even  laugh  at  the  elbows — Ha> 
ha,  ha  !  that  is  the  bed  humoured  fuit  of  cloaths. 

Lack,  (calmly)  Sir,  if  you  were  any  one  clfe, 
upon  my  honor  Fd  knock  you  down. 

Tal.  Hold,  if  you  raife  your  arm  you'll  en- 
creafe  the  laugh — Come  don't  be  angry—^and  J*H 
help  you  to  a  graver  fort  of  coat,  that's  not  quite 
fo  much  upon  the  broad  grin — Hufti,  I'll  intror 
duce  you  tb  Colonel  Epaulette  yonder. 

LacL  {looking  out)  That!  aye,  a  right  French- 
man— one  might  guefs  by  his  mirth  that  he  ha^ 
loft  the  day. 

Tal.  True,  but  I  keep  up  the  old  faying.  Ha^ 
ha,  ha !   they  may  laugh  that  wii). 
^  Lack.  I've  heard  the moft  unaccountable  ftori^ 
of  his  aping  the  Engli0i  fafhicns. 

Tal.  Yes,  I'm  his  tutor,  I  teach  him  all  our 
polite  accomplifljments. 

Lack.  Polite,  then  I  fuppofe  by  this,  he  can 
drink,  fw?ar,  play,  fmoak,   and— 

^al.  Hufti— here  he  comes — Lackland  I'H 
give  him  i]p  to  you-!T— or  you  to  him,  to  get  rid 
of  you.  [ajide) 

'  Lack.  Yet  I'm  told  this  Colonel  has  a  moft  be* 
nevolent  heart— a  man  of  much  >yorth. 

2V/«  Yes,  he  is  worth  fifty  thoufand  a  year. 

Lack^ 
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Lack.  Hike  a  man  of  fifty  thoufaod  a  year- 
hem  !  tell  him  whp  I  am,  d'ye  hear' Tally  ho 

Tal.  I'll  tell  him  you*re  a  wrangling  maltiflF, 
pointer-nriadf^ 

Lack.  A  what,  sir? 

Tal.  Why  he  thinks  fo. highly  of  our  courage, 
with  him  the  boldcft  bully  is  tJhe  braveft  Briton, 
r— He's  fo  fond  of  our  Engliih  cuftoms,  that  he'd 
introduce  himfelf  to  a  Duchefs  with  a  zounds  ; 
and  thinks  if  he  can  come  out  with  a  dozea 
d^mme's  or  fo,  he  fpeak^  very  good  Engliih. 

Enter  Colonel  Epaulette.  {Jinging) 

CoUE.*^  Rule  Britannia,  Britannia  rule  dc 
vay.*' — Ah  my  viftorious  fquire  ! — {Jings)  If 
you  (hould  like  de  Yorkfliire  type,  *'  an  honeft 
lad  behold  me/' — 1  lofe  five  toufand  to  you  on 
dis  match ;  d ere  is  one  toufand  on  de  Parigf 
bank,  two  de  bank  of  England,  von  Drum^mond, 
and  von  Child,    (^gives  notes) 

Lack.  Tallyho,  as  I  have  none  of  my  own, 
J'U  adopt  that  Ch  Id. 

CoL  K  Ha,  ha  !  le  drole  !  zounds !  damme. 

7**7/.  Oh  yes.  Its  a  very  good  joke,  {puts  up  the 
notes)  Colonel,  this  is  fquire  what  d'ye  call  him. 
.—Squire,  that  is  Colonel  Thmg  O'mej  and 
now  you  know  one  another,  (hake  hands. 

Lack    Sir  your  moft  obedient. 

TaL  Colonel,  this  is  an  honeft  fellow,  and  a 
finifiied  gentleman  at  jig,  or  allemande,  Robin 
Qrey,  or  Malbrook ;  he'll  vihip  you  thro' with 
a  fmall  fword,  or  break  yciur  head  with  a 
cudgel. 

Co/.E.  I'm  much  obliged  to  him^  zounds! 
^amme  i  but  is  h^  fopd  of  play  i 

TaL 


Tal  Play  r  hc^^U  pujl  eh<^  longoA  ftraw  for  n 
five  pound  joke,  or  run  witb  yom  in  a£ick£6r  ) 
gu)ger-bf  ead  hat. 

Z^rib.  Sir,  my  friend  TaUyho  UfailMr  hvifli 
in  his  commendations.  I  ba!rc  the  honor  to  be 
known,  and  indeed  live  with  fome  psFtons^  not 
of  the  loweft  order  in  this^and-^-every  country^ 

Tal.  Ye8i»  he  has  fo  ooany  great  acquaintancee» 
and  fo  polite  himfelf^ook  at  his  hat,  he  haa 
almoft  fainted  away  the  front  cock. 

tack.  I  hate  ceremony— but  one  inuft  know 
people  fometimcs. 

TaL  Says  fo  mai^  good  things  tQp^r^a  capital 
Bon-mot  ter. 

Lack.  Hang  it,  no  TaHyho»  my  wit  9  rather 
of  the — fometimes  indeed  come  out  wiih  a  liitl« 
§aUy  that — — 

Epau.  Sir,  I  ihonld  he  proud  to  be  introdiuced 
lo  your  little  Sally. 

Lack.  Ha^  ha,  ha !  you  ihall  Colonel,  ny  Ik^ 
tie  Molly  and  my  little  Jenny — you  fee  wiiat  I 
am  Colond-r— rather  an.  ordinary  felloir;  but 
the  ladies  do  leer  at  me  now  and  then.— 9 
Overheard  a  moft  divertiflg  confab  amongft  that 
groupe  of  ladies  yonder  as  I  paft  'em~Oh  dear 
look  at  him,  fays  one,  who  ?  fays  another^  that 
Anart  gentleman,  fays  a  third ;  I  vow  a  mon-» 
flrous  pretty  fellow,  fays  a  fourth :  but  who  is  he^ 
perhaps  he's  the  Englifli  AmbaflTador,  oh  Madam 
not  he,  oh  not  him,  no,  no :  but  at  laft  they  all 
concluded  from  a  certain  fomething  in  my  air, 
that  1  can  be  no  other  than  the  En^peror  incog« 
lla,  ha,  ha ! 

AIL  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Tal.  Well  faid  mafter  Emperor— but  I  will 
new  robe  your  imperial  majefty.  I'll  touch  him 
for  a  coat  for  you.  {a$art  to  Lackland)  A  roan  of 

taa^ 
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litgh  tafte  in'  out  imode».  (itpart  to  QhfteiyVH 
tty  al^  get  him  to  diacge  a  fuft  with  you. 

Lack.  Why  I  mnft  fay  Vtn  fomewhat  partial 
to  the  Newtnarket  ftile^ 

iipau.  I  tiiik  his  cOitt  look  de  oM-market  ftyle^ 
ha,  ha,  ha! 

TaL  Yes,  tot  ftodi  your  fltiped  coat  and  fea- 
thered halt  ht  took  you  for  i  drummer* 

Efau.  Sacre  dieu !  He  did  not,  zoixtkis ! 
(damnae) 

Tai.  iTes,  but  he's  foch  a  ihot,  he'd  fnuff  at 
^itndle  on  your  head. 

I^.  Sir,  I  vUl  fnu^  my  head  myfelf,  and  I 
vill  fnufl*  my  nofe  myfelf  in  fpite  of  any  body* 
0akes  fnuff  hajlity) 

Lack.  Colon  el,  without  offence  to  your  noie^ 
lend  mc  your  little  finger^ 

TaL  Do,  he'll  give  it  you  again* 

Epau.  ( Jhakes  hands  with  Lackland)  Ah,  I  fee 
%e  is  de  true  brave  man,  for  he  has  de  courage  to 
fight,  and  de  good  nature  to  forgive.  Mr. 
Lackland,  vill  you  dine  vid  me  to-morrow^ 

Loch  Dkie !  My  dear  Sir,  I'll  breakfaft  with 
you,  rU  fup  with  yoii.  Til  ftay  a  whole  month 
in  your  houfe. 

Epau.  Indeed  !  {joyfully) 

"^aL  Yes,  and  you'll  find  it  cursM  hard  to  get 
him  out  of  it,  he's  fo  friendly. 

Epau.  Mr.  Lackland,  give  me  your  hand^ 
you're  amoft  hofpitable  fellow,  zounds  damme  I 

Lack.  Oh,  pray  Tallyho,  isn't  that  your  jGifter 
Celia  ?  {looking  out) 

Tal.  Yes,  that's  lifter  Cely. 

Lack.  Haven't  feen  her  iovM  time---^a  fine  girl 
indeed ! 


*H 
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Tal.  I  wifh  I  had  left  her  behind  b  Pit'i 
badger'd— pefter'd    with    petticoats,    when    wc 
have  our  betts  and  bufincfs  to  inind. 

Epau.  I  vill  vait  on  de  lady. 

Lack.  Yes,  we'll  all  wait  on  the  lady— I  fhall 
engage  her  hand  at  the  baH  to  night. 

*Tal.  Lackland  be  quiet,  fhe  has  a  fortune/ 

Lack.  Well,  has  her  money  fpoilcd  her  dan- 
cing ? 

Tal.  No,  but  I  am  her  guardian,  mafter  £m^ 
peror. 

Lack.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  then  by  heaven  111  attack 
Mifs  Buflfalo,  6r  \^hat  is  the  ijame  ?— the  Grocer 
there r 

TaL  Thruft  your  copper-face  into  Sir  John 
Buirs family  too! 

Lack.  Bull  !  Aye,  I  thought  it  was  fome 
bead  or  other. 

Epau.  Oh,  my  lady  de  Bull,  dat  is  (he  dat 
is  recommend  to  me,  by  a  noble  Du^e  in 
parts. 

TaL  The  daughter,  Doll,  is  a  fine  filly,  wc 
f.art  for  matrimony  on  our  return  to  Paris* 
Yoicks  forward  my  boys  1 

Lack.  After  dinner  Til  challenge  her  in  pint 
bumpers  of  Cafey's  Burgundy.  » 
-    Epau.  And  I  fali  fhake  an  elbow,  and  fet   the 
merry-caftcr. 

.     TaL  Very  well,  very  well  gentlemen,  have  at 
you  both— -yoicks  !  hurrah  1 

AIR — Tallyho. 

I'm  you^s  at  any  fort  of  fun. 

My  buck  I  tell  you  fo  ! 
A  main  to  £ght,  a  nag  to  run, 
,  But  fay  the  word,  'tis  done  and  donc> 
All's  one  to  Tallyho  I 

Upon 
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Upon  a  fingje  card  Pll  fet, 

A  thoufand  pound  or  fo  ! 
But  name  the  thing,  1*11  bind  the  bet, '  ^ 

And  if  I  Ipfe  I  feorn  to  fret, 

AlPs  one  to  Tallyho ! 

Soppofe  you  challenge  in  a  glafs. 

Sweet  Doll  my  pretty  d(^ 

And  think  your  love  could  mine  furp^s, 

]f  d  fwallow  hogsheads  for  fay  }afs, 
Al&onctp  Tallyho  I 

Enter  Ceixa. 

*  I  ■ 

(if/.  Brother^  but  one  wor^  ! 

{Calling  ofi^  himi 

J^-enter  Tallyho, 

TaU  Ah  Celia— did  you  want  mc  ? 

Cel.  Yes,  where  are  you  going  ? 

^al.  Spank  along  to  Cafey'i>— I'm  with  you. 

{calling  off, 

Cel.  Lord,  it's  very  odd.  Brother,  that  you 
leave  me  here  alone,  .   . 

TaL  I'll  lay  you  ten  guineas  of  thatt 

Cel.  Of  what  ? 

Tal.  I  don't  know — any  thing  for  a  bet— • 
hurrah  1  Celia,  I'll  be  here  again,  when  I  come 
ba<;k— "  I'm  yours  at  any  fort  of  fun,  my 
buck  I  tell  you  fo.  ■'  [Exit finging. 

Cel.  Was  there  eVer  fuch  a  mad  movUl !  I  wiSi 
he  had  left  me  in  Paria,  I  wifli  I  hadn't  quitted 
England.  Fontainebleau  !  better  to  have  (hone 
on  the  Efplanade  at  Weymouth— Oh,  if  I  hacj 
but  one  dear  beau— ftippofe  only  to  keep  me  out 
of  the  way  of  the  coaches  s  talk  of  French^  gal- 

VOL.  lU  9Q.  Jantryj^ 
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lastry^  and  ^tteption  to  the  I^diei^  I  f rote^ 
W^'ye  quite  fppWd  tUtin  ;  no  \  fi^d%  hz^^nb 
chance  htrp^  WhiUi  tivaHed  by  Edf]^,  'Hig^ 
fly er^  and  Tban  of  Artr^o^  if'  Ibvtf  W&alUt  but 
throV  the  naiidfofhe  t^cer  ift  iny  way  tfa^t  dA^ 
tertain'd  me  ip  igtpeaAf^t^cm^  09^  u| 

On  earth  in  imt*  V  deep  ptdfpa^df ' 

l^Qver;!  fenf^y  inftlnft^  reafon  tend, 

*Ti^  ipvci  fwcet  unimral  foire  f 


tJVi 


■).i 
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Y99ly  IQi^elm  ^ile  i^>Oi|  th^  i|iid^^ 
W)i^JciMt  a  ray  to  I^xan'^  hfMT^*  ^^ 

Wiiy  flowers  perfinne  Ae  breath  of  Spring    * 
•  pr  why  db  fcWs  oh  l|a^thc)rn'«  fing  ? 

tTb^  Itiyr,^  firi^ruiixTerfal  Imr^^ 

With  honor  jpin'ia  or  form'4  to  hlefi^ 

Thy  poMrer  let  eyery  jtcart  conltefs»  '^-^ 

I>eut0  tal^c  the  man  1  iflje  vai  Wi^th  a^finife.  ^ 
Wou;d  haVt  fta!pt^'#  hie  itere  tq  ybntaitie^^S, 
Oh  tetbpt^iipn  1  ypffdcr  be  ??.  ^  - 

^'  B*«frHCTKtiwi/lRos^.  '^    - 

-    •  ■  ••        '  •  '       J.   .  .  . 

Kfj^/yts,  ^♦tia^^^^^  mf  eharmfng  t^n^ 

known.  (<2/f^<f) 

0/.  Is  that  hdy  vith  hiini  (itg/i  t^es^  h^ 
4trm)  Takes  him  by  the  arm  !  I  Wonder  wbmei^ 
hayen't  foi)le  regard  tp  decency  in  public. 
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Jibt^^iM^^  Wiflloyc  foUows 

foe,  deam  t»t|iini  ot^^y  br9i^  inii,ft  be  tht 
toaf<!qUeJite/  <€;^i4  Hfiotj^  H  ^^y»  4eflgn  to 
td^e  urn  to  tfec^  O^^vwtiitp  V^it  ?^c  fliall  b^ 

fcxj  lutCi  the  g^tes  fe  !^  t#?<:J|« 
tihtllq/idi)  'Sdcach !  il  I  lofe  ter  now,  difficult 

perhaps    to  meet  her    agaioj  and  if  I   quit 

Ko&-^—  \ 

t>Aiot»i,  < 


-'  .     I'  .-• 


Ldp^,  Ah.  Nf ademoifcWc  Hdft^  gladydU 

^ve  cftape  &oiii  that  prUcl  r^^ufe  otz^^lunrjt 
iuT^s^-i^my  deaf  fricna  I  am  fo  bvtijoice  I  ovci4 
took  iyoil^  I  dM  vstft  }tnk  i81^^  great 


boy,  ahd  t  ya$.  vt p,  apd  ,  piiiD^, '  a|4  ^^%  ^d 
thump  aboot  froQi  db  A  pioift  to  dat  a  poll. 
Ikn.  WcUi  pravi  and  \trhat  did  yoii  jieant  with 

Ltf^^.  Only  iii^^^oirfikiir^^l;^  tQ 

give  you  4  f a^iHpt  TOf  yot^  tod^^fig^^  Afioney* 
/fof.  dh;  i  fdfgbt  to  j^y  yov,  but  I  wasn't 

aHcettainlf  lofc  her;  i^a^  I.Vftf 
kofa  in  this  fellow's  (^^ll(^^ 
1  want  tofpeakto  a  perion  yonder,  youll  oblige 
tne  exceedingly  if  you  ^^iUremafAx  with  this  lady, 
tmtil  toy  return. 

1mi9^  OtiL  ManficiirH^I  warrant  I ,  viU  Click 

Clpfe,  {qfide.)  V     ,       . 

^  Hm.  Rofa,  I  w411  be  bai;k  in  a  few  mmute^' 

JLo^^  Ah,  dat  you  may  never  come  back— 
||xcept  to  pay  a  me. 

Mo/a.  Yesj  I  fee  that  ftran^lady  b  the  charm 

Q  4  ^  -•^•ucl 
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—cruel  Henry !  fo  fevercly  to  c^nfure  me  for  a 
paffiOD,  of  which  your  own  heart  IS  fufceptiblCf 

Lapo.  Oh,  my  deareft  !  Sweeteft  ! ;- 

i?2/i.  Tell  me,  hSve  you  feen  the  gentleman 
fince  ?  * 

lA$pif.  De  pretty  gentilhommc  dat  love  a  you  ? 
OuK 

Md/a.  Where  ?' 

Ldpo.  Dis  morning  in  my  looking  glafs. 

R^a.  How  perplexing,  tell  me  man— I  mean 
the  gentleman  that — ^has  he  been  to  enquire  for 
ine  fince  ? 

.  Lapo.  Ah»  fly  coquine  !  I  have  hear  all  about 
you — you  fcape  from  de  Convent  in  boy's  coat 
to  de  gentleman,  and  den  you  run  away  vid  de 
icaptain  from  de  gentleman,  and  now  I  fee  it 
in  your  eye,  you  vant  to  run  back  to  de  gentle* 
man  again. 

Rofa.  You're  not  much  out  there. 

.  Lapa.  1  fee  flie  love  him  very  much  (afide)  I 
yill  go  fee  vere  de  Captain  is  got — hufli,  you 
little  devil  of  a  fly  rogue.  [^Exit. 

Rofa.  How  perverfe !  by  waiting  here'  Lord 
Winlove  and  Henry  muft  certainly  meet,  and  I 
Jiave  the  worft  to  dread  from  their  violence  of 
temper. 

Re-mter  Lapoche. 

Lapo.  All  IS  fafe ;  your  Captain  is  facing  up  to 
anoder  Lady,  come  to  my  houfe  vid  me.  ^ 

Rofa.  'lis  certainly  the  eafieft  and  Ipecdiefl: 
means  of  feting  my  liord  again — then  the  necef- 
jity  of  reKeving..biiu  from  the  anxiety  into  which 
my  abfence  muH  h^ve  thrown  him— I'm  ilrongly 

tempted 
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tempted^  notwithftanding  the  impertinence  of  this 
mart. 

.  Lapo^  She  very  fond  of  me— vonce  I  have  her 
in  my  power,  if  (he  be  unkind,  up  I  lock  her  for 
de  Lady  Abbefs.  {qfide)  Oh  you  pretty  pattern 
for  a  taylor's  wife !  I  do  adore  you ;  and  de  dimple 
of  your  chin,  and  your  hand,  foft  as  Englifh  broj^^l 
cloath  I   your  lip,  Genoa  velvet,  and  your  cy^, 

bright  as  de  Birmingham  button* 

» 

AIR.t—Lapoche. 

Love  does  fo  run  in  my  hiead^ 

Devil  a  ftitch  can  J  do ; 
From  my  jump  out  of  my  bed. 
Till  my  jump  in  it  via  you. 

Oh  fweet  Pet ! 
Liver  once  cold  as  a  cucumber. 
Hey  ho  1   go,get. 

Get  away.  Little  Nanxiette, 
Welcome  my  bofom,  a  new  comer* 
Who,  like  me,  loves  you  ?— ah  !  not  a  man,' 
My  handkerchief,  vas  I  great  Ottoman, 

Drops  at  your  petty-^toe. 
Sweet  hen,  "in  your  beauties  I'll  fun  me, 
'  Your  twinkles  and  dimples  have  won  me ; 
Now  vink  and  fmile  pretty  upon  me. 
Your  game-cock  den  I  vill  crow. 


SCENE  ih 

Another  fart  §f  the  courji. 

Enttr  Celia  and  Hekky/ 

H^Aj.  Charming  creature!    Since  the  pleafurc 

infpircd 
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.  J    I,   t  ,     /  ..  J  .  J  i  4.  .'      >  .       F.-, .  / 

indirect  bf  your  co^<^fitli«)fA  i^^^^  th^^  (ipM,  attd 
the  grief  of  fuch  a  lippetets  iepai'A)tioi)>  inftanf 

of  this  happy  rencontre,  I  hairenot  enjoyed  a  mo^ 
imiit^  peace.   -  ^  ^  ^    ;.-••...  ^  '^ 

Cil.  You  think  this  a  lucky  Hieodflg^  8»?  f 
congratulate  you  eiv  your  good  fortune,  and  leavtf 
yiHt  tt  theenjiofymeitof  ydur  happincfi. 

Ifey*  One  nwnwtit^  liiy  lo?e# 
'  £b/.  Very  finecbht    So  here  my  captive  fNTC^ 
foincs  to  make  his  conciuproi*  a  prifoner  of  warl 

Httin  I  am  your  captive,  your  llavet  and  thot 
I  kifs  my  chain*  (Jiiffi^  hr  band)  And  thus  oil 
my  knee — 

Cel.  Stop,  youMl  foil  your  regimentals. 

Hen.  {AfideJ)  I  wiflr  I  knew  her  flame. 

Ceh  Hai  lia,  hi !  do  forgive  rtie. 

Hen.  I  am  enchanted  with  your  gaxtjr,  charmed 
with  your  beauty-*^ 

Cel.  Pray,  were  you  ever  enchante^^^  or  Charnnh 
cd  before  ? 

Hen^  But  never  lov^  till  now. 

AII^^Hemrv. 

fhit)'  circling  fwcets  I  ftefdy  rote. 

And  think  my  paffion  troe ; 
$at  txtt^  charm  that  man  can  love^^ 

Sweet  love  I  End  in  yo(L  y 

1  will  not  boaft  with  ftoic  pride# 

That  I've  ^  l^ift^rt  of  ftoi^e  i 
That  I  hasfc  joften  gaz^d  and  figk^i 

To  you  I'll  frankly  ownf 


That  be&ttty  tteacs  a  gentle  miad# 
The  foarce  of  every  joy  s 

I9  npw  the  hope  I  wim  to  find* 
Then  dont  that  hope  deilroy  i 


•  >  > 


'•^'•'<  And 
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'  AuA  fibce  th^  eacti  ^xllprnal  grae^ 
.      Ift  by  fl^  fair  jp0^t!4 ; 
.  ^ikpity  let  h^  mW  $e?p  pace, 
^To  make  ]^eir  lairer  bleft. 

Cel.  Ohy  if  you're  ferioust  I  muft— ?«ome  come, 
1^11  talk  00  fql^ne  to  yoti.  y 

:  JE&»«  Nay>  bfut  my  Angel-^-^ 

Cel.  Wi^U,  wd}^  Iknow^  that;  but  if  ymi 
really  exped  to  meet  imia  the  fidd~  a^it^  fon 
lamft  fend  me  a  cbalknge  by  my  broUittr-^Bh  | 
(bui:  rU  not  tdU  yoOj  for  jfou  feem  to  be  irai^ 

r 

jKo  kany  Fm  ki  ta  be  manriedy 
But  if  its  the  will  of  my  bxotbinr  i  , 
I  Td  much  rather  ftay,_ 
Btft  finpe  ia  the  way ;  « 

I  as  well  may  have  yon  as  aaodiien 

A  ftrange  cuilom  this  to  be  mariied« 
Tho' followed  by  father  and  mother 

Ttit  grave  and  the  gay,     ^ 

But  fince  in  the  way ; 
I  as  well  ^y  haire,ypi|  as  i|tnother. 

A  Prude,  tho'  fhe  lo^g  to  be  teamed, 
]^xiddivbuWher  wlfiies  to  fmdther; 

I'd  give  you  herhay,        ^ 
' '     But  fince  in  the  way ; 
I  fL$  well  ma^  have  you  as  another. 

fIfPf  Cb»mm  woman  I 

(Talljbo,  f^itbout. ) 

Voicsl  rU  bring  in  the  (Iragglers;  I'm  the  boy 
fo  fill  the  room^  and  empty  the  bottiee^ 
f^rif  Ohj  here';?  Tallyho— as  fl?i§  brother  (he 

(peaks 
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fpeaks  of,  is  a  man  of  the  turf,  probablj^  he  knows 
bim— riljuft  alk  him,  and  then  for  my  fitter; 

Enter  Tallyho. 

Tal.  Vm  an  excellent  whipper-in  for  the  bottle i 
Oh,  oh  !  (looking  at  Henry ^  takes  him  by  the  arm), 
jpomc  along. 

Hen.  Where  ? 

^ah  To  get  drunk"  to  be  fure — ^you  wear  hish 
Majefty's  cloth,  and  go  to  bed  fober,  when  my 
Englilh  Whirligig  has  beat  the  Mounfeers  !  Such 
a  pack  of  jolly  dogs !  fuch  Burgundy-— wont  ybu 
(:ome  and  fall  in  with  us  ? 

Hen.  Certainly;  but  pray,  Tallyho,  can  you 
tell  me — you  faw  the  young  Lady  that  parted 
from  me  now  ?  admirably  handfome  ! 

Tal.  Handfoo^c !  Ycs^  every  bo^y  f^iys  Jhc's 
like  me. 

Hen.  I  (hall  foon  €all  her  mine. 

TaU  The  devil  you  (hall. 

Hen.  I  have  fome  hopes — the  only  obftacle  is 
a  brother — but  perhaps  yoq  know  him  ;  one  of 
our  ttupid,  thick-headed  fellows  without  an  ide^ 
beyond  a  pock  or  a  horfe. 

TaL  For  fifty  guineas,  I  have  ;ts  many  ideas  as 
you  ? 

Hen.  You ! 

Tat.  Yes,  Mr.  Captain,  who  gave  you  com- 
rpiffion  to  talk  o*  my  thick  head. 

Hen.  What  a  miftake.  {aftde)  But  really  fquire 
is  that  young  lady  your  (itter  ! 

^aL  Celia  ?  Yes  to  be  fure,  (he's  my  (ifter, 
and  that's  your  (hare  of  her  too.  {/naps  his  ^fingers) 
She  has  a  great  fortune,  and  you  Captains  ard 
curfedpoorj  but  huzza   I  h^ve  it,  tol,  Jol,  lol. 

You 
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You  fliall  fill  your  pockets  with  French  gold 
Louis — JLouisdors,  fous  and  foucecs  ;  yoi^  good 
qatured  dog  give  me  your  hand. 

Hen.  In  the  name  of  heaven^  what  is  all  this  ? 

7W.  You  fhall  go  halves  in  my  flang  match*  to- 
morrow. Colonel  Epaulette  has  matched  his 
Black-prince  to  run  againft  my  Kick-him^Jenny, 
it's  play  or  pay,  you  Ihall  back  his  Black-prince, 
take  all  the  odds,  I  will  get  my  jockey  to  lame 
Kickrhim- Jenny,  and  to  give  a  colour  for  l^er 
not  being  able  to  run,  I've  mounted  Sir  John, 
Bull  to  take  an  airing  on  her.  Ha,  ha,  ha.  ( 
warrant  fhe  plays  him  fome  prank.  So  as  he^S  a 
curfedbad  horfeman,  Til  lay  her  accident  upon 
him.  She  can't  run,  pays  forfeit,  you  fweep  the 
field,  touch  ^em  all,  and  whpn  ypuVe  gathered 
in  the  calh,  we'll  meet  privately  and  diyide  it— -• 
even,  fair,  and  honeftin  our  pockets.  Dam  me,^ 
there^s  our  fnug  ten  thoufapd  a  piece,  with^ 
twopenny  nail. 

^sn.  And  this,  perhaps,  you  call  honor  i 

Xal.  Yes,  'tis  good  turf  honor^ 

Hen.  What  to  be  a  fcoupdrel  ? 

TaL  Oh,  very  well,  if  you're  fo  nice.T-^Aye, 
now  you're  a  very  delicate  chicken,  but  hearkye, 
the  next  time  you  fee  fifter  Celia,  don't  look  a| 
her.  ingoing)    , 

Hen  Stop  Tallyhp— I  thinly  I'll  punHh  my 
knowing  one.  {afide)  On  fecond  thoughts,  I  will 
join  with  yoiain  this  roguery. 

J'aL  Then  you're  a  d^vilifli  honeft  fellow,  and 
Qelia  is  yoqrs. 

Hen.  Indeed  ! — but  with  her  confent. 

TaL  Pfha  !  if  we  make  the  match,  what  has 
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her  confent  to  do  with  it.  Ill  fettle  that ;  comei 
you  fhall  have  it  from  her  own  mouth  this  in^ 
ftant. 

Hen.  But  what  ihall  I  do  with  Rofa  ?  {aJlJe) 

TmL  Are  you  making  a  fet  my  pointer  ?  come 
along  and  get  drunk  you  difmal  dog  !  Why  I'll 
get  drunk  to-night,  tho'  I'm  in  love  up  to  the 
uddie  girts.     My  darling  Dolly  !  * 

I^n.  Oh  Mifs  Bull !  Aye,  we  ihall  foon  have 
you  a  bridegroom  too. 

TaL  Yes.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  I  fhall  foon  be  a  happy 
Bull-calf. 

DUET.— HiNRV  and  Talltho, 

0 
\ 

TaL  Your  hand ! 

Hetu  Your  hand  J 

Tal.  My  hero! 

Hen.  My  buck  ! 

TaL  No  more  pother. 

Htn.  i    No  more  words. 

TaL  My  fiftcr  is  yours. 

Hen.  Your  fifter  is  mine. 

Both.  An4  the  bargain  is  Ibruck. 

TaU        Myi)tothcrl 

Hen.        My  brother^ 

Scth^    The  field  round. 

TaL  We'll  flang  'em. 

Hen.  We'll  flang  'cm. 

TaL  And  if  they  complain^  the  Capuin  fluil| 

bang  'em. 
Hen.  In  this^  and  that,  in  every  nation> 

TaL  Every  rank  and  every  ilation. 

All,  all  declare> 

That  cheating  is  fair. 
Hen.  If  it  takes  but  the  knowing  one  ill. 

2a/.  Mifs  Polly  how  coy. 

With  her  amorous  boy. 
Cries  "  dear  Sir,  oh  fye.  Sir,"  and  britJIcr 

her  chin. 

««  You 
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•*  You  impudent  man  you! 
«'  How  can  you,  how  can  yoU," 
ken.  'Tisall, 

TaL  ,     'Tisall;    '     , 

£otJks        To  take  the  knowing  one  in# 
tor  all  declare. 
That  cheating  is  fair ; 
If  it  takes  but  the  knowing  one  irt. 

[Exeunh 
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SCENE    III. 

An  Apartment  in  the  HeteL 

t 

knter  Sir  John  Bull,  {a  large  patch  on  his  fort^ 

head). 

Sir  J.  Ah,  fee  when  they  catch  me  upon  a 
irace-horfe  again  !  that  fcoundrel  Tallyho  did  it 
to  break  my  neck— ^above  all  the  beafts  of  the, 
field  to  mount  me  upon  Kick-him-*Jenny. — Bu^; 
1  miift  get  fomething  for  my  wound^  holloa  1 

Enter  French  Waiter. 

Have  you  no  'Pothecaries  here  in  France — -what 
do  you  ft  are  at — can't  you  fp'eak  ?  get  me  a  Doc- 
tor, I  wan't  a  Surgeon. 

Wait.  Ah  Monfieur,  c'eft  bien  domage  I 
Sir  J.  D'ye  upderftand,  I  was  riding  on  Tal- 
lyho*s  mare,   and  flie  threw  me.  {roaring)  Yoti 
fcoundrel,  what  do  you  ftand  grinning  at  me  !— 
Get  fomebody  to  drefs  my  head, 

H  H  2  Wait. 
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Wait,  dui  Mbnfieur,  *je  fuis  trcs  facbe. 

fE£it. 

Sir  J.  Oh  dear — get  me  ofice  out  of  France 
— then  my  wift  and  daughter,  fuch  a  pair  of 
Mademoifelles  as  thef  are  making  themfelves,  to 
receive  this  French  Colonel  Epaulet te>-~£gad 
licrc  thep  come  in  full  puflF.-^ — — 

Enter  Lady   Bull^    atui   Miss  Dollt,   extra^ 

vagantly  drejjed. 

A-la-mode  de  Paris  I  {hws) 

Mijs  D.  Blefs  me  papa  !  what's  the  matter  ? 

Lady  B.  What  have  you  been  fighting.  Sir 
John! 

Sir  Ji  Fighting!  to  Lady  Bull,  I  got  upon 
Kick-him-jenny,  flie  threw  me  off,  and  broke 
my  beadj  ba,  ha,  ha ! 

Lady  B.  What  is  he  at  now  ? 

SirJ,  Eh,  nothing,  {txarhines  their  drefs^turHs^ 
Jmotheririg  a  laugh.)  George,  get  me  a  a  pipe, 

Mi/s  D.  La  Pa !.  lets  have  no  piping  here. 

Lady  B.  .Pipes  !  what  man  dye  think  you're 
at  Dobney's  bowling-green  ? 

Mifs  D.  Confider  we  are  now  at  Fontafnebleau 
in  France  Pa,  the  very  country  feat  of  the  beau- 
monde. 

^     Siir  Ji  Oh  very  well,  Mrs.  Cafcy  get  m€  yefter- 
day's  ledger. 

Lady  B.  Ledger  !  oh  now  he  has  got  to  Gar- 
raways—  I  tell  you  again  you  are  nptat  Margate 
raffling  for  twopenny  toys. 

Mi/s  D.  Or  dancing  in  your  boots  at  Dandefi^ 
on— Pa!  La  now  do  Pa!  get  into  the  moile  like 
us. 

Sir 
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$ir  y.  Thankee  Doll,  but  Vm  not  quite  fo 
modiCh* 

Lady  B.  But  confider,  itiy  dcat,  if  Colonel 
Epaulette  does  us  tbe  honor  of  a  vifit,  how 
he'll  be  Ihocked  at  your  appearance^ 

Sir  J.  Thank^yc  wife,  but  I  don't  think  Vm 
quite  fo  {hocking. 

Enter  Waiter,  wUi  a  tankard. 

Wain  Here,  Sir  John,  my  miftrefs  has  fent  you 
a  treat. 

Sir  J.  What  porter !  London  porter  1 

Lady  B.  Strong  beer  !  Ah  heavens  !  now  he^s 
at  the  Five  Bells  in  Mincing- Lane. 

{Lady  Bull  and  Dol^  walk  Ufi 

Sir  y.  Oh,  glorious  Mrs*  Cafey^  in  France^ 
to  give  me  Britiifa  Burgundy. 

AIR — Sir  John  Bull. 

Great  Porter  now  infpires  my  fong^ 
That  makes  lis  jovial^  bold^  ahd  ftrong^ 
Now  Rofy  Bacchus  quits  his  vinest 
The  Hop  around  his  thyrfis  twi|ie8>   ^ 
Forfakes  his  tun  a  butt  beftrides. 
And  as  he  quaffs  he  fhakes  his  fides^ 
And  roars,  if  firitons  thus  are  frecj 
Oh,  give  me  Britifh  Burgundy. 

Signers  that  Ladies  may  admire, 
Now  whet  their  whiftles  with  intirc. 
Mynheer  prefering  goot  French  dram. 
Gets  Pruffian  kicks  at  Amilerdaih, 
Our  Porter  clear,  our  fpirit  fueh. 
Shun  froth  of  French  and  dregs  of  Dutch; 
Nor  tools  of  power,  or  fadtion  we, 
Whilil  quaffing  Britifh  Burgundy. 

Lady 
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Lady  B.  {Advancing  )^  I  dcfirc  Sir  John -^f 
will  not  have  this  quaffing  and  roaring  here — • 
(lakes  the  tankard  and  puts  it  afide.)  Colonel 
Epaulette  may  introduce  us  to  the  Prince — to 
tell  you  a  fecret,,  I  have  already  fent  for  one  Mr^ 
Lapoche,  a  celebrated  French  taylor,  to  make 
you  a  new  fuit  of  cloaths  for  the  occaiion. 

Sir  J.  A  French  taylor  for  me !  very  well/ 
very  well,  ladies* 

jB»/^r  Waiter. 

Wat.  Mr.   Lacklandt     madam  •—  wou'd   yott 

chufe  to  fee  him. 

Sir  J.  Aye,  aye    let  the  poor  devil  come  up^ 
Lady  B.  Mr.  Lackland  !   Aye   here's  more  of 

your  tricnds*— a  pretty  thing  to  come  all  the  way 

to  France,  to  pick  up  Englifh  acquaintances,  and 

then  fuch  a  paltry  fhabby 

Enter  Lackland,  elegantly  dreffed  in  Colonel  Epau* 
^  letters  cloaths. 

4 

Lack.  Ladies  your  moft  obedient — How  d'ye 
do  Bull  ? 

Sir  J.  {Surprized.^  Shabby!  Eh!  Why  in 
the  name  of— oh,  oh — ha,  ha^  ha  !  recovered 
the  fuit,  or  another  foo!  from  Throgmorton- 
Street. 

Lack.  Oh,  praydon^t  let  my  prefence  difcon- 
cere  any  body — Ladies  I  dined  with  my  friends 
Tallyho  and  Epaulettee  —  the  Colonel  under- 
ftanding  that  I  admitted  Sir  John,  here,  to  fome 
Ihareof  my  notice,  begg'd  Td  make  his  refpeds, 
^od  fay,  that  he'd  waicbnyou  immediately, 
. .  hadj 
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Lady  B.  Now  Mifs  Bull,  fummon  your  graces* 

Mi/s  D.  Oh  dear,  the  powders  all  out  of  my 
hair — rthe  Duchefs*s  Barber,  muft  titivate  mc 
updircclly. 

Lack.  Mifs,  don't  mind  me — people  fay  I'm 
particular,  but  Tm  the  moft  condefcending— 
]^ull  be  feated.' 

Sir  y.  Bull !  I  will  not  be  feated. 

Lack.  Yes,  (he  is  a  fine* girl  indeed. 

Sir  7.  Who  Doll  ?  Yes,  Doll's  a  devilifh  fine 
girl,  and  I  fliall  give  fourfcore  thoufand  pounds 
with  her. 

Lack.  What !  this  may  prove  a  good  hit — but 
fuch  a  vulgar  family. — Heark'ye  you — {baughtU 
Ij)  You've  kept  a  thop  ? 

Sir  J.  Fifteen  years,  the  Grafshopper  on  Gar- 
lick-hill. 

Lack.  And  you  fold  raifins  ? 

Sir  J.  Yes  I  did,  and  figs  too. 

LadyB.  D'ye  hear  him  ? 

Lack.  Hem  !  Yes  I'll  marry  her — a  dowdy— 
Jie's  a  feller  of  figs — yet  eighty  thoufand.  {ajide) 

Sir  J.  And  yet  do  you  know 

LacL  {puts  him  back)  Softly.  Qo  Dolly)  Upoa 
piy  foul  you're  a  fine  creature. 

Mifs  p.  Sir  ! — Lord  1  Hke  him  vaftly.  {afjde) 

Lack.  Madam  do  me  the  honor — but  hold,  I  had 
beft  begin  with  a  compliment  to  the  mother  tho'. 
Ma'am,  your  drefs  is  extremely  elegant,  well- 
fancied — (*b/r  John  interferes y  Lackland  puts  him 
back)  Be  quiet  Bull — with  fo  many  native 
charms,  difficult  to  fay  whether  ornaments  grace 
the  perfon,  or  the  perfon  ornaments  the  drefs. 
(bows)  '      ' 

f^ifs  !>•  He's  vaftly  well  bred  Mama. 

Lady 
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Lady  B.  Yes,  but  ipcakt^  EngKih  too  plain  for 
a  gemleoiam. 

Lack.  Mifs  Bull's  fpirit  »n4  go«d  bumour  is 
theipmblem  of  Englifh  liberty,  and  your  Ladyihip 
looks  th'e  Britifii  Ninon  de  L'EncIos. 

Sir  J.  Ninon  Don  !  talks  French.— I  lent  him 
a  guinea  too— well,  {afide) 

Lack.  I  prefamc  Ladies  you  go  to  the  6all 
to-night,  if  difengaged  Mifs,  I  (hou*d  be  proud 
of  the^oiior  of  your  hand. 

.  Mii^  G'  Yes,  Sir,  with  all  my  hearty  Sir — a 
jtnarming  man^  i^ajide) 

^'Sirf.  Yovir  heart!  Didn't  you  promife  Squire 
fallyho.  ^ 

Mi/J  D.  True  Pa,  but  tbeq  I  hadn't  fe?n  thi$ 
gentleman. 

Lady  R.  JIavcn't  I  hopes  of  Colonel  Epaulctttl 
for  you. 

Mifs  D.  Aye,  but  none  of  us  have  ever  fcen 
the  Colonel,  he  mayn't  lilce  me,  and  perhaps  I 
mayn't  like  him. 

Lady  B.  Dolly,  JDolly,  you're  too  ready  wiib 
j^our  yes. 

Lack.  Confid^r  if  your  ladyihip  had  always 
cruelly  faid  no,  Mlfs  Dolly  could  never  have? 
b«?en  the  admiration  of  the  Court  of  Verfailks; 

Sir  y.  Yes,  and  I  dare  fay. 
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Lack.  Softly,  my  honeft  fellow. 

Sir  J.,  What  the  devil  do  you  mean,  hq^ 
neft  fellow  1  I  don't  believe  you  know  ulio 
you're  talking  to — oh,  oh,  Tally  ho  is  likely 
to  be  jockied  here,  {qfide.)  Bob,  if  fquire  Tally  ha 
comes  (hew  him — 


Lady  5.  Shew  him  out  ofthehot^fe. 
6Vr  y.  What  the  fquiie? 
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5*  At  Si;c  In  the  mbrnirig  oy  mdft  of  the  clocks, 
^  We  rode  toK»i«dd&y  in  fc^rtli  of  a  Pox." 

jl^fi.  HerecQibc*  Tally  ho,  yea<^ey^^3l^ 
|;KUPdy(b9s  (|uite  clohe  Im^  up,    \^ 

ls4y  B.  Foixtaiaebleao  I  one  flight  af  wcllbf 
JuAfcot  h(|?fth. 

Enter  TALttHO,  w^ojncaiei  a^^d ^xiglftg. 

Tad.  "  Or,  rU  leap  ovlEjr  ydii,  your  Wi^id  (^ 
ding  and  all,'' — Ha;  ha,  ha )  Sit*  Jc^iii,  Tm  fa  (ot- 
iry  yovi  feo^W  b«  hurt  by  that  tutobic— Ha,  hi,  . 

iftV  7»  Ha,  ha^  ha !  yes,  I  fee  you're  very 
foriry. 

T(^.  But  ^o^  13  your  leg  i 

$ir  J:  My  leg  !  its  my  foriehead. 

Tal.  Your  fore|iead  is  it,  my  oH  prize-fighten 

Sir  J.  F-vcb^n  JBghtihg  your  battle  b^re. 

{l^y  BullioohfcorMy  ai 

X4*  {Q^^f^V^^h^')  1^'ght,  ^ir  John,  fori 
fee  if  the  grey,  mare's  the  better  borfe,  I  lofe  the 

*My* 

l4d^  B.  3c^'t  Ray  t^ith  this  favage.  {goim.) 
\^    X^.  Will  yqv^  I^adyioip  honor  me— Miu 
i>plly,  yQ\v  lilly  hand. 

Tak  (interpqfing)  No  matter  whether  her  hand 
jis  ji  ^Uyt  pt"  a  tulip,  or  a  da^dowodilly*— Damme ^ 
Jack,^  yQU  hf|d  a  lievUifh  fajl— fo  (brry  you  hu^t 
yovir  elbQjyr-r:by  y,Qur  leave  neighbour* 

{rujhes  L(^kland  qfide. 

Lack.  Sir^  you  know  I  am  always  ready  to 
corred:  infolehce  $  if  a  man  infuUs  me,  'tisn't  his 
fortune  can  protcft  him.   {turns  to  Sir  John.) 

icQX-ii.  II  Prithee 


l0  ]^ontain*bleAV< 

Prithee  Bull,  ftep  and  alk  if  Ileft  my  fnuff-bo* 
la  the,  bar  below. 

71//.  Jacky  run.for  the  gentlemani*s  fnuff-box. 
V  Latk.  Mr.    Tallyho,  when  youVe  inclined  to 
'i^'uarrel,  I  am  always  ready  to  go  out  with  you, 

TaL  My  Udy  Bull,  will  go  out  with  you,  and 
f  wiA  her  much  joy  of  her  company,  (iaws*) 

(Exeunt  Lackland  and  Lady  BuU. 
Sir  John,  I  am  fo  hurt  .that  my  mare  (hould-- 
how  is  your  collar-bone  now  ? 
r.  iSir  %  Pftia !  don't  you  lee  its  my  forehead — 
60  out  with  me,  isn't  that  one  of  your  fword 
rand  piftol  terms  ? 

Tist/.  Oh  yes,  at  thofe  amufements,  in  a  fmall 
room«  that  gentleman  is  indeed  pretty  company. 
r>    Mifs  D.  Lord,  he  muft  be  charming  company 
m^  fm^ll  room.     ,    ,, 

Sir  y.  An  impudent  dog  to  fend  me  for  his 

fnuff-bo5f. 
v     Mifs  D.  I  do  like  hirti  monftroufly. 

TaL  Like  him  !  why  Doll  you're  a  fox  updn 
1  double  dit£h»  none  can  tell  which  fide  you'll 
leap — ho,  ho,  what  am  I  thrown  out  here  old 
Hurlothrumbo. 

Sir  y.  Me  1  I  don't  know  what  the  fellow  has 

been  about  here  among  *em,  with  his  fnuff  and 

his  feathers— but  where  hav^  you  been  Tallyho,  I 

^tell  you  if  you'd  have  Doll,  you  muft  flick  to  hct 

iny  boy. 

Mifs  D.  Aye,  that  you  muft  indeed  my  boy 
—lord  *fquire  what  has  made  you  fo  tipfey. 

Tal.  Love  and  Burgundy,  fwallowing  your 
•health  my  fweet  Dolly.  {Sings.) 

*^  Had  Diana  been  there  ihe'd  been  pleafed  to  the 

"  life, 

**  And  one  of  the  lads  got  a  goddefs  to  wife. 

When 
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When  you  cotne  acrofs.my  noddle^  I  get'upoil 
tlic  half-cock,  and  then  a  dozen  bumpers  maketf 
ni€  tol  lol  lol — Ha,  hai  ha !  Old  dad  how  cUrfed 
comical  you  looked  when  kick  him  jenny  flmigi 
you  over  his  ears — Damme,  you  came  upoid 
all  fours  like  a  tom-cat  with  a  parachute, 

Mtfs  D.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  Oh  what  a  rari  felldW 
you  are — Ha,  ha,  ha!  Oh,  what  fine  gatne 
you  do  make  of  my  father.  ? 

Sir  J.  Game  of  your  father  !   why  yCu  jadel 

Tal.  Sir  John,  1  am  forry  my  mare  broke 
your  chin.  '       < 

Sir  J.  Zounds  1  don't  you  fee  its  my  forehead 
—.but,  however,  I  forgive  you.  —  Ha^  'ha, 
ha  1  I'm  fo  plea(ed  at  your  winning  therac^tO 
day,  and  beating  the  Moiinfeers,  that  if  I'd 
twenty  daughters,  and  each  with  a  pluiti  m 
her  mouth,  you  Olould  have  'em  all. 

Tal.  {Looking  at  his  tablets)  Plum!  Oh,  trti>, 
Sirjackymy  lad,  I  have  you  down  here  for 
fifty. 

Sir  J.  Fifty  what? 

Tal.  Pounds,   that  you  owe  me. 

Sir  J.  Me!  I  never  borrowed  fixpence  of  you 
in  my  life. 

Tal.  No,  but  you  loft  fifty  pounds  tho'. 
.  Sir  y.  {alarmed)    Loft!    Oh   Lord!  I  ha4  a 
fifty  pound  note  in  my  pocket-book.  {Jakes  cut 
bis  pocket-book)  No  faith,  here  it  is. 

Tal.  Then  you  may  as  well  give  it  me,  Jackey 
iny  lad. 

Sir  J.  Give  it  you  !    For  what  ? 

Tai.  Why  don't  you  know  you  laid  me  fifty 
pounds  upon  the  Colond's  Joan  of  Arc,  and 
]^^dn*^  my  Whirligig  beat  her. 

Sir  J.  pimn  your  whirligig,  Sit*. 

112  Mijk 
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^^  FORTilINl»tE*U| 

iii/i  D.  l4JP4pai  why  fiiottld  ycm  damQ  hfjf 
Whirligig? 

fi/.  Gome,  your  debtt  of  hpiior-— fifty  pooodf 
kere  db^arn  v^ith  your  d\i&. 
.  MifsD    Ayct  Pa;,  down  with  your  finfl-. 

Sir  J.  Wh^  tht  dcyii  do  you  mean  ? 

r^ A  Why  didn't  yoy  lay? 

Sir  J.  Lay!  I  remember  I  faid,  I  thought 
the  brown  horfe  run  the  fafleft. 

Tdl.  Yesj  but  when  I  laid  fifty  he*d  \t>&^  didn'f 
you  fay  done  ? 

I  Sir  J.  And  fo  you  come  the  Dun  upon  me--4 
{>bo>  pliq^  none  pf  your  jokeis  knan. 

TaL  Jokft  I  yrott  fliall  pa^  me  in  earpeft. 

Sir  J,  Pay  you,  zounds  !  Sir,  do  yon  think 
1*11  give  yovi  fifty  pounds  becaufe  one  horfc 
tbrufts  hi&nofe  out  tn^fore  another  ?  Doll  thtt'l 
a  rogue. 

Ti/.  R6^uel  cut  while  you*rc  well-— I'll  mak^ 
no  more  words,  that  bet  was  done,  and  don^ 
and  if  you  dont  pay  me  I'll  poft  you  at  Tattcaw 
fals,  indeed  I  will  Sir  Jackey,  my  Ud.     .  i 

Mifs  D^.  Never  mind  old  Fogrum,  fup  aWay 
urith  me.  {apart  to  7d/ybo) 

Sir  y.  Qh  very  well— there   (  gives  a  note) 
winning  fifty  pounds,  you  lofe  my  daughter  an 
fotirfcore  thqiifand,  apd  now  poft  that  s^t  Tatter 
fills,.  Tally  my  lad.  \.      "      • 

Tal.  Aye/  aye,  enQUgh  faid. 

AIR— TalLyhq. 


X-    1 


Ijxan  orchard  tliere  hangs. an  old  crab-tree. 
Yet  on  it  there  hangs  and  within  my  reic|i. 
One  apple  asTweet  as  a  downy  peach. 
The  tree  that  I  mean  is  the  fufly  he. 

And  the  dulcet  apple's  the  lovely  ihe, 

ijl  Doify. 
Oh 
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OH  a  delicate  friiit  is  ihe. 


f^    .  A  •  "^ 


>^ 


v-Z 


^heit's  a  crazy  old  wall  that's  tmirDt|ng  d^wif^. 
Yet  on  it  the  fragrant  Jeflkminif^  gifitTts, 
As  Lilly  'tis  iaiir  and  as  frefit  as  a  fdfif^      ^^ 
The  crasv  old  wal)  i#  the  furJf  iltt^ 
And  the  fragrant  Howet's  thip  loy«{y|h^ 
Oh  hoimigged  and  mouldy  he  ( 
Oh  fweet  fiawtfr  the  Wely  a^  I 

There's  a  filly  old  afs  in  a  ru0y  coat*  /        V 

A  filly  he  has  full  of  fport  and  play. 
And  I  with  this  filly  will  canter  awajf^i 
The  miy  o!d  afs  is  th6  fMy  he> 
And  the  fprightly  Silt's  thd  WHtVf  ft^' 
"    Oh  what  an  old  jaclt-afs  b  he  I       f       :  , 
Oh  the  fprightly  filly  fte !  /  , 

V  SfVy.  Dolly,  child,  go  to  your  mama. 
.  AC/i  jD.  I  wont  to  go  to  ma— Pll  meet  ydi  byi 
and  bye  at  the  Coloners.  {apart  to  Tally  bo)      \^ 
\  Sir  7-  You  wont!  You  (halt  huffey- 

Mifs  D.  I  wont,  I  wont,  {cries)  oh  the  cru- 
plty  of  old  tough  fathers,  to  force  away  yOung 
tender  maidens  from  the  amiable  fwains  that  love 
jcbem.— Oh,  oK 

Sir  J.  Go  ip  there,  you  jade,  {/^/j  her  off) 
liow  knowing  you  Ipok  now.  Tally  my  lad* ' 

Tal.  Don't  force  her  from  her  beautiful  fwairi— 
{hoks  di/appinted  arid  whiftles)  fo  here's  a  pretty 
commence,  but  if  Doll  fneets  me  at  the  Colo-i 

gel's,  rU  whip  her  oflF;  and  if  Captain  Henry 
as  laid  the  betts  upon  my  flang  match,  I  fhall 
iroU  in  rhino-^firft  marry  Doll  in  private-^thea 
London*— hey  for  a  wedding  in  full  cry. 

AIR 


^6  FpNTAlNEfiLMVl 

AIR — Tallyho, 

The  morning  were  married  how  funny  and  iolly. 
The  bridegroom  my  honor  the  bride  Lady  Dolljr^ 
When  rouz'd  by  fweet  clamour  we  open  our  peepers^ 
And  Phoebus  falute  in  our  night-gown  and  flippers^ 
Then  under  our  windows  mu^cians  all  come, 
play  fiddle,  fweet  oboe,  (harp  flagellet,  drum. 
But  to  my  Dpllv's  amorous  fing  fong. 
All  is  puff,  rattle,  fqueak,  and  ding  dong. 

The  cymbals  they  grind  and  the  baffes  they  grumble. 
Piano's  and  forte's  a  delicate  jiimble, 
!A11  joy  to  your  honors,  fte  fee,  :how  they  flock* 
Whilfl  cleavers  and  marrowbones  go  nick  a  knock, 
Tajitivy  the  horn,  tantara  the  trumpet, 
l^ound,  found*  while  we  fnirallow  our  coffee  and  crumpet^ 
But  to  my  Dolly's  amorbus  fl^g  fong. 
All  is  puff,  rattle,  fqueak,  and  ding  dong. 


|;tID   pF   THE   SECOND    ACT* 
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ACT    III. 


SCENE  I. 

Before  the  Brltijh  Lion. 
Enter  i  ft,  W aitjer. 

lft«  WAIT£ft« 

Here  you  George !    Why  George  ! 

£»/^r  2d.  Waiter. 

fid.  JVai.  What  the  deuce  bawling  do  you 
keep, 

iHt.Wai.  Then  why  do  you  run  about  the 
fireets  with  your  hands  in  your  pockets  at  fucha 
time,  and  the  houfe  full  of  company. 

2d.  H^ai.  Did'nt  miftrefs  defire  me  to  look 
for  Captain  Huff,  to  ,  fee  if  he  could  bully 
this  Mr.  Lackland  out  oiF  her  houfe^  as  there's  no 
chance  of  his  ever  being  able  to  pay  his  bill  her^. 

ifi: 


>  t 


I  ft.  Ji^aL  Bully  him  out!  I  don't  ttunk  tfil 
Captain  and  all  his  regiihent  cab  do  that. 

Mrsi.  C.  {withbuf)  Mr..  Lacklandi  I  defire 
you'll  quit  my  houfc. 

2d.  Wai  See  .what  4  vro^ati>  toiigne  can  dd 
•—here  he  comes  and  my  miftreft  at  his  heels. 

Lack,  {without)  tjpon  my  honor  Mrs;  Cafey/ 
Tm  amazed  that  any  gentleipan  iNOxxld  entet 
your  doors. 

Mr^  C.  {witbout)  Upon  itiy  hoiior  Mt.  LkIc^' 
land,  yoD  may  take  yourfelf  oUt  of  iny  doors. 

Enter  LACktAi^t),  and^iBi^*  Qxtt^. 

[Exeunt  Waiierii 

MrSi  C.  Why  1  tell  yOO,  Sir  Harry  Biflfi 
Valet  has  locl^ed  Uji  all  Jtik  malti^r's  baggage  id 
it,  and  you  can't  ha^e  th^lt  chamber. 

Lack,  ril  thin  your  honfe — No  rn^t  cafriagd 
''— rU  bring  no  more  C0t*onet6  about  your  daor< 
to  enquire  after  me  niadam-^by  bealteiif  I'll 
ruin  your  houfet 

Mrs.  C  Aye,  jpnty  J^cmfe  m^y  be  ruined  indeed 
if  I  haven't  money  to  pay  my  wki€-4i9erduiot^ 
ril  tell  you  what  my  hotieft  lad,  Fve  no  hotioa 
of  folks  ftriving  4o  ikeqp  up  the  gentleman  wImi 
they  can't  fnpport  it,  when  people  areyouhgand 
^rong^  lean't  fee  amy  diigrace  in  tnkio^  ^V^^ 
brown  mufquet  or  the  end  ofa  fedan-chau*^  or^ 
knot^^afty  thing  better  than4)iiking  iiMarjQpding^ 
iog^upen  my  ouftoiiiers,  and  flaming  it  amay 
in  (heir  old  doachs* 

Lack.  S^e  wbenyou^lhget  fuck  a  cuftom^r.as  I 
ON^as^  haven ^t  I  left  the  mark  of  a  dice  bo^  upon 
every  table  in  yoiiir  hoo(e?  Was  there  ever  a 
jipaorning  ^hat  1  didn't  ta|pe  a  faod wkh,  or  »  .^f 

pafled 
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j^afft?^'  ^tthbtit^^tny  drinkmg^  my  fourr\Bbttks  ? 

Mrs.  C.  Fout  bottles  1  hut  how  mamy  did  you 
|)ay  fori         -  ' 

,  Latk.  Nevermind  that,  that's  my  affair,  by 
fieaven^  Madam  I'H  ruin  yourhoufc,  d*yd  hear  I 
{calling)  carry  my  baggage  over  to  the  Lily. 

Mrs.  C.   Aye,  take  his  baggage  upon  a.  China 
plate,  for  it?  a  nice  affair. 

Lack.  Hey  my  baggage ! 

Mrs.  G.  Ah  man  what  figtrifics  yotir  conceit, 
fuch  a  baihaw  !  here  you  come  and  ^call  like  a 
lord,  and  drink  likg  a  lord,  ahd  there  you  are  ia 
my  books  fix  whole  pages  withi^t  a;  fcratcjbi,  like 
a  lord  ;  ogh  !  you've  run  up  a  thumping  bill,  and 
1.  warrant  you'U  pay  it  like  a  lord. 
^  'luskk.  Thit  1  mall  madamH-^proifltlce  your  bill. 
t^hs' out  a  ptirje  and  tbhiks  i$)  ' 

Mrs.  C.  Oh  miracles  Will  never  coale,  well^  I 
fii^l^s^L^OBig  that  ydur  hoAQurvwas  a  prince*; 
^Wifuts) 
«'!L2f*.  MadafnihyHH. 

Mrs.  C.  Lord,  your  honor,  what  need  your 
lioitor  iDiud  the  bill  now;  fure  y^^u^'  honor  may 

sii^ci.ltctj  Iriic^  Mrs.  Caiey,  fo  I  can*  {puts  up 
ihepurfi) 

hcMrs*  C  But,  however  fincc  your  honor  infifti 
Qp9fi  paying  it  now,  you  4halt  fee'  it-^&ere  Bob 
Ji-^uire  L^land's  bilh  {calling of  )T\xesx  heaven 
£)^e.ypur  liandfome face  and  yourhandrpmehand^ 
atAd^oUr  bandfbme  leg,  prefitnd  to  be  without 
money,  oh  dear,  howjokifli  thefc  gentlemen  aire. 
Her6  Bob,  fquire  Lackiand's  bill-^-Kpiick^qukk. 

^^        '  iJ^it. 

'■^  JLtfti.  rmvaftly  obliged  to. Colonel  Epauitite 

fot^ this  recruit  of  fiaance^  iftit^aaonty  to^^fr. 

'  Wi-.  II.  »  jc  cue 


cue  me  frorti  thiis  Infli  harpy— icdme,  I  db  very 
^eli— -After  paying  her  bill,  I  fliallhaveas  rotich 
as  will  fet  me  tJp  at  the  faro-bank— dem  it,  I 
inusn't,  cannot  think  of  this  grocer's  daughter. 
Vile  city  bulls  and  beats.  No^  n^,  Tallyho  may 
have  her. — 

* 

Enter  Tally no^-^-cf effing  quick,  andftnging. 

OhTallyho! 

Tal.  Cou'dn't  flop  to  fpcak  to  a  Duke— not 
even  a  clerk  of  the  courfe. 

Lack.  I'll  bet  you  ^fty  guineas,  you  flop  with 

/'Tal.  But  my  little  doe  Doll  waits  for  me  at  the 
Colonel'^ — a  word,  fhe's  going  off  with  irte,  fo 
I  muft  leave  my  match  in  the  hands  of  the  jockies 
r-^^o  ppfsl  {going) 

Lack.  Stop — 

Tal.  Come,  come,  d'ye  think  people  6f  buli- 
^efs  can  iland  gabbling — lofe  time  with  pedple 
•fhat's  got  no  money— this  is  a  place  of  (][)6rt, 
dnd  thofe  that  can't 

^  LacL  Wha:t  d'ye  mean.  Sir — gabbling ! — cati't 
f^ort !— Sir,  I  have  fpirit  and  ability.  {.Jhews  the 
furfe) 

J'al.  Spunk  and  Rhino  ! 

Lack.  Gabble— Can't  fport!  there  {throws 'clown 
the  piirfe  and  takes  out  a  fack  of  cardsyCcit  higheft 
card  againft  that  if  you  dare.  Can't  fport !  yoii 
Ihall  find  me  fpunk. 

.  Tal.  You  are  ?  at  you  my  merry  harrier^ 
.*    Lack,  {cutting  the  cards)  Trey. 
.^  ^TaL  {cutting)   His»  nob — won— ^/f^i  /ijp   /If 
Surjc)  ToU  lol,  lol*    '  .        '       / 

-,  ,     ,  Lack^ 
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lu^ck.  P^mqatioQ !  TaUyho,  you'll  n^ver  tnifs 
it,  retgrn  me  the  purfe. 

Tal.  The  purfc  ?  to  be  fure  my  dear  boy — ther6*s  ^ 
the  purfe.  (takes  out  the  money  and  throws  him  the 
empy  furfi 'y  ftngs) 

,,  "  Then  leap'd  he  over  Lprd  Anglii'i  walU  t 

^'  And  fcem'd  xo  fay  little  I  value  yoii  all/'  '     , 

»  Lack.  Perdition  feize  cards,  dice,  every  curC^d 
tool  of  fortune,  that  infernal,  blind,  partial  hi^L 
Oh  may   file  be  tortured   on   her    own  wheel, 
firangled  with  the  bandage  from  her  eyes. — Here* 
c^es  Mrs.  Cafey  with  her  fedan  chair  and  -brown 

^ulket  upon  me— What,  what  IhaU  I  do  ? 

...  ,   ..  ■  '     .  ,■  ^     ■     '' 

J^terMrs,  CMf^Xf  lift  Wajjee,  BootM4>^,,Co&g^v 

&c.    .  i\ 

—    ■■       ■  .  * 

Mrs.  C.  Here  your  hoopr — here's  your,  honor'a.^ 
till ;  Bob  has  drawn  it  out  fairly,  (^ojfers  kiU\ 
^  fr^k.  Damq  you  and  Bob  I 

Mrs.  C.  What  d'ye  fay  hondy  ? 

tack.  Do  you  think  a  gentleman  has  nothing' 
clfe  to  do  but  to  encumber  his  pockets,  and  to 
carry  about  lunrips  of  curfed  heavy  gold,  when 
you  and  Bob  take  a  fancy  to  thiuft  long  fcrawl'd 
papers  into  his  hand. 

Mrs.  C.  Why  didn't  you  delireme  to  get  your 
WW  and  hadn't  you  your  purfe  out  jull  now  to 
pay  me. 

Lack,  There  you  fee  my  purfe  out  now,  but 
there's  nothing  in  that. 

ift  Wait.  Youi' honor  will  remember  the  wait^ 
^rs. 

Codk.  The  cook,  your  honon 

]^oQts.  Your  honor  won't  forget  Jack  Boots. 

K  ?c  *  Lack. 
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Lack.  Jack  Boots  too  !  Scoundrel«,fitifcy,  im^ 
pertinent])  infole^t*  [^drives  them  off^  , 

J  4 

-  ,  '  K        - 

Enter  Lapoche, 

Lapo.  Monfieur  Lackland ;  I  hear  yon  have 
hooked  up  fome  cafh,  fo  before  its  all  gone,  pay 
a, me  my  money. 

:  Lack.  You  too,  you  Uttle  infernal  mifcreant, 
I'll  pay  you,  {heats  him) 

'.  Lapa*  Ah  miferecprde  I  ah  ciel !  Diantre,  pt 
Diable!  [Exit. 

'  Lack.  No  keeping  ground— rthen  marriage  is 
the  derpiqpr  refort,  and  in  fpite.of  fig$j  r^fins^ 
carivafs  fleeves,  and  moid  fugar,  have  at  Mifs 
Bull  of  Garlick-hilL  and.  her  fourfcore  thou-«^ 

land.  I^^f 

Mrs.  C  Well,  upon  my  honor  this  is  a  pretty 
c^per,  all  becaufc  Via  a  lone  woman — I  fee  there*^ 
no  doing  without  a  bit  of  a  man  after  all ;  ah 
they  think  noth^n^  of  me  npw,  but  'twasn't  |l«i 
ways^ib* 

■  1        .■■...' 
AIR.-t-Mr^.  Casey, 

Kilkenny  is  a  handfome  plape. 

As  any  town  in  Shamrockfhire ; 
Tkere  fil^  I  faw  my  Jemmy's  face. 

There  Jemmy  firft  bel^el^  his  dea^"  5 
My  iove  he  w^s  a  bafhful  boy. 

And  I  a  iimple  girl  to  £e^  j 
Yet  1  was  Jemmy's  only  joy. 

And  Jemmy  was  the  lad  for  me. 

But  Dublin  city  bore  the  bell. 

In  flreet^  and  fquares  and  houfes  fine^ 

Oh  there  young  Dick  his  love  cou'd  tell,       * 
And  there  I  told  young  Dicl^y  mine  i 

for 
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For  Dkk  be  was  a  roTing  blade. 

And  I  was  hearty,  wild  and  fr^ei 
He  lov'd,  and  I  his  love  repaid. 

Then  Dicl^y  was  the  lad  for  me. 

When  Dover  itrand,  my  happy  lot. 
And  William  there  my  love  did  crown. 

Young  Dick  and  Jenimy  I  forgot, 
^     Kilkenny  fair,  and  Dublin  town, 

JPor  William  was  a  gentle  youth. 
Too  b^fhful  nor  too  bold  was  he; 

fie  faid  he  lov'd,  and  told  me  truth. 
Then  William  was  the  }ad  for  me. 

lExit; 

J^e-enter  h a?oche,  feeping. 

l4po.  Vat  is  lie  gone-r'tis  veil  for  him  he  is 
gone— Mounfieur  lackland  you  be  von  fcoup- 
drel  villain  of  dc  rogue,  rafcal,  and  I  you'd 
l^reak  your  fouL 

Robins  I  fay,  mafter-i —     ^  ^ 

Lapo.    {Jiarts  frightened)   Heigho!  oh   if  it 

bad  been  Monfieur  Lackland,  I  vou'd hem ! 

—vat  you  vant? 

Robin.  What  do  I  want  ?  why  I  want  you,  if 
you're  the  French  taylor. 

Lapo.  Oh  I  muftn't  affront  my  cuftomer.(i7^^i?) 
Vel  Sir,  I  be  de  tailurc,  a  votre  fervice.  {bows) 

Robin.  Then  my  mafter,  Sir  John  Bull,  is  ever 
fo  impatient  for  you. 

JLapo.  (-'h.  Sir  John  de  Bull,  ah  to  take  mea- 
fure  of  him  for  de  new  cloaths,  malpefte!  I  avc 
fo  much  bufinefs  as  de  grand  financier. 

Robin.  Will  you  come?"  ;     , 

f^ap.  Aprez  vous  monfieur,  * 

Robin. 
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Robin.  What?  v 

Lapo.  After  you.  Sir, 

Rolfin.  Oh  !  lEx^unt, 
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SCENE  11. 

/)j/fip  (/Mrs.  Casey's: 

,g»/^  I  ft  Waiter  introducing  Colonel  Epau- 
lette in  Englijh  drefs. 

Col.  E.  Only  tell  Sir  John  and  my  Lady  de  Bull 
flat  Colonel  Epaulette  is  come  to  vait  on  dem; 
ff^ait.  Sif!  what  name — ^  '\ 

Cot.  E.  Colonel  Epaulette — zounds  damme! 

[Exii  JVaiter, 
By  all  I  can  hear  dey  muft  be  vile  bourgois,  but 
on  account  of  my  Lord's  recommendation  I  muft 
malgr^  moi  fhew  dem  fome  civilire,  and  fquire 
Tally  ho  tells  me  dey  have  a  fine  daughter  too — - 
ah  my  Englifh  drefs  is  lucky  upon  de  occafion, 
dey  muft  be  wonderfully  pleasM  vid  it;  Lapoche 
piy  Tailleur  has  not  been  in  Londrcs  for  no- 
thing, and  I  am  much  oblige  to  Mr.  Lackland 
for  his  advice  in  my  affairs — I  hope  he  did  tell 
injr  Lady  de  Bull  dat  I  was  here.     {^Retires  baiih 

Enter  Sir  John  and  Robin, 

Sir  J.  You Ve  been  Sirrah,  but  where  havq 
been. 

Robin.  Why  la  Sir,  wasn't  I  fent  for  the  French 
taylor. 

Sir  J. 
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*/  ^ir  J.  Oh,  to  take  meafuw  of  me,  w^U  where 

is  he. 

Roipin.  I  don't  know,  he  came  into  tlie  houfe 
Hvith  me. 

^/>  y.  Well  go  and  fend  him  up  here. 

[Eficit  Robin. 
Ha,  ha,  ha !  any  thing  tb  pleafe  Madame 
tny  wife.-^Since  I  muft  be  a  jackanapes  and  have 
a  French  t  ay  lor.  ha,  ha,  ha !  {Gahnel  KpaulttU 
advances)  Oh,  gad  here  he  is. 

Col.  E.  Eh !  dis  muft  be  Sir  John.  {qficU)  Sii^ 
I  am  your  moft  obedietit  fer^ant. 

Sir  J.  Servant,  friend. 

CoL  E.  I  prefumc  you  arc  Sir  John  de  Bull, 
teounds  damme!  • 

Sir  J.  Aye. 

i3oi:  E.  Sir,  I  ave  received  Itf  tl^r  from  my  friend 
the  Duke 

•  ^ir  y.  His  friend  the  Duke,  what  a  grand  tay- 
lor  it  is.  (afide) 

GoL  E.  I  avc  great  re^fon  to  tink  I  am  dear  to 
him,  and  he  recommend  you  to  me  in  the  bigh^ 
«ft  titrms. 

Sir  J.  Sir  if  you  are  dear  to  your  ft-idnds,  i!^ 
doubt' bat  your  terms  will  be  high  to  me* 
'    Cd.  E.  Sir! 

*  Sir  J.  However  fince  my  vAft  will  have  if^ 
out  with  your  Ihears. 

Col.  E.  Monfieur  ! 

Sir  J.  Let's  fee  your  book  of  patterns. 

CoL  E.  Pattern  ! 
'     Sir  J.  Yes,  to  choofe  my  cdlotir. 

Col.  E  I  carry  de  colour  !  vat  you  take  me  for 
an  Enfign,  but  I  excufe,  as  the  cuftom  of  your 
country  gives  a  privilege — 

Sir  J.  i  can't  anfwer  for  my  country,  but  you 

ihall 


ts6  FONTAINEBLBAUj 

(hall  hive  my  cuftoqi — now  pray  friend  how^mi^ 
ny  men  may  you  have. 

Col.  E,  About  a  toufand. 

Sir  J,  A  thoufand  journeymen !  muft  have 
great  bufinefe — or  a  damn'd  gunner,  {ajide) 

Col  £.  About  a  toufand  in  my  regiment. 

Sir  J.  Oh  you  work  for  a  regiment ! 

Col.  E.  York  !  I  no  underftand  vat  he  mean—* 
Sir  de  Ladies — 

Sir  J.  You  underftand  the  work  for  the 
Ladies. 

Col  E.  MonQeur,  in  compliance  vid  the  lettre 
of  his  Grace  I  fliall  (hew  you  every  civilite,  and  vid 
your  permifIion>  vill  have  de  honor  of  introduce 
my  Lady  de  Bull  and  Mademoifelle  her  daughter 
to  Le  Prince. 

Sir  J.  You !  Lady  Bull  introduced  by  a  tay- 
lor! 

.  Col.  E*  Taylor !  Sacr iftie !  Monfieur,  if  you  verc 
not  an  Engliftiman  your  life  fhou'd  anfwer  for 
dis  affront,  but  from  my  refped  to  your  nation^ 
J  pardon  you. 

Sir  J.  Affront !  what  are  you  above  your  bu- 
iinefs,  you  proud  monkey  you. 

CoLE.  You  are  under fome  grofs  error,  or  you 
are  a  perfon  void  of  ^manners;  if  de  former,  you 
are  a  fool  by  nature,  if  de  latter^  a  clown  by  ha- 
bit ;  and  as  both  are  beneath  my  refentment,  I 
fliall  look  to  de  Due  for  an  explanation  dF  dis 
affront  offer'd  to  Colonel  Epaulette.  [Exit. 

Sir  y., Colonel  Epaulette  !  zounds !  what  a 
blunder  I  have  made.  My  Lady^  My  Lady  Bull. 
{calls) 


Eni^ 
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£/z/er  Lady  Bull; 

Ladjf  5.  Wliafs  the  matter  now.  Sir  John  ? 

Sir  J.  The  devil  to  pay,  here  has  been  Co^ 
loael  Epaulette,  and  I  unfortunately  miftook  him 
for  the  J*rench  taylor,  that  1  cxpeded  to  take 
orders  for  my  new  cloaths. 

Lady  B.  Sir  John,  why  will  you  ever  attempt 
to  fpeak  to  perfons  of  diilin^ion  1  take  a  colonel 
of  the  Gensi-d'Armes  for  a  taylor,  how  abfurd  ! 
who  w^its  ?  Sir  John^  pray  ftay  and  explain  this 

Sir  J.  Me  !  I  wouldn't  face  him  again  for  the 
pay  of  his  whole  regiment.  ^ExiU 

l»ady  Br.  Who  waits  I  fay  ? 

^nur  Robin. 

§h6W  that  gentleman  up  (l;airs« 
Robin.  Who,  Ma'am  ? 
LaifyB;  The  Taylor,  as  your  mafter  calls  him. 

flobitt^  The  Jaylor !  Qh^  here  he  comes. 

[Exit. 

Lady  B.  Aye,  herp  is  the  Colonel  indeed,  no 
Mgimentals !  yes,  I  heard  of  t^is  drefling  entirely 
}Q  the  £ngliih  fafliion* 

Sir,  (0r<tfdi)  I  ^Imoft  bluflb  to  fee  you,  and 

fcarce,  kiiow  how  to  apologize  for  Sir  John's 

paiftake* 

Lapo.  Madam,  I  vaite  upon  Sir  John  to 
Lady  B.  Really  Sir  he's  afhamed  to  appear  in 

-  yOfc,  jl»  it  your 
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your  prefence  after — ^but  he  has  contraded  fuch 
Unfafhionable  habits  that  he 

Lapp.  Madam,  I  vill  ^quip  him  vid  de  fafhipn*? 
able  habit,  dat  he  need  not  fbame  to  appear  ii) 
de  royal  prefence. 

Lady  B.  You  are  very  obliging|r^but  Sir  yo^ 
have  had  a  lofs  to-day. 

Lapo.  Oui,  I  did  lofe  my  lodger. 

Lady  B.  By  this  day's  running  ? 

Lapo.  Yes,  dey  did  run  away. 

Lady  B.  Sir,  1 — I  mean  the  match, 

Lapo.  Aye,  I  fuppofe  dey  make  de  match. 

Lady  B»  But  $ir^  I  w\Q\  )>etter  fi^CQefs  to  ypuf 

Joan. 

Lapo.  Succefs  to  ipy  Joan  !  (ajide} 

Lady  B.  But  for  all  your  turf  arhufementy,  I 
dare  fay  your'e  a  great  man  in  the  Cabinet,  ia 
Ck)mmittees,  Beds"  of  Juftice,  Privy  Councilsi 
and  Board  of  Works. 

Lapo.  Board  of  Works !  Oh,  flie  mean  my 
ihop-bpard.  (afide) 

Lady  B.  And  1  warrant  you  are  in  all  the  deep 
French  political  fecrets,  you  know  all  the  miniCp 
tcr*s  meafures. 

Lapo.  Qui,  I  take  all  deir  meafures; 

Lady  jB.  "We  were  informed,  Sir  in  Paris;  tha^ 
you  were  much  with  the  Prince  de ^ 

Lapo.  Oh  I  am  quite  free  in  de  family. 

Lady  B.  And  when  it  fuits  you  to  introduce 
ps  to  His  Highnefs 

Lapo.  Me  !  Non  !  But  I  cou^d  introduce  yoi^ 
to  de  head-butIer---T 

Lady  B.  Introduce  us  to  the  Butler!  aye,  aye, 
from  Sir  John's  ruftic  behaviour,  the  CoJoncJ 
thinks  u$  fit  for  no  better  comp^ny^ 
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jEnter  SiK  John, 

{Lap$che  hows  and  takes  out  fatterns)m 

Oh  Sir  John !  I  have  been  endeavouring  to  apo- 
logize for  you  to  the  Colonel  here— 

Lapo.  Colonel !  (Jooktng  about) 

&ir  J.  Ha,  ha,  ha  1  Egad  I  fancy  this  is  the 
Taylor  indeed. 

Lapo.  I  am  a  Taileur  at  your  fervice,  Sin 

Lady  B.  How  ! 

Sir  J.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  My  Lady,  **  why  wiU  you 
pretend  to  fpeafeto  perfons  of  dtfttln<ftion  ?  mif* 
take  a  Taylor  for  a  Colonel  of  Gens  d'Armes/*  ha, 
ha,  ha! 

Lady  B.  A  Taylor !  then  you^rc  a  very  impu-^ 
dent  little  fellow: 

Lapo.  Oh  I  ihall  lofe  cuftom  here,  (^a^de) 
Veil  Mifs,  your  moder  wou^d  not  call  me  fo. 

Sir  J.  Her  mother,  you  villain  ! 

Lady  B.  Sir  John,  pray  don't  abufe  the  young 
man. 

Sir  J.  Abufe  !  you  little  rafcal,  how  dare  you 
have  the  impudence  to  be  taken  for  a  Colonel^ 
get  away  this  inftant  or  I'll  crop  you  with  your 
own  fticars — get  along-^go.  [Emt  Lapocbe. 

Enter  RdBi^r.  ^ 


»■  •  » 


Rohln.  Madam,  there's  Mifs  Dolly  gone  off; 
and  Mrs.  Cafey  fays,  upon  fome  marriage  fchente 
or  other. 

Lady  B.  My  daughter  I 

Sir  J.  My  Doll! 

3L  L  2  JR^sn^ 
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Roiin.  And  from  what  I  can  learn  from  fquire 
Tallyho's  man,  {he's  to  meet  his  mafter. 

Lady  B.  There's  your  honefl  Yorkfliireman, 
Sir  John  Bull- 

Aolfin.  And  I  think  they  fey,  Sir,  Ihe's  gone 
to  Colonel  Epaulette's  Lodge. 

Sir  J.  Aye,  there's  your  honorable  French- 
man,, my  Lady  Bull }  but  come  along,  Til  have 
my  daughter;  rob  me  of  my  child,  oh  for  a  fear<;h 
warrant,  oh  for  a  Bow-^fireet  juftice^  come  along. 

t 

SCENE    IL 

^n  apartment  in  Col.  Epaulet te^s. 
Enter  Col.  EtiAVLZTTB  andMifi  Dolly. 

"    Gok  E.   Mifs,   I  do  congratulate  my  felicity  in 
meeting  you. 

Mi/s'D.  I'm  furc  Pm  much  obliged  to  you, 
ColoiieJ. 

Col.  E.  If  I  cou'd  get  her  inftead  of  my  fille  de 
^I'opera,  I  Ihou'd  be  up  \id  her  father  for  calling 
me  z  taylor.  \afiijle) 

Mijs  D.  Lord,  I  wonder  what  keeps  fquire 
Tallyho!   {aftde) 

CoL  E.  Mif§,  was  you  ever  in  love  ?  .Zounds, 
damme ! 

MiJs  Dy  Not  above  nine  times;  I  "thanlc  yoq. 
Sir.   {curt^es) 

CoLE.  Hey! 

J^s  D.  Nine!  Let  me  be  certain— ^yes,  three 

times 
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times  befofc  I  got  biit  of  my  flips — twice  at 
Hackney  boarding  fchool — I  dont  reckon  my 
guittar  mailer:  then  Frank,  Frippery,  Mr.  Pctr 
ticoe;  no,  Sir,  only  eight,  for  I  never  would 
liften  p  the  handfomc  ftaymakcr  of  Duck  lane. 

tCc^/v  £.  Mifs>  vill  you.  be  in  love  de  ninth  time, 
and  run  aw^ay  vid  me. 

Mifs  D.  Lord,  Sir^  are  you  going  to  run  away i 

Col.  E.  Oui,  I  vill  fcamper  off  vid  you. 

Mifs  D.    Oh,    now    I    underftand— but  why 
fcamper  off.    Sir,    when  I'm  fure  Mama  wou'd 
-confent  ? 

Col.  E.  Confcnt!  ^ah,  dat  is  fo  mechanique* 

Mi/sjD.  True,  Sir,  it  docs  found  of  Bow  Bell, 
and  as  you  fay  fcampcring  ofF  is  fuch  a  plcafant 
thing — Ha,  ha,  ha !— Egad,  Pve  a  great  mind^ 
if  I  ihou'd,    how  fquirc  Tally  ho  wou'd  be  fur- 
prifed*  {aftde) 

Col.  E.  Allons,  ma  chere.  (going) 

Mifs  D.  Stop;  will  you  excufc  me  afterwards 
to  fquire  Tally  ho? 

Col.  E.  For  vat? 

Ml/s  D.  Becaufe  I  promifed  to  run  away  with 
him.  *        ,  : 

Gol.  E.  Comment  I 

Mifs  D.  Yes,  but  dont  tell  Mama ;  fure  'twas 
for  that  I  come  here  to  meet  him# 

Col.  E.  Yes,  but  here  I  come  firft. 

Mifs  D.  True,  Colonel ;  and  firft  come,  firl^ 
ferved,  as  Pa  ufed  to  fay  in  the  (hop  at  home- 
He,  he,  he— Well,  Lord,  why  dont  you  come? 
f  Col.  E.  Avay  den,  my  ange  adorable !  vive 
Tamour  !  ah,  ftay  Mifs,  I  vill  auparavant  order 
my  gentilhomme  to  pack  up  fome  poudre,  and 
pomade,  and  my  dancing  pump,  as  voi^  cannojc 

tcU 
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tell  vat  may  happen — den  hey  for  love  and  plea^i 
iure,  l^ExiL 

Mifs  D.  (calling  after  kim)  Colonel,  make 
hafte. 

{TeUlyboy  without) 

Tal  Halloo,  Doll !    hip,  my  dainty  Dolly ! 
Mifs  D.  Squire  Tallyho  !  Oh  dear !  what  fliall 
I  do? 

Enter  TallyIio. 

Tal.  Well,  Doll,  are  you  equip*d,  my  fwert 
gofling,  I've  got  a  fine  fofy  fridr,  ready  j  but 
when  I  get  you  into  Yorkfhire,  we'll  be  mar- 
ried over  again — ^You  remember  my  chaplain,  ho- 
ned parfon  Thump. 

Mifs  i>.  Lord,  fquire,  dont  tell  me  of  parfon 
Thump ;  what  kept  you  fo  long  ?  Here  haVc  I 
been  crying  my  eyes  out  for  you. 

TaL  Crying  ! .  fudge— fhew— why  your  eyes 
do  look  as  if — ah,  come  now,  you've  an  onioh 
in  your  handkerchief? 

Mifs  D.  No,  indeed — as  1  hope  for — Hcj 
he,  he! 

Tal.  Now,  now  there  now,  what's  that  for  ? 
^  Mifs  D.  I  was  laughing,  to  think  of  our  mar- 
riage. 

Tal.  I  begin  to  think  marriage  is  no  laughing 
matter,  Doll.  Now  I  tell  you  truly,  I  like  you 
as  well  as  any  thing  I  ever  faw — good  points, 
fancy  thirteen  hands  high— and  by  my  lady's  ac- 
count, rifing  nineteen  years  laft  grafs — but  I  tell 
you  fonie  things  you  muft  learn  to  be  my  wife. 
My  mother,  you  muft  know,  was  a  fine  lady,  all 
upon  the  hoity-toicies,  and  fo  good  for  nothing. 

Says 
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Says  father  to  me,  one  evening,  as  the  laft  whiff 
of  his  fourth  pipe  figh'd  to  the  tears  of  the  third 
tankard— Gaby,  my  dear  boy,  never  nnarry  a 
girl  that  can't  breakfaft  on  beef,  carve  a  goofe^ 
will  withdraw  from  table  before  King  and  Con-, 
ftitution,  and  not  iing  a  jolly  fong  at  iirft  bidding; 
jind  then  fays  he,  (Jpores)  take  care  of  the  girls. 
Gaby,  and  dropping  afleep — Yes,  father,  fays  I^ 
I'll  take  car^  of  the  girls,  and  with  chat  I  flipp'd 
fi  brace  of  yellow  boys  out  of  his  purfe,  and  next 
day  bought  Peggy  Trundle,  the  houfe-maid,  4 
pair  of  Bath  garters,  filver  ihoe  buckles,  and  a 
inarquifate  pin  for  her  ftoroacher— ^Ha,  ha,  ha  J 

Mi/s  D.  1  fhoudn't  have  thought  of  your  en* 
tertaining  me  with  your  old  father's  pipe,  and 
Peggy  f  bundle's  flomachers — if  you  r^  come 
here  to  run  ^way  tvith  me,  why  do  the  thing  at 
pnce,  and  let's  have  no  more  talk  about  it. 

TaL  True,  Doll;  fuch  a  fortune  as  ypyrs  dont; 
offer  every  day.  I've  a  chaife  at  the  door,  and  a 
iuiky  for  father  Dominic  ^  and  as  your  dad  may 
)be  for  purfuing  us,  I  wont  depend  upon  thofc 
rafcally  French  poft-boys  ^  jt'$  a}l  crack,  fmack, 
jabber,  grin,  ^hd  bullle,  great  .npjfe  and  litde 
work  with  them — no,  no.  Til  put  on  a  jacket, 
and  great  boots — A  good  difguife  top,  J'll  drive 
you  myfclf,  gee  up,  nny  Queen.  YouMl  fee  how 
we*ll  tatter  the  roaflrr-do  it  there,  whipcord, 
(have  the  fignpoft — ah,  foftly,  good  Bully,  up 
hill — bit  of  hay  to  cool  their  mouths,  pint  o'cwq-? 
penny,  and  a  new  lalh — then  fpank  the  Unicorn 
—flap  da(h — gee  up — .once  we're  coupl'd,  let  Sir 
Tohn  come  whiftle  for  you — gee  up — ah  Button, 
(^  it  thprc  foftly  my  honies— gee,  ah,  ah  1 

M/s 
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Mi/r  D»  O  make  h^ftc^  my  dear  dear  fqoite*^ 
Qfa^  delicious,  cbarmiog'--^***-*-!  hope  cbe  Cokmei 
wont  come*~Ha,  ha>  ha !  our  elopement  hkiII  be 
in  all  the  newfpaperSj  and  then  fucn  intercefiion, 
^^  pardons,  tears^^  giggUng,  vifics,  bow  d'ye 
4a's  and  kiflest    ' 

AIR.— Dolly, 

When  dre6M  in  all  my  fiaeft  rfiing^. 
My  gold  Repeater,  Bracelets^  Rings  |] 

In  Toilette  glM*^ 

A  lovely  Laf« 
Ji  view  fo  gayly  glancing  5 

Hcnow  not  hcfw. 

But  ae'er  till  now 
I  felt  my  heart  a  dancing.  ^ 

The  Coach  i$  c6nie>  down  flairs  we  tripj 
Tlic  Opera — 'Robin  plies  his  whip  | 

**  What  fparkling  eyes/* 

Sir  Fopling  cries. 
As  to  our  box  advancing— - 

I  know  not  how. 

Bat  ne'er  till  now, 
I  felt  my  heart  a  dancing. 

Sultana,  Queen  at  Mafquerade, 
Ck  Nun,  or  humble  Village  Maid  { 

So  fine,  fo  bright. 

The  fflcndid  night  ; 
yke  fairies  nimbly  prancing, 

I  know  not  how. 

But  ne'er  till  now, 
I  felt  iny  l^rau't  a  dancing* 

Why  Tally  ho  1  (calls)  What  the  deiice  keepi 
him?  upon  my  word  this  is  very  clever:  fo  one 
gentleman  can't  go  to  be  married  without  his 
great  boofs,  and  t'other  youth  coudn't  go  without 
his  dancing  pumps.  Ecod,  if  one  of  my  old 
. .  fweet- 
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Arecthfearts  was  to  ftep  in  now,  I  am  fo  vclx'd,  I 

IhouU  be  ftrongly  tempted  to  give  *em  both  the 

double. 

Lack.  {Without)  Oh,  the  lady's  this  wayj 
Mifs  D.  Who  hare  we  here  ?    I  proteft  the 

Jprjghtly  elegant  gentleman  that  fent  Papa  for  his 

fnuiff  box— he's  a  vaftly  pretty  fellow. 

Enter  Lackland, 

Lack,  At  laft  I  have  found  her  j  I  hate  court* 
(hip;  no  occafion  here,  I  fancy;,  fo  fans  cere- 
monie,  here  goes*  {afide)  Ma'am,  your  moft 
ebedient. 

Mifs  D.  How  do  you  do.  Sir  ?    (curte/ies) 

Lack.  Well,  my  dear,  'tis  at  laft  fettled, 
^    MtfsD.  Sir? 

Lack.  Yes,  tho'  with  fome  difficulty  to  prevail 
on  myfelf,  I  am  now  determined  to  marry  you. 

A/j/jT  D.  Marry  me  ! 

LacL  A  fa6t,  but  dont  let  your  joy  carry  you 
away. 

Mi/s  D.  You'll  carry  me  away  ? 
:    Lack.  I  faid  I  wou'd,  and  I  never  break  my 
word. 

Mifs  D.  Said !  to  Who  pray  ? 

Lack.  To  myfelfi  and  you  know  if  a  gentle- 
man breaks  his  word  to  himfelf,  what  dependancc 
can  the  world  have  on  him  ?  You're  a  fine  crea- 
ture, but  I  woudn't  tell  a  lie  for  all  the  women  irf 
France, 

Mifs  D.  {ajide)  what  a  high  notion  of  honor ! 

a  much  handfomer  man  too,  than,  cither  Tallyho 

or  the  Colonel — He's  a    charming  flaftiy  beau. 

'.  Lack.  Juft  as  I  thought ;  of  fifty  lovers  with 

V   VOL.  II.  MM  this 
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^16  young  Ladyi   I  &e  iStit  iaft  is  the  moft  wel-* 
Come. 

JWj/x  D.  I  vow  Tvc  a  mind^  but  Pa  fays  you've 
no  money/ 

Lack.  Me,  no  money !  pkafant  enough  that 
ix\t\u  Ha^  ha^  ha !  why  he  might  as  weU  fay  I 
borrowed  a  guinea  fpom  him. 

Mi/s  D.  Eh !  now  I  remember, .  he  did  fay 
it  too. 

Lack.  Oh^  well  he  was  right.  Ha,  ha,  ba!  Why 
what  an  old  lying— — but  he*s  your  father,  there- 
fore let  it  be  fo — Ha,  ha,  w^U  I  have  no  money » 
(wii6  pretended  irony)  I  am  the  pooreft  dog  in 
nature.  Ha,  ha,  well,  that  is  very  good,  faith*^ 
fuchajoke. 

Mt/s^  D.  Joke !  Lord,  I  knew  it  was  5  I  riiotight 
you  muft  have  been  very  rich  by  your  fine  cloaths. 
.  Lack.  Qoaths—rOh,  iVe  only  borrowed  'cm 
from  fomebody^j  perhaps;  you  know,  where  cpu'd 
I  get  money  fo  buy  luch  cloaths  as  tbeTe?  Ha, 
Jia,  ha]   Well,  this  is  excellent. 

Mifs  D.  ljlj;ncw  you  muft  have  a  gfcat  cftate. 

Lack.  Me!  Oh  I  havn't  an  acre,  or'mav  be  a 
rnanfibn  in  Heriefordlhirei  nor  perbapsIJbavn't 
a  hoiife  in  Portman  fquarc.  o-ri 

Mifs  D.  Portman  fquare!  ^  .; 

-  Lack.  Without  a  guinea  in  the  ftinds-^ptchaps 
atthis  moment  I  bavn't  half  a.  crown  in  the.iKorld 
i — Pm  fuch  a  miferable  dog. 
.  Mifs  D.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  Eftate  in  Hereferdfhire, 
oh  lud,  then  we  can  make  at  leaft-*— twenty  faogf- 
hcads^  oFcyder.  ;  vT 

Lack.  Cyder !  hem-— Oh  you.elegant — Garlick 
hill,  {afide)  * 

Mifs  D.   IVe  a  monftrous  mind— rnow  anfwer 
me  one  queftion,  that's  all:  if  I  (hou'd  confcnt  to 

ruA 
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ma  off  wUh  yo%  wou'd  you  leave;  me  (banding 
here  for  great  travelling  boocs,  or  your  dancing 
pumps?  yr  ;  J 

Loci.  Me  !  not  for  the  button  of  Ktog  LouU' 
hat. 

jM^/i  D.  No  I  cooie  along. 

Lack.  Where? 

Mi/s  D.  Lord^  don't  you  know  ? 

Lack.  If  we  had  but  achaife  and  a  prieft* 

Mi/s  D.  One's  in  the  houte,  an4  fqi^ers  at  the 
door  below. 

Lack,  Indeed!  my  dear  you're  young  and  frank; 
\I  throw  myielf  and  a)l  my  for(;^n^  a^'your  fi^et,  in 
&il^  of  figs,  raifins,  cauvafs  Jleeyes/^nd  moii^ 
lugar. — Oh,  you  amazing  fine  creature  I 

.^i  P,  Pb,  ygu  aftpniA^ipg  c^^p^miqfg  man ! 
■-'-^''  ^ ...:  ::  :^.'r,;';      lExeunt. 

7:'    '         EnierCoj.otJit  Mpsvi^Wtt4 

Ci^A  ^.  vAll  is  ready,  allona  mi  cher?  M^d?moi-» 
felle— eh|  where  isde  lady? 

^  WaL  Well  Doll,  here  I  Am,  b00sed  apd  pi:^Qkd« 
>*-How ! 

CoUE.  Why  the  lady  ia  gone* 
[Xat.  Ay,  where  it  (he  gpaei 

4SaLE*  Vere  have  you  put  her  ?  2<>qpds,  damme! 

TaL  Sir,  I  infill  on  knowing  ^hat  youVe  done 
with  her. 

Col.  E.  Moi!  I  did  leaye  her  here. 

Tal.  You  mean  you  found  her  here,  mafter 
|)oacher. 

Enter  Sir  John. 
Sir  7.  Where's  ©oil  ?  Why  Dolly. 


.^.v 
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Tdl.  So  there,  you  coudn't  give  your  daughter 
to  an  honeft  Englifliman ;  and  now  ftie  is  whip'd 
up  by  a  poaching  Frenchman  ^  I  wifli  yoi;i  joy  o( 
vour  fonrin-law  my  oldl^ag.     Ha !  ha  !  ha  ! 

SirJ.  Where  is  flie? 

Col.  E.  Aflc  dat  gentleman  dat  did  ftoleher. 

Sir  J.  Harkyee^  ypu  York^iirc  bit^,  ypu  Jh^n't 
rob  me  pf  my  thild,  .      ^  > 

TaL  What  the  devil,  arc  you  mad,  old  Holo- 
femes  ?  It's  that  there  greyhound  has  whip'd  up 
little  pufs. 

Sir  J.  I  believe  it. 

Col.  E.  Diable  m'emporte,  it  ts  no  fuch  ting, 
pounds !  damme ! 

SirJ.  It  is.  ^  • 

CoL  E.  It  is  not,,  you  are  ais.  wrong  indisasi^eq 
you  took  me  for  de  taileuri 

Sir  J.  \yhere.haye  you  hi4  my  daughter  ?  re* 
ftore  her,  or  by  heaven  Fll— 

Col  E.  (Calmty)  What  Sir  ?  '^      ^ 

SirJ.  Why  Dolly  Bull !  DoJIy!  [Exit,  xaltlng. 

Tal.  I  ani  fo  ye:^ed  and  perplexed,  oh,  if  I  had 
you  at  Dover  Td  fight  you — aye  with  a  pait  c^; 
Queen  Ann^s  pocket  piftols. 

CoL  E.  Moniieur,  any  thing  to  oi)lige  you,  I  viH 
fight  or  let  it  alone,  all  von  to  me—  ma  foi !  pardi ! 
who's  there  ?  hey !  Lc-fleche !  Juftine ! 


Tal.  Oho,  fince  I  find  I  am  jockied  in  tfris, 
I  muft  look  fharp  to  my  other  matches,  fee  ^hat 
Captain  Henry  has  been  about,  this  French  poney 
is  now  in  his  own  ftall,  and  kt  him  ftay  there.  A 
filly  tit !  to  prefer  the  Colonel  to  fuch  a  tight  lad  ai 
I !  but  if  1  get  once  back  to  J^ondon,  with  a  fob 
full  of  Frer.ch  gold,  fee  if  Til  let  the  fined  lady  in 
the  land  fetter  my  g^marels. 

AIR. 
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AIR. — -Tallyho. 

Jn  London  my  life  is  a  ring  of  delight, 
|n  frolics  I  keep  up  the  day  and  the  night, 
^  fnoofe  at  the  Humnjums  tijl  tw^elve  perhaps  later^ 
I  rattle  the  bell  and  I  foar  up.  the  waiter ; 
Your  honour  fays  he,  and  he  I^akes  me  a  leg. 
He  bri^igs  me  my  tea,  but  I  fwallow  an  egg. 
For  tea  in  a  morning's  a  flop  I  renounce,  * 

Spl^iown  with  a  glafs  of  good  right  cherry  bounce* 

With  fwearing-— tearing. 

Ranting — jaunting, 

Slalhing — fmafhing. 

Smacking — cracking. 

Rumbling— -tumbling. 

Laughing — quaffing, 

Smokeing — jokeing. 

Swaggering — Staggering ! 
So  thoughtleis,  fa  ktiowing,  fo  green,  and  fo  mellok. 
This,  this  is  the  life  of  a  frolicfome  fellow. 

fAy  phaeton  I  motmt  and  the  piebs  they  all  flare,        \ 

I  handle  my  reins  and  my  elbow's  I  fflpiare. 

My  ponies  fo  plump  and  as  white  as  .a  lipy,  «;     v '  ) 

Thro'  Pall-Mall  I  fpank  it  and  up  ^I^iccadilly,      ' 

Till  lofing  a  wheel  egad  down  I  come  fmatik, 

60  at  Knightibridge  J  throw  myfelf'intb  a  hack. 

At  Tatterfal's  fling  a  leg  over  my  nag*,  .  ' 

Thus  vifit,  for  dinner  then  drefs  in  a  hag,.  , 

With  fwearing,  &c. 

J  roll  round  the  garden  and  call  at  the  Rofe,     ;    '       , 

/\nd  then  at  both  playhoufes  pop  in  my  nofe, 

I  lounge  thro'  the  lobby,  laugh,  fwear,  flide,  and  fwagger. 

Talk  loud,  take  my  money,  and  out  again  ftagger, 

I  mee£  at  the  Shakefpejire  a  good-natur'd  foul,     a 

Then  doyirn  to  pur  club  at  St.  James's  I  roll. 

The  joys  of  the  night  are  a  thoufahd  at  play, 

^^d  thu?  at  the  finifh,  begin  the  next  day. 

With  fwearing,  &c. 

SCENE. 
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SCENE  iVj  andlaji. 

f 

Lapoche^s  Houfe. 

Enter  Lapoche. 

Lapo.  Taken  for  a  Colonel  1  ahal  *tis  certsHn  dat 
I  avc  fomething  to  mj  air  dat  is  grande^  I  wron^ 
sny  bon  addrefle  and  figure  to  ftick  co  di^  t^rlure 
trade,  oui  dat  is  de  realon  ofMifi  Rofa^s  fcorn.  if 
dc  lady  de  BuU  did  think  me  a  Colonel,  drefs'd  as 
I  am,  vat  muft  I  bealatnode  de  nobleflTe — ^I  have 
a  thought,  I  will  furprizo  Madame  Rofa  Into  de 
love  for  my  perfon— *ah  !  le  Marquis  de  Crefant*s 
deaths  fit  me  a  mervielle,  how  lucky  I  diB  rioit 
take  denr^  home  yeftiprday^--oh !  here  fhe  comd- 

,  llUtiires, 


E^er  Rosa. 
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Rofa.  Ah,,  cfbu'd  I  again  behold  my  dcareftld*^, 
every  fcparation  from  thofe  we  love  feenfis  a  chlffft 
in  exiftence:  no  danger  I  think  from  my  brother 
Henry,  he's  now  too  bufy  with  his  own  IdVe  to 

five  any  interruption  to  mine,  and  )ret  I  thffnkf  hdA 
is  paflion  for  this  young  lady  but  commehcM^pi?e^ 
vious  to. that  of  jlord  Winlove's  fpfnie>  Henry 
>vou'd  not  now  lament  the  life  which  he  inSa^iJW 
Jie  has  taken ;  no,  his  heart  then  pojjfcfs'd  oi^y  Awth 
rage,  w«i  but  a  partial  judge  of  fo  pure  a  paflSon, 
tho'  I  fear  Lord  Winlove's  is  i^^thcf  ^ -rare 
cxaipple. 

AIR.— Rosa; 

.  Confefs  fond  youth  my  charge  is  true. 
Behold  the  \vanton  boy, 
A  gilded  butterfly  purfue. 
And  win  but  to  deftroy. 


« 
I 


OR>  PUR  WAY  IN  FR4NCE.  §71 

And  tkuf  when  ftruck  by  Cupid's  4^tj 

With  fervor  you  adore> 
But  once  you  win  tke  virgin's  hearty 

Her  beauties  charm  no  more. 

Re-enter  Lafoch£  dreft — {Kneels  to  her.) 

Rqfa.  {Not  recoIle3irig  bim)  fny  fir,  if  I 
may— - 

Lapo.  JHeigho !  behold  a  gentleman  dat  loVe  a 
you, ,  throw  your  arnas  round  my  neck  like  Soli- 
taire, and  give  me  kifs  my  charming  fain 

Ro/a.    Ridiculous!  Wher^  is  Lord  Winlove?. 
into  what  complicated  diftrefs  has  my  imprudence 
plunged  me  ?    and  to  add  to  it  muflr  I  endure 
tb<9    infiilts    of  this   fool,      ■      Where   is   my 

JLotd?  . 

Lapo.  Here  he  is — your  gentilhomme,  dis  mog, 
ment  has  von  knee  on  de  ground^  and  a  pinch  m 
foufFin  his  finger ;  your  bright  eye  is  de  fun,  and 
tl^rqit  hei:e  he  lies  like  a  cucumber  under  a  hot« 
tied. 

ir^^S^/?^.  Trifling,  impertinent! 
t iap^.  Inopertincnt,  ah,  ha!  {rt/es  haftily)  do 
ypm  )^^yf  who  you  talk  to  Mifs  ?  impertinent !  you 
are  great  lady  indeed,  but  I  vas  jult  now,  little  as 
you  naay  tink  of  me,  taken  for  a  Colonel,  by  my 
lady  de  Bull,  thb'  perhaps  not  fo  great  as  you,  yet 
begar  Ihc  is  three  times  as  big,  impertinent !  ttoay 
I  never  fet  a  ftitch,  but  I  vill  have  farisfaftion — I 
am  enrage. 

Enter  Nannette. 

You  Nannette  ftand  out  of  my  vay,  or  I  vill  put 
my  foot  upon  you. 
Nan.  Why,  what's  the  matter. 

Rofa. 
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^  Rofa.  N^nnettc,  ftcp  with  mc  to  my  chambef  4 

\Ex%ti 

Lafo.  Dete  you  may  ftay  in  your  cliamber— 
Srop  you  here  Nannecte,  ah,  madam  runaway, 
fince  you  fcorD  me  I  vill  deliver  you  up  to  de  lady 
abbefs. 

jVizw.  But  Mifs  Rofe  Wants  m^. 

Lafo.  I  vill  vant  you — and  I  am  your  maitrc— * 
you  vant  a  gentilhornmc.  Madam  Rofa,  do  you 
but  dere,  you  may  play  vid  your  pincuihion-^ 
vcntrebkaU.  I  dat  am  fo  firie  and  clever. — Nan- 
^ette  you  come  and  kifs  a  me* 

Nan.  Pho,  nonfenfe! 
^  Lapo.  Comment ! 

\  Ndn.  Ah,  fir,  what  fignifies  your  ftriltting 
about  here,  like  a  jack  daw,  and  there's  the  fore-^ 
xnzn  waiting  to  take  home  that  fuit  of  clothes  on 
you,'  to  Lord  Crcffant.  [Exit. 

.  Lapo.  So,  I  vasjuft  now  impertinent,  and  now 
I  am  jaclcdaw,  fort  bien !  de  devil's  in  ^U  de 
vomcn  about  me  to  day,  {knocking  without) 
malpefte  !  here  is  dat  Lord  Winlove  return  again, 
by  gar  he  viH  cut  my  throat  ^  beft  hide  a  little. 
i '  [Retires* 

Enter  Lord  Winlove, 

Lord  W*  No,  I  cannot  drive  her  from  my  heart 
^  bjjt  let  me  not  condemn  her  too  haftily.  Til  firft 
know  to  a  certainty  who  accompanied  her  from 
this  houfe  ycfterday  morning. — My  death  from 
that  rencontre  with  Henry,  is  every  where  believed, 
and  even  a  reward  offered  for  apprehending  him  j 
Itfcil,  one  comfort  I'm  a  living  witnefs  of  his  inno- 
cence, but  now  for  his  lovely  filler,  ah !  fee  where 
Ihe  fits,  difoWcd  .in  grief, and  tears.  [Exit. 

•       >  Enter. 
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jfw/^r  Henry. 

'  Hen.  LapocHe !  where  is  this  fellow  ?  What 
has  he  done  with  Rofa  ?  pray  hcav*n  fhe  hasn't 
given  him  the  flip ;  now  with  Tallyho's  confent, 
and  the  amiable  Celia's  acceptance  of  my  pafliohy 
I  have  no  alloy  to  my  golden  delights,  but  the 
mtJilirnful  memory  of  Lord  Winlove,  thus  reviv'd 
in  my  unhappy  fi(ler*s  recent  elopement ;  was  flie'^ 
ftill  in  poffeffion  of  her  unfulHed  namej  I  of  my 
Celia's  love,  and  the  efteem  of  fuch  a  friend  -as 
Lord  Winlove  ^  fortune  might  do  her  worft. 

AIR — Henry. 

Let  Fame  founa  her  trumpet,  and  cry,  ''  to  the  war  I 

Let  glory  re-ecJio  the  ilrain. 
The  full  tide  of  honor  nlay  flow  from  the  fear. 

And  heroes  may  fmile  on  their  pain. 
^/TJietreafun^s  of  autumn  let  Bacchus  difpUiy» 
.  And  ftag^gjEjr  about  with  his  bowl, 
On  feienee  let  fol  beam  the  luftre  of  day. 

And  wifdom  give  light  tS  the  foul. 
■■/'.■      •      ■  ■    ■        '  '    ' 

Let  Jndia  unfold  her  rich  jem»,  to  the  view> 

Each  virtue,  each  joy  to  improve> 
Oh  give  me  the  friend  that  1  know  to  be  true ! 

And  the  fair  that  I  tenderly  love. 
Whiit's  glory  hut*  pruk  ?  a  vain  bubble  is  fame  I 

'  And  riot  the  pleafure  of  wine? 
What's  riches  but  trouble?  and  title's  a  name. 

But  friendihip  and  love  are  divine. 

Enfet  Lapoche. 
Where's  the  lady  your  lodger  ? 

Enter  Lord  Winlove  and  Rosa. 

Lapo.   Derc  now,  all  dc  murder's  out— ah 
VOL.  II.  N  K  diable! 


if 4  PONTAINEBLEAU; 

diable !  facre  dieu  !  ventre  bleu,  malpefte  Nan- 
neitc !  run  you  jade— call  up  de  conftables,  ar* 
chers,  exempts,  bailiffs,  firown-bear,  Commid 
faire,  and  Minifters  of  State.  {^Exit. 

Hen.  Lord  Winlpye  alive ! 

Lord  fV.  Sorry  to  fee  me  fo  Henry  ? 

Hen.  1  own,  my  Lord^  1  am  furprifcd,  yet  re- 
joice to  find  my  hand  giriltlefs  of  blood— and  you 
ftill  poffefe^d  of  power  to  heal  my  honor  in  doing 
juftice  to  my  unhappy  fifter  5  forgive  nfiy  former 
v^eaknefs,  my  joy,  my  tranfport  to  find  you 
living,  baniihes  even  every  unworthy  concluuoa 
I  might  draw  from  this  prefent  difcovery ;  no 
my  Lord,  my  anger  really  accompanied  your  ima- 
ginary deathj  and  I  now  only  appeal  to  your 
humj>nity. 

Lord  W.  My  dear  Henry  !  I  never  looked  up- 
oti  your  fitter,  but  with  the  ardent  wifti  of  an 
honorable  conneftion,  a  jealous  punfliiio  hurried 
you  to  rafhnefs,  and  the  fondeft  love  rendered  me 
imprudent ;  thus  we  fee  how  deftruftive  may 
prove  the  nobleft  principles,  if  guided  only  by 
our  paflions. 

Enter  Celia. 

Celta.  Oh  Captain  Henry  !  but  I  didn't  know 
you  had  company— ^a  thoufand  pardons — upon 
my  word  I  don't  know  how  to  apologize  for  this 
firange  intrufion  of  mine-«-don't  be  vain  if  I 
make  the  alarming  news  of  your  danger  an  ex- 
cufe  for  my  coming  hither. 

Hen.  A  thoufand  thanks  for  this  kind  folicitude 
— My  Lord,  fitter,  give  me  leave  to  introduce  a 
lady,  who  I  hope  will  foon  honor  our  family  by 
the  deareft  tie.  {Celia  and  Rofa/alute) 

Mifs 
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Mtfs  D.    {without)  Run  hufeand — or  they'll 
xatch  us. 

Enter  Lackland  and  Miss  Dolly  Bull* 

Lack.  Let's  rally  and  face  the  enemy. 

£nter  Sir  Johj^  and  Lady  Bull. 


Sir  7.  So  you're  a  pretty  jade,  but  I'll 

Lack.  No  abufe  Bull.  {Jiops  him) 

Sir  J.  What  not  my  own  daughter  ? 

Lach  Nobody  mult  abufe  my  wife. 

Sir  J.  Wife !  I  (hall  go  mad^  my  daughter 
married  to  a  fellow  that  I  faw  this  morning  ia 
white  Ifhoes  and  a  black  (hirt. 

Lady  B.  Aye,  you  wou'd  have  Englifli  ? 

Sir  J.  I  hope  he's  a  rogue. 

Hen.  Your  fon-in-Iaw ! 

Lady  B.  Tell  me  Dolly  how  dare  you  take  up 
"With  chat  perfon  ? 

Mi/s  D.  Why,  la  mama,  when  the  Squire  and 
O)lonel  Epaulette  left  me,  I  was  glad  to  take  up 
any  body. 

Lack.  What's  that  you  fay,  Mrs.  Lackland  ? 
I'm  very  much  obliged  to  you — you  have  done 
me  infinice  honor,  (bows) 

Enter  Tallyho. 

« 

Tal.  Eh,  what,  have  you  all  got  about  the 
winning-poft  here? 

Mifs  D.  Yes,  and  now  you  may  canter  off  to 
Newmarket  in  your  big  boots. 

Tal.  Lackland,  I  give  you  joy  of  little  ginger, 
for  ihe  was  qever  good,  egg,  or  bird. 

N  N  2  Enter- 
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£«/^  Colonel  Epaulette. 

Col.  £.  How  do  you  do  good  folks  ?  ah  Mift 
Dolly — run  avay. 

Mi/s  D.  Yes  Colonel,  and  didn't  wait  for  my 
dancing  pumps. 

Col.  E  How  is  my  good  L,ady  dc  Bull  ? 
zounds !  damme ! 

Lady  B.  Sir,  if  you're  a  Frenchman,  behave 
like  one— 

Col.  E.  I  vill  never  behave  myfelf  damme  ! 
zounds ! 

Lack.  Now  I  will  frankly  tell  you  Colonel,  that 
you  had  better  let  the  Englifli  alone,  by  a  clumfy 
attempt  at  our  blunt  honefty,  the  French  may 
become  brutes  j  as  by  an  awkward  s^ping  of 
French  politenefs,  we  polifti  into  puppies. 

TaL  Oh  Captain,  you  made  the  betts  againft 
my  mare,  when  dowefharc  my  Trojan  ?  (apart) 

Hen.  Sir,  I  don't  underftand— — 

T^/.,Why,  didn't  I  pay  forfeit,  and  let  the 
Colonel's  Prince  walk  over  the  courfe  to-day, 
{apart) 

Hen.  And  ferioufly  did  you  dare  think  that 
I'd  join  in  fuch  a  fcandalous  affair? 

Tal.  Then  you  may  fling  your  cap  at  Celia; 
(apart) 

Hen.  HuQi,  you  laid  me  five  thoufand  your- 
felf — Confent  to  luy  marriage  with  your  fitter,  or 
1*11  proclaim  yuu,  not  only  here  at  Fontaine- 
bleau,  but  at  every  race-courfe  in  England. 

TaL  I'm  had — yes  and  trick'd,  chous'd  flang'd, 
and  bang'd.     Celia  take  him  againft  the  field — 
clever — has  nick'd  me,  that  have  nicked  thou-' 
'  fands. 

Hen.  I  fancy  the  firft  real  good  ever  produced 

by 
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by  gaming;  our  winning  is  but  a  decoy;  it's 
Joys  built  upon  the  grief  of  others,  and  our 
lofles  flop  but  in  ruin  or  difhonor. 

TaL  May  be  fo,  but  as  I  fct  out  a  young  pid^ 
geon,  I'll  die  an  old  rook. 

Sir  y.  But  how  (hall  I  get  this  rook  out  of  my 
pidgeon-houfe.  (/a  Lackland) 

CoL  E.  Ah  pauvre  Lackland,  I  have  a  com- 
miifion  vacant  in  my  regiment,  which,  if  you 
will  do  me  the  honor  to  acct  pt — -— 

Lack.  Thank  you  Colonel,  but  while  I  can 
raife  the  price  of  a  drumltick.  Til  never  draw  a 
fword  again  ft  my  country. 

Sir  J.  What  1  your  hand  my  Briton  ;  then 
you  flian't  want  a  nail  for  your  hat  in  my  par- 
lour at  dinner  time — you  (hall  poft  my  books, 
and  take  the  whip  hand  of  my  Lady's  gig  on  a 
Sunday, 

laack.  Drive  a  gig!  My  dear  Bull,  you  fhall 
rattle  up  in  your  vis-a^vis  to  the  aftoni(hment  of 
allGarlick-hill. 

Sir  J.  My  decree  and  I  will  ride  fide  by  fide 
in  a  vis-a-vis. 

TaL  Yes,  and  if  you  whip  your  gig  down  to 
Yorkihire,  I'll  mount  her  Lady  (hip  upon  whirli-  ^ 
gig,^  and  Sir  Jacky,  my  lad,  up  you  go  again 
upon  Kick-him-jenny. 

Sir  J.  V\\  fee  you  aftride  the  dragon  on  Bow* 
fieeple  firft ;  but  now  I  invite  you  all  to  the  Bri- 
tifh  Lion,  where  French  claret  (hall  receive  the 
zeft  of  Enshfh  hofpitality — Eh  my  Antigallican 
fon-in-law  ? 

Lack.  Well  faid  Bull ;  but  mind,  I'll  have  no 
illiberal  prtjudices  in  my  family — general  natio- 
nal reflections  ^rc  unworthy  the  breaft  of  man  ; 
and  however  in  war,  each  may  vindicate  his 

country's 
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country's  honor,  in  peace,  let  us  not  know  a  dif-> 
tance«  but  the  Streights  of  Dover. 


FINALE. 
Lord  Winlove. 

This  patriot  fire  within  each  heart* 
For  ever  let  us  nouriih ; 

Rosa. 

Of  glory  ftill  the  golden  mart. 
May  England  ever  fk)arifh« 

Henry. 

Jjet  faihion  with  her  glittering  train^ 

Abroad  awhile  deceive  us; 
We  long  to  fee  dear  home  again. 
The  love  of  England  muft  remainj^ 

^nd  that  can  never  leave  us« 

Sir  John. 

My  future  range, 
The  Stock  Exchange ; 

*Ti5  there  I'll  mend  my  paces, 
Nor  gig,  nor  nag. 
Jack  Bull  (hall  drag. 

To  French,  or  Engliih  races. 

Lady  Bull. 

At  feaft  or  ball. 
At  Grocer's  Hall, 

'Tis  there  ]  '11  mend  my  paces ; 
Yet  nothing  keep 
Me  from  a  peep. 

At  French,  or  Englifh  races. 

TallyhO; 
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Talltho. 

A  bumper's  the  word«  and  I'm  in  for  tk^ 
plate. 
Our  table's  the  ground. 
The  glafs  fhall  go  round ; 
Then  off  let  us  ftart  at  a  round  about  rate. 
My  boys>   we  (hall  conquer,    tho'  reafon 
'  •  may  reel. 

For  a  four  in  the  head,  is  worth  two  in  the 
Jieel ; 
To  the  poft  let  us  go. 
Hip,  fire  away  Cafey,  a  room  there,  hollo ! 

Chorus. 

This  patriotic  fire  within  each  heart. 

For  ever  let  us  cherifh ; 
Of  glory  (till  the  golden  mait. 
May  England  ever  flourifh. 
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ACT    I 

SCENE    I. 
^  Street  in  Bagdad.^-The  Baja's  Palace  in  View^ 

Enter  X'EAziit. 
Zebede. 

JLET  me  give  juft  one  look  at  my  bill  of  fare. 
{takes  out  a  paper)  Let's  fee  at  which  of  the 
tradefmen's  mops  do  I  firft  touch  in  my  voyage, 
to  lay  in  every  delicacy  for  our  grand  entertain** 
sient. 

{Horn  founds  without .^ 
£h  !  the  Courier  with  difpatches  from  Conftan* 
tioople. 

0  0^  Enter 


ti^  THE  LITTLE  HUNCHBACK; 
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Enter  Courier,  blowing  Hpmf 

Ceur.  By -r  leave !  Letters  for  his  Highnefs^  on® 
of  the  great  Officers,  to-— — 

Zei.  jStop,  I  am  a  great  Officer,  PriiDe  Ca^ 
tercr  to  the  Bafla — he  cou'dn^t  liv€  withqut  mc, 
for  I  provide  him  his  dinner  every  day. 

CoHT.  Perhaps  youVe  provided  a  dinner  for 
me  too. — A  long  pod  this  laft  from  Rabba — fo 
ril  beat  \]p  your  palace  paptrie^  if  yon'Jl  give 
thefe  two  letters  to  Babouc  the  A^a,  for  his 
JHighixefs  the  Bafla. 

(Gives  the  letters ^  then  runs  offy  blowing  horn>} 

Zeb.  Babouc  the  Black-a-moor !  No;  LwiU 
deliver  them  to  his  Higbnefs  myfelf,  and  that 
ivill  ihew  my  great  care  and  diligence.  {puHh^ 
the  letters  into  his  pockety  drops  one  on  the  grpund 
without  knowing  it.)  Lie  you  there  fafe  and  fniig'; 
here  comes  my  nephew,  Abfalom — the  villain  is 
going  to  marry  with  a  chriiiian  womans,  after 
my  bringing  him  up  fo  genteely ;  and  binding 
him  'preRtii^e  to  a  barl^er^  -^Ah>  here*s  fh^  l^^fip^ 
with  the  very  dow'rlefs  damfel,  and  th^rt  hun^y 
beggarman,  Croft- J^eg  t,hp  t^ylorj  Vy^zmit^ 
—tut  let  me  contain  my  paffion. 

Enter  Absalom  and  Dora. 

So  nephew  AbfaIon>,  you're  about  to  marry  ?    v 

jii/.  Yes,  Sir.  (bows) 

Zeb.  And  Mifs  Dqra,  yoy 're  going  to  be  majct 
ried  ? 

Dora.  Yes,  Sir.  (curtjies) 
.    Zeb.  You  have  monies  ?  (/g  4bfaloip^ 

Abf.  No,  Sir. 
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Zeb.  You  bring  a  portion  ?  {to  Dora) 

Dora.  No,  Sir. 

!^cb.  Where  do  you  eat  your  wedding  fupper? 

Enter  Cross-Leg, 

Cro/s-L.  At  my  houfe* 

Zeb.  Is  it  bought  ? 

Cro/s^L.  Yes;  when  you'givc  a  little  money  tQ 
l>uyit. 

Zeb.  Oh  !  then  Pm  to  huy  it. 

Cro/S'-L.  Will  you— Gad,  old  Zebede's  grow^ 
ing  kind,  (ajide)  I  thought  you  wou*di  none 
can  do  it  better,  as  you're  his  Highnefs  the  Baf- 
fa's  Caterer  ;  no  man  in  Bagdad,  genteeler  knows 
how  to  provide,  and  this  is  only  a  neat  little  bit 
of  foppcr  for  a  poor  youag  couple  and  their  few 
fri^ndis. 

Ztb.  Eh\ 

^^  Ves,  Sir,  you  know  a  poor  couple  have 
but  few  friends.  • 

Q^fS'-L.  Now  if  you'd  only  take  a  pretty  lit-^ 
tie  wiSk  (you  fee  it's  a  very  pleafant  evening) 
juft  round  to  the  Baffa's  butcher,  poult'rer,  fifh- 
monger,  confeftioner,  and  wine-merchknt,  and 
order  us  in  a  fmall  joint,  two  capons,  a  brace 
of  carp,  a  cream  tgrt,  and  a  hamper  oJF  Cyprus 
wine ;  you,  the  generous  founder,  (hou'd  be  toadi- 
ed in  noble  bumpers  by  us  the  grateful  con* 
founders. 

Zeb.  Thank'ee,  Timothy  Crofs-Leg.  Then 
as  it  is  a  very  pleafant  evening,  why  1  will  take 
a  pretty  little  walk,  and  defire  the  poulterer, 
butcher,    fifhmonger,   confedtioner,   and  wine^ 

pjerchant 

Pora 
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Dora.  Good  Sirl  ^ 

tcrer!  J 

Zei.  If  they've  got  a  ftflaU  joint,  two  capons, 
a  brace  of  carp,  a  cream  tart,  and  an  hamper  of 
Cyprus  wine,  that  they  take  particular  care  to— ^ 
,    Dora.  What  good  nature !  V 

Ji/.  Generous  Uncle  I  >(/^eft5rr) 

Cr^i-L.  Plentiful  Purveyor!         J 

Zeb.  To  keep  them  fafe  in  their  (hops* 

Cr$fs-L.  Eh! 

Z/b.  Then,  my  poor  young  couple,  I  wifli 
ytxa  joy  of  your  wedding  fuppen  Ha,  ha^  ha ! 
Eh !  fa  you'U  marry  a  Chriftian  you  wicked  re- 
probate^  \ExiU 

Crofs^L.  {after  afaufe)  Oh!  I  wiih  I  had  on- 
ly an  order  from  the  grand  Signor  to  few  up 
your  ugly  mouth,  I'd  do  it  with  ar  much  plea- 
iure  as  ever  I  ftitch'd  a  button^hole. 

Abf.  Pm  not  difappointcd. 

Crofs^L.  So,  becaufe  your  Uncle  won't  have 
you  marry  the  daughter  of  a  Chriftian,-  and.your 
ftep-father  wont  let  you  have  the  nephew  of^  Jew, 
you  muft  both  ftarve,  poor  things !  Yotf  flian't 
this  night,  however,  for  a  wedding  fupper  you 
ihall  have,  though  I  pawn  my  goofe  fc^  the 
price  of  it.  Heark'ee-— hasn't  Father  A^felm, 
the-  Armenian  Friar,  promifed  to  marry  you, 

Ahf.  Appointed  Dora  and  I  to  come  to  his 
cell,  by  the  Fountain  of  Palms,  at  eight. 

Crofs^L.  Then  go  you,  boy,  and  drefs  in 
y®ur  beft  ;  Dora  fliall  meet  you  there.  As  (he 
canQot-go'honac  tohcrfather*s,  my  wife,  Juggy, 

Ihali 
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(hall  trick  her  oat  nicely.  There  theyll  confiilt 
about  the  cookery.  Tol,  lol,  lol !  Courage  my 
young  folks.    Come  Dora  ! 

Dcra.  Then,  my  dear  Abfalom,  don't  let  us 
be  caft  down  by  the  cruelty  of  thofe  who  fhould 
be  kind  to  us.  True  love  is.  the  bed  of  good 
cheer ! 

Crofs^L.  You  fliall  hsitve  fomewhat  more  fub* 
ftantial/  I  warrant !  My  Juggy  will  tofs  up  a 
comfortable  morfel^  without  the  help  of— Hang 
me  if  I  Ihould  think  a  cbriftian  wedding  lucky, 
if  the  fupper  was  provided  by  a  Jew,  Ha,  ha, 
ha !  Cheer  up,  I  ain^  but  a  poor  tayldr,  to. be 
fure ;  but  an  honeft  mind  is  my  workfliop;  there 
Content  iings  all  day  to  the  mufic  of  a  good 
Cottfcience.  [Exeunt  Crefs^Leg  and  Dora^^ 

Abf.  It  goes  againft  my  fpirit  to  lay  all  the  ex- 
pcnces  of  my  wedding  on  my  honeft  friend  the 
taylor !  What  to  do  now  to  raife  but  a  little  mo- 
ney. Oh  !  for  a  few  beards  to  mow,  even  at  aa 
afper  a  chin — What's  this  ?  {looking  on  the  ground^ 
takes  fht  UiUt  up  which  Zebede  drop.  Reads  the 
the  fuptrfcriftion)  **  For  his  Highnefs  the  Bafla 
**  of  Bagdad.'*  Trod  under  foot!  Now  if  I 
could  deliver  this  letter  to  the  Bafla  myfclf,  he'd 
probably  give  me  a  reward  fufficicnc  to  defray 
the  charges  of  my  wedding.  How  fhall  I  get  ad'* 
mittance  though  ?  My  old  Uncle  has  always  kept 
me  at  fuch  2^  diftance,  that  I'm  not  even  known 
at  the  palace  J  and  the  attendants  there  are  fo 
laucy — No,  they'll  never  let  a  poor  ftrange  bar- 
ber pafs  the  antichambcr. 

.  {Crumpy  fings  without) 
Odfo  !  here  comes  little  Grumpy,  die  "Bajir/s  fa- 
vorite Hunch-back  jefter;  he's  a  good-natur'd 
fellow  J  and  from  my  faving  him  from  a  beating 

iu 
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tlie  ftre^quarrcU  that  h^  jokes  brouglit  Mm  {&<< 
to  the  other  night— If  I  could  prrvaU  on  faim— ^ 
he  has  high  intereft  at  court 

Enitr  Cb^vm^y ^nging  and  dancing* 

How  do  you  do,  Mr.  Grumpy  ? 

Cmn^.  Fellow  !  (pt^oudly,  ha  changes  m  tecoU 
le^ing  Ahjalom)  Ha  f  my  gay  fpitited — ^my  little 
finger  {poids  out  his  hand)  don't  flip  my  rihg  off* 
Your  prowcfs  in  that  rencounter,  when  thofe  vil- 
lains attacked  nne  the  other  night,  favcd-^Did  you 
ever  fee  the  like  ?  Had  I  the  lives  of  jfevcn  cats^ 
they- d  have  hammered  thenx  out ;  for  there  I  lay 
like  a  little  anvil,  and  the  rafeals  laid  on. me  like 
fo  many  Cyclops,  turn'd  me  about  as  if  I  was  a 
three-penny  nail— only  for  your  palling  by  jt&  at 
the  nick,  thofe  ruffians  would  have  broke  my 
bpnes.  Yes,  they'd  have  cracked  my  ivory  i  their 
heads  were  fo  hard,  and  their  fids  fo  heavy,  that 
my  great  wit  and  little  body— Oh  dear ! 

jS/.  Going  to  the  palace,  I  prefume.  Sir  ? 

Crnnt.  Ay,  his  Highnefs  has  got  into  a  itterry 
mood,  and  has  juft  feat  for  me. 

Mf.  Then,  Sir,  that  horfe  with  the  fine  fcriap- 
pings,  that  I  (aw  theflavestakeby  juft  Bi^,  was 
to  carry  you  to  court  ?  '  ' 

Crum.  Yes ;  they  had  the  infolence  to  think  I'd 
perch  upon  a  poneyj  but  if  I  muft  ridcj  it  (hall 
beon  an  elephant. 

^i^.  Certainly,  Sir. 

Crum.  By  virtue  of  my  high  office,  lord  chief ju(Hce 
joker,  1  am  obliged^  when  called  upon,  to  be  proj 
vidcd  with  fome  comical  ftory  to  divert  bis  High^ 
nefs,  cntre  nous,  tho*  my  wit  is  as  ready  as  any 
man'sj  I  am  fumetimes  plaguily  put  to  it  \  but  as 
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Trh  dctier»ia*<|5  to  kqiep  ray  placftl  ti»  jpick  up 
tiovelty  and  cjjKirader,  I  ig€t  upon  thpie  oigh^ 
f ambles  in  the  ftccct,  which  often,  witht  a  licik  of 
my  ingenuity  in  drtffing  up,  furnifti  a  good  merry 
tale^  or  plea&m..  incident  for  th^  ^afTa.to  laugH  at 
the  next  morning.  ; 

Abf.  I  thought^  Sir,  you  fiatcfmen  were  tod 
wife  talaugb? 

Crum.  He  that's  wife  enough  to  rcfijfta  gpooc| 
hearty  laugh  in  this  world,  will  be  curfedly  bob'd, 
if  there  fhould  be  no  laughiiig  in  the  ne^t.  Hero 
he  has  fent  for  me,  :takes  m^  a  litt^  unprovid^d^ 
fa  rU  go  make  my  bow,  and  retire. 

Abf%  What  a  prodigious  favourite  you  ^f^e,  l$r* 
.  Ortm.  ^y^  ay  \  the  Circafllan  be^aiities  d^^icfp 
ambiM^dors  black,  blue  and  yeUow  p^yxom^ 
plifif^i^s J  courtiers  fmile,  cringe  and  tell  lies, 
but  nolife  at  court  without  little  Grumpy*  (Jings 
and  dfnc^s)  Oh,  barber,  could  you  fupply  mc 
with  a  decent^  fafhionable^  fiourifhing  whilker  i 

Abf.  Why,  Sir,  jou!ve  a  very  bandfome  pair 
already, 

Crt^i^^  Only  one  jr^l,  t'other  Was  plucked  oflF 
by  the  roots  in  that  affray ;  this  is  falfe,  a  fa« 
vomrlte  lock  that  fell  from  the  forehead  of  a  C6le-> 
brated  beauty  at  tb^  la(i  baU^  I  picjk^d  it  up,  and 
{luck  it  on  with  a  little  gum,  and  itg^aces  the 
£p  pfijbfsr  humble  a^fiiirer.  Ha,  ha^  ha  } 

Abf.  How  gallant. 

Crum^  Yet  the  courtiers  fmil'd,  the  ladies  tee-* 
hee'd,  but  honi  foit — I  Ihould  not  wonder  if  thcf 
circumftance  gave  birth  to  an  order  of  knight« 
hood,  and  the  black  eagle  and  golden  j^ece  gav6 
way  to  the  knights  of  the  whilk^r. 
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J^.  Ha>  hi^  Ha !  Sir,  I've  a  letter  hese  fof 
the  Bafia,  and-  > 

'  CriM.  A  petition  ?  Give  it  me  %  Vll  ddiiicer  it 
into  his  faigbnefles'8  own  hand  i 

A^.  Ah,  Sif,  if  youM  only  procure  rae.thc 
honor  of  laying  it  at  his  Highneffes'8  own  feet  ?  . 
-  Crtm.  You  (erved  inc^  I  will  be  grat^ul; 
you  ihall  have  an  audience ;  come  along  my  no* 

Mf  But,  Sir,  if  any  of  the  grand  officers  in 
irtiting  ftiould  fiop^ne  ? 

Crutn.  What  ^hen  I  cake  yoU  by  the  hand* 

^/*  The  court  ednuchs  are  foch  great  men-«- 

'  Cr§im;  They  ^reat  men ;    the  radcals,  iQ^ves, 

lb  hah  1    trip,  (kip,  come,  tol  lol  Iol<  [Exitjb^g- 

h^  and  dkn(ing%  MJaitun  filkws  admirh^  binu  . 


SCENE  H. 

»■ 

An  Antichamber  of  th  Palace^  T^ 

'  Enter  Zebede  tf/^J  Habby,  meetUig.      ; 

li 

Zeh.  {greatly  diftrejfed)  Oh  ruin  1  Habby  \ 
pabby  1  I'm  undone  for  ever. 

Hab.  Hey,  what's  the  matter,  mafter  ? 

Zeb.  I  have  loft  (I  don't  know  how)  one  of 
the  letters  thp  courier  gave  me  for  th?  Bafla.  Ob, 
1  (hall  lofe  my  place  that  I  have  held  fo  long  with 
credit.  I  have  been  prime  Purveyor  to  him,  ay, 
fifteen  years  next  Paffovcr. 

Hai. 
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Hdb.  But  this  truft,  how  difchargtd  i 

Zeb.  Difetiargedy  you  dog !  I  have  crharg^ 
and  over  charged }  take  that,  you  fcQundrelA 

{^ftrikesbm^ 

H(^h.  What^s  that  for  f 

Zeb.  You,  my  clerk,  throw  out  your  iauen<« 
do's  againft  my  hojicftf ,  when  you  fee  me  diC- 
treffed  and  enraged — get  out  of  my  fight. 

Hab.  {a[ide)  Good  maftcr,  I'll  give  you  a  blaw? 
worth  two  of  this.  [£«//• 

Zeb.  Oh  this  letter,  what  will  Become  of  mc  f 
If  I  corifefs  I  loft  it,  I  may  not  vooly  lofc  eay 
place  but  rtiy  life  too,  I  will  deny  that  I  did  re^-i 
ceiveany  letters;  and  even  if  the  courienda  fay 
he  did  give  mcf  them,  my  word  will  be  taken  b«^ 
foire  his  oath  :  yes,  that  will  fave  me  |  'lisia^goodi 
(hoilght. 

'BnUr  Babouc,  attended. 

Bab,  Zebede,  the  Bafla  de£res  his  letters,  he'd 
learn  if 

Zeb.  His  Highnefs  wants  to  learn  his  letters? 

Bah.  His  difpatches,  th^  exprefs, 

ieh.  Well',  exprefs, 

Bab.  PIha,  the  letters  for  him  ? 

Zeb.  Me  !  I  did  get  no  letters  for  him. 

Bab.'i^oX  Why  his^Highnefs  himfelf  faw 
from  his  window  the  courier  give  them  to  you. 

Zeb.  The  devil !  what  eyes  he  has  got !  {afide) 
he  faw  !  I  quite  forgot,  my  memory  is  diftrafted 
with  my  accompts  and  marketings.  Lord-— yes, 
hefe  they  ire— What  fliall  I  do  ?  {afide)  ' 

F  p  a  Enter 


■-  .  .k 
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£»/^r  Absalom,  looking  ahut. 

4 

jib/,  I  wifh  Mr.  Grumpy  would  come  on/  I'm 
afraid  to 

Zeb,  Mv  nephew !  How  dare  you  put  your 
face  into  the  palace  ?  You  gracelefs  vagabond. 

j5^^.  Go,  go,  friend  i  wnat  brings  you  here  ?^ 

jib/.  I  have  bufinefs. 

Zeb.  You  bufinefs,  you  impudent-: 

Bab.  Guards,   thruft  him  out. 

(Slaves  attempt  it. 

Crum.  {within)  Very  tvell ;  you  may  all  depend 
lipon  my  influence  and  interefl:.  * 

Zeb.  Stand  out  of  the  way  yourafcah  ^ere 
comes  the  Baffa's  firft  favourite,  and  if  he  fees 
fuch  fhabby  i  ogues  as  you  here,  he'll  order  you  tg 
the  whipping  poft.  *  * 

Enter  Grumpy,  Jinging. 

Crum.  Eh  !  what  noife  is  here  ?  Baboujc,  V\\ 
have  nope  of  thef^  doings.  '  y^ 

Bab.  Sir,  my  ftation  and  rank  demands— —**tH 

Crum.  Rank !  don't'  I  allow  you  to  be  thq 
gre^teft  black  m  the  palace  ?  Ha  !  my^  good 
friend,  I  aflc  you  millions  of  pardons  for  making 
you  wait,  {to  Ab/alom)  >i    i. 

Zeb.  Eh  !  good  friend!  (/urfrifed)  Jiow  di4 
ipy  nephew  do  this.  (^///<?) 

Ab/  Sir  !   (to  Crumpy) 

Crum.  Come,  come  along!  Fling  open  th<j 
folding  doors  there.  I  proteft  a  man  has  fcarc^ 
room  to  pafs.     Come    {to  Jb/alom) 

Abf.  Yes,  Sir,  byt  thefe  gentlemen  may  have 
feme  objeftioj). 

QrMjXk\ 
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.  Crufn.  Gentlemen!      Give    me    ycmr    hand. 
(takes  Abfalms  band)  Room  there,   ye  flavcs— 

ftand  by. 
Bab.  Room  there  for  Mr.  Grumpy. 

[Exit  Crimpy  *^i^b  greaf  importances  and^  ^- 
Jalom. 
You  muft  ftop,  Zcbede,  till  Mr.  Grumpy  ha^  had 

his  audience. 

Zeb.  And  my  poor  rafcally  nephew.      Dear 
na^,  what  is  all  this  ?  \E»eu?it. 


\ 


SCENE    III. 

'^  rnagnificent  Apartment  in  the  Palace^ 

^  Enter  The  Bassa  and  Babouc. 

Bah.  Zebede  is  bringing  your  Highnels  the 
difpatches  from  Conftantinople. 

Baffa.  Oh,  Babouc!  happy  is  the  life  of  a 
Baffa  whofe  government  is  at  a  diftance  from 
the  Sublime  Port,  and  good  was  my  friend  the 
Vizier,  to  appoint  me  Bafla  of  Bagdat.  While 
the  feraglio  there  is  diftrafted  with  cabal  and 
faftion,  here,  an  Emperor  in  epitome,  1  enjoy 
all  the  pleafures  of  peace  and  fecurity,  my  nod 
gives  death,  and  my  fmile  preferment.  Have 
you  ordered  the  dance,  the  banquet,  and  fent 
far  my  Little  Hunchback  Jefter  ?  My  foul,  and 
every  fenfe,  are  this  evening  devoted  to  laugh, 
Jove  and  joy.  {Crumpyjings  without » 

fiab.  Here  is  Grumpy,  pleafe  your  Highnefs. 

Bajfa. 
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»4§a.  AppnMicfa  iHf  taiad  of  wfatm  antt  in)-. 

Kck. 

Crum.  {without)  Stand  afide,  make  way  tBcrc. 

Baffa.  H^,  ha,  ha!  he  hsrs  got  intrbdticfBg 
fome  of  the  Mefopotamiaft  Plcnipo's* 

« 
>  • 

JE«/^r  Crumpt,    takes    a  fweep  rounds  futs  tht 

Officers  and  Slaves jifide^ 

Crum.  Room  —  hf  m  !  Sir,  permit  me  llie 
honor  of  introducing  to  your  Highnefs  this  moft 

magnificently— magnanimous — Come  in  Barber^ 

•  ■  '\ 

Enter  Absalom, 

Baffa.  Infpc^tirfcnce !  ybut  office  is  ta  j^Ieafe  j 
a  ftcp  beyond  that  and  you  oflfcnd,  reiiiember 
Crumpy.  ■.  »  ■ 

Crum.  I  wifli  you'd-remember  Grumpy  when 
there's  a  good  place  to  give  away. 

Bajfa.  Leave  me ! 

Crum.  When  I  go  I  flian't  take  you  withf  nie  j 
this  humble  barber  comes  with  an  hunible  p^« 
tition* 

.  Baffa^  A  petition  !  J  were  indeed  tinAit^rthy 
of  the  loxuries  of  life  myfelf,  did  I  lofe  an  oppor- 
tunity of  difjfufing  the  comforts  of  it  to  all  ardtfnd 
me — What's  your  grievance. 

\Abfakihy  kneelingi  delivers  the  letter. 

Crum.  That's^  his  grievance,  and  he  delivers  it 
to  your  Hightieft. 

Baffa,  The  Grand  Viztcjr's  hand  I  How  canitt 
you  by  thisf  ?  - 

AbJ.  Sir,  I  found  it  in  the  ftreet. 

Crum% 
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:  Crum*  YxiiSy  Str>  the  Grand  Vlfier^s  hand  was 
at  a  poor  barber's  foot. 

Bafa.  {Heads)  ^STkc  joys  of  a  long  and  happy 
^  life  attend  oiy  dear  Abdallah,  the  fuccefs  c^  our 
V  Ruffian  and  Aufirian  eneiny  has  fet  Conftan^ 
tinople  in  a  clamour  againft  the  chriftians,  th^ 
rumour  of  your  partiality  for  thefe  unbelievers 
*♦  has  r«chcd  the  Emperor,  who[to  appeafe  thcDi* 
^  van,  was  compeird  to  fend  you  the  dreadful 
*/  letter  you  receive  with  this.'*— Eh,  this  is  part 
of  the  difpaCch  the  courier  gave  Zebede  for 
me  ;  how  carelefs  mull  he  have  been  to  lofe  it  I 
{ajxle^  reads)  **  The  orders  for  your  des^th,  con-* 
^'  tained  in  that  mandate,  being  merely  a  matter 
*f  of  ftate  policy,  you  may  fafcly  difobey,  your 
^'  mind  may  be  fatisfied,  as  I  inclofe  you  the 
**  cppy  of  your  pardon  ;  but  the  conditions  are, 
^^  that  in  future,  you  treat  the  chriftians  ttlider 
*5  your  government  with  the  utmoft  rigour. 

"  Your  friend  for  ever, 

«*  Sbwm,  Vizier." 

♦ 

Ycs,5  Zebede  drop'd  this  5  and  here,  had  not  if 
bigen  found  by  the  meereft  accident— Had  I  re- 
ceived only  the  other,  from  what  I  imagine  tho 
cpntems  to  he,  my -life  was  gone.  \Aftde)  Too 
have  done  me  a  fignal  fcrviee  I  {toAbfalom) 
0///tt.  Eh  1  What's  that? 

Bajfa.  You  found  this  letter  in  the  ftreet  ? 

Crum*  iYth  Sir,  he  found  it  in  the  ftreet^  upon 
my  honour!  Did  you  ? 

Ai/.  Yesi  my  Lord,  and  thought  it  my  duty 
to  deliver  it  to  your  Highnefs. 

Crum.  Of  fuch  conlVqucnce!  then  Til  come  in 
for  my  (hare  {afide).  Yes,  my  Lord,  1  thought 
it  my  duty  to  Ice  it  delivered  to  youc  Highnefs  $ 

the 
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the  young  man  here  wis  fdr  running  batk  ift  4 
vafl  hurry  to  Bnifh  drefTing  a  lady,  daughter  of  a 
grand  French  merchant  $  but,  fays  I,  man  alive, 
never  mind  her;  bring  this  to  the  Bafla  directly f 
for  my  Lord,  fays  I,  is  the  moH:  genensos,  Irberal,* 
princc-conditiooed—- he  won*c  matter  what  he 
gives  you  and  I  for  this  pkcc  of  fervice.  Well, 
Sir,  he  would  go,  I  infified  he  ihould  come;  her 
brandifiies  his  curling  tongs  j  I  whip'd  out  my 
fabre,  tuckM  him  under  my  arm,  and  in  five* 
ftrides  of  a  game  cock,  daib'd  inco  the  palace,  cut, 
kick'd,  Ihuffl'd  and  el  bo  w'd  my  way  through  the 
guards,  mutes,  and  janizaries.— Here  Pve  brought 
him,  while  poor  Mademmfelle  w^ts,  her  hair  half 
papered,  half  friz'd,  fretting  like  an  affronted  por- 
cupine, ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Bajfa.  For  which,  the  three  firft  rcquefts  you 
make,  if  in  my  power,  I  grant  th«m  Qo  Ab/alom). 

Crum.  Oh,  Sir,  I  thank  you,  hem!  you'lF 
jgrant  us  our  three  firft  requefts !  So,  here  we 
have  a  brace  aad  a  half  of^promifes  from  a  Lordj 
but  one  performance  we'll  get — the  Lord  knows 
when!* 

.  Bafa.  Here  {to  flaves)    take  this  young  man 
(pointing  to  Abfalom)  cloath  him  fplendidly. 
f  Crum.  Aye,  take  me,  and  cloath  me  fplendidly* 

Bab.  You !  its  the 

Crum.  I'lha ! — His  Highnefs  calls  me  young 
man;  you  know  he's  always  complimenting  roc. 

Baffa.  And  let  my  trcafurer  inflantly  pay  him 
down  looo  zingerlees. 

Crum.  My  good,  bountiful  Lord!  it  is  really 
too  much !   3000  is  full  fufficient  for  me. 

BaJfa.  You  !  I  mean 

^  Crum.  I  know  you  mean  every  thing  that's  for 
my  good.^    As  to  the  fplcndour  of  the  robes,  the. 

more 
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k\6tt  g^Id  hce  the  better  tliey^ll  fit  me :  and  I 
have  a  Iktie  bag  for  the  5000  zlngerlees.  Come 
along  barbeii  you  (hall  have  a  hundrec)  and  fifty 
for  your  trouble/  arid  the  ^eft  (halt  reft  with  me. 

Baja.  Why,  I  me^n  it  alt  for — ' 

Crum.  I^ti  I  know  ic— but  I  will  be  generous 
— -i  will  give  the  lad  the  fefcy,  as  I  faid  I  would-— 
Conrie,  I  am  g6od  myfelf,  and  I  do  good;  but 
till  I  am  big  myfelf,  1  will  be  good  for  little. 
Shaver,  follow  me. 

[Exeunt  Crimpy,  J^alomy  and  officers. 

Bajfa.  Finding  this  letter  wai  a  moft -fortunate 
circumftance  !  Yes,  herfe^s  my  pardon  \lmking  at 
dfaper  thai  he  bad  taken  from  the  letter)  the  con- 
ditkwis  of  it,  levcrity  to  the  Chriftiiafis.  Perfe- 
cution  IS  againft  itiy  nature;  but  to  dilbbey,  would 
boingraititiKie  to  niy  prince.  I'll  do  it  by  pro- 
cla«natio(i  through  the  city,  order  the  Cadi  here, 
ha^  h[a,  ha  1  litre  comes  Zcbcde.  tto^  will  he 
bring  himfelf  off  /or  lofine  this ;  as  yet  I  don't 
think  he  knows  it  has  been  brought  to  mt* 

Enter  Zzh^DE,  Chwing) 

Z^i.  This  letter  for  your  ttighnefe.  (i^^^  ^0 
\  Bajfa.    FriJfci   Conftantinople,    figned  by  the 
femperor  himfelf.     Ay,  this  is  tte dreadlul  man*, 
date  $  but  now  it  brings  no  terrors  {afide)^  {Reads) 
•*  Trufty  and  well- beloved,    greeting:   We  do 

command  you,  that  within  three  h^urs  after  the 

receipt  of  this,  you  have  yourfelf  (Iranglcd  5 
•*  but  firft  leave  orders  for  your  head  to  be  Cut  off, 
^^  aiid  fent  to  us«  This  fail  n6t  to  do,  on  pain  of 
*'  our  high  difpleafure.'-     Ha,   ha,  ha ! 

Zeb.  Welh  I  did  not^  think  that  ftraigling  and 
beheading  was  fo  good  a  joke. 
'   VOL.  n.  <ia  Bajfa. 
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;^  5<2^.  Yes;  he  docs  not  know  that  1  ziti  iti 
poflcflion  of  the  other  letter,  that  countermaridd* 
this  order.  (reaJs}  *«  Given  at  our  Sublime  Port, 
"  ii67ch  year  of  tbcHegira,  AcUmet.** 

Since  my  Emperor  thinks  I  (hould  die,  I  obey, 
^kijes  the  lefUr)  and  this  night  I  fop  with  Ma* 
hornet — now  to  try  my  very  careful  fteward  {afide\ 
I'll  fir  ft  fettle  my  worldly  affairs,  inflantly  prepare 
your  accounts  for  my  infpeftion. 

Ztb.  Q\i\  the  dc^^il!  1  have  cheated  him  fo 
damnably  that  my  head  goes  off  firft,  if  he  finds 
put  my  rogueries  {afide).  Sir,  you'd  beft  think 
of  nothing  now  but  obeying  the  Emperor's  com* 
mand,  he  may  be  angry,  indeed,  he  fays,  in- 
ftantly  fend  me  your  head,  on  pain  of  our  high 
dilbleafure. 

Bafa.  rU  put  his  fidelity  to  the  full  proof 
i^afide)  I  am  furprifed  my  friend  the  Vizier  would 
not  interpofe  in  my  behalf,  not  even  to  condole 
or  comfort  me.  Pray  was  there  no  other  letter 
came  with  this  ? 

Zeb.  No;  as  I  am  an  honeft  man,  this  is  all 
the  letter  I  got—-ExGept  the  one  I  dropp'd  {afide). 
'  BaJJa.  Then  I  muft  die  I 

Zeb.  Do,  my  Lord,  it  will  prove  your  great 
loyalty,  and  your  readinefs  to  oblige  the  Grand 
Signior,  dear,  yes,  my  Lord,  and  here  your 
Lordlhip  may  have  all  done  in  your  own  houfe, 
fo  comfortable  every  thing  j  all  the  convenrencies 
of  .death  here  within  yourfelf-,  your  own  trufty 
n:iutes,  witK  a  fine  foft  filk  ftring>  will  choak  you 
.fb  gently;  and  then  you  have  your  own  fafithful 
black  Babouc,  with  his  (hining  fcimeter  of  Da- 
inafcus  too — he'll  flive  off  your  head ;  I  warrant 
he'll  do- it  fo'  neatly,  that  you'll'  never  fay  after, 

^'  Babooci 


V  Babouc,  you  did  hurt  mc  that  time,"  Til  order 
^thcm  to  prepare  {going). 
^' Bajfa.  But,    my  good  ftcward,  prepare  your 
own  accounts.  Til  look  over  your  books. 

Zeb.  Then  Babouc  will  have  the  firft  flicc  at  my 
head  {ajide). 

Saga,  ru  leave  a  fair  name  behind  me;  bring 
JMtber  your  accounts. 

Zeb.  Oh!  my  dear  lord,  yoii  and  your  head 
are  old  acquaintance*  and  fince  you're  fo  foon  to 
part  for  ever,  at  fgch  a  time  dont  think  of  trou- 
bling it  with  my  fbolifh  totums  of  fugar,  rice, 
coffecj  and  candles.  You  nr^^te^  you  nxiaiftcrs 
of  death  prepare  {fp^flking  fo  the  officers). 

Bfijfa.  Prepare  lupper. 

Zeb.  You  forget  your  Highnefs  was  engaged  to 
iup  above  with  Mahomet. 

Bajfa.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  Why  no  ^  I'll  fend  him  an 
apology. 

Zeb.  Apology  1 

Baffa.  Ay,  and  you  ihall  take  it. 

Zeb.  McI 

Baja.  Or  fuppofe,  Zebede,  you  go  fup  with 
him  in  my  (lead  ? 

,  Zeb^  Thapk  you.  Sir  j  but  i  cat  no  fupper  now-^ 
a-days. 

Baja.  Refufe  th&  honour  of  fupping  above  with 
^r  great  prophet ! 

Zeb.  'Tis  a  great  honour,  but  I'd  rather  eai 
even  a  pork  chop  here  below,  than  partake  of  the 
fineft  feaft  that  was  ever  prepared  above  for  Ma- 
tomet's  table. 

Baja^  {Changing  to  firm  rejentmeni)  Where's 
the  other  letter  you  received  for  me  ? 

I^eb^    Ruin'd !    Somebody's  told  him.   {^afuie 

%,%;x  '  and 
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and  terrified).  Oh!  mercy,  my  lord;  as  I  hop^ 
for  heaven,  I  drppt  it  put  of  my  pocket. 

Baja.  Then  heaven  ihall  be  your  reward;  firft 
for  your  negligence  of  fpch  a  precious  charge,' 
next  your  perfidy  in  denying  you  received  it, 
Difpacch  hiip.   (/6  the  mutes) 

ZeK  Oh!  Lord!  where,  where  is  this  letter  ? 

Bajfa.  Here  {Jhews  it)  brought  to  me  by  my 
guardian  angeL 

Enter  Ckvmfy ^  JitrnptuouJI)!  drejs^d. 

Crum.  Ay ;  biought  to  him  by  me  and  his 
other — You  fee  what  a  pair  of  fine  angels  we  arc. 
Come,  my  fricndr— 

BaJfa.  Perform  your  duty  {to  the  mutes^  wbq^ 
Jeizi  Zebedcj  he  drop  on  his  knees). 

Zek*  Oh  !  favc  my  life  I 

Enter  Abs aloj^,  ricbhf  habited.  " 

AbJ,  My  uncle  in  the  hs^ds  of  the  mutes !  dread 
I^ord,  I  claim  one  of  the  three  requefts  you  pro* 
xnis'd  me.     Whatever  be  his  crime  pardon  it, 

Crum.  Half  the.  promifes  were  mihc;  fo  let 
him  be  half  choak'd^ 

Jbf.  Hold. 

Crum.  Be  quiet;  his  crime  defcrves  deaths*' 
Pray  what  has  he  done,  my  Lord  ?   {to  BaJfa) 

Zeb,  This  my  nephew  !  {looking  with Jurprife  at 
^Ahjalom).  ' 

Bajffa,  The  important  fervice  of  bringi<ig  me 
that  letter,  loft  by  his  negligence,  has  a  ^laim 
much  beyond  that  promife,  i-ive.  (Jo  Zebedei' 
thf  mutes  quit  him). 

^   Zeb.  Gracious   Highneft  Oh'  dear^  dear  ne- 
phew-^ 
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pephcw — ^you  damn'cJ  fcoundreli  why  did  you 
give  him  the  letter?  (apart),  my  beloved  lad, 
you  have  fav*d  my  life — I'll  harrg  you  j  you  pick'd 
iTiy  pocket,  you  thief,  {apart) 

Baffa.  Inftantly  let  me  fee  your  accounts  j  thea 

?uit  my  fef vice  and   my  fight  for  ever. 
Exeunt  Bajfa  and  attendants •     Zebede^  on  the  op* 
f^I}^^fide^  with  a  revengeful  look  at  Abjalom. 

Crum^  No>V,  vi^hy  would  you  interfere  ?  On? 
little  fqueeze  of  the  bow-ftring  would  have  done 
np  harm  to  the  Jew. 

Ahf.  What  brought  my  uncle  iato  this  fcrape? 

Crum.  Your's!  Well,  I  wouldn't  fufFer  fuch 
a  rogue  to  be  an  uncle  of  mine,  nor  even  my  fa- 
ther— tho'  according  to  the  prefent  ftate  of 
things,  no  man  can  be  born  before  his  father ;  yet 
if  mine  was  a  bad  man,  Td  difinherit  him,  I  would 
by— Zebede's  as  great  a  lictle  old  robber — Since 
jiow  you've  money,  never -own  fuch  a  rafcally 
relation.  I  and  my  guitar  are  tun*d  for  a  frolic. 
I  muft  fally  now  into  the  ftreets  in  fearch  of  a 
pight  adventure,  to  lay  in  a  morning's  hearty 
laugh  for  the  Baffa.  You'll  come.  When  Pot 
in  my  joking  humour  I  like  to  have  ont  in  com- 
pany that's  able  to  fight  for  me.  I  can  fight  my- 
felf,  but  I'd  as  leave  let  it  alone.  Indeed  I  have 
never  been  match'dj  bigger  than  my felf  won't 
fight  nie;  lefs  than  myfelf  I  fcorn  to  fight;  and 
;a  man  exadly  my  o\yn  fize  muft  be  fuch  a  micro^ 
jcofm,  fuch  a  neat  pidure  of  perfeftion,  that  I 
could  not  find  it  in  my  heart  to  hurt  him.  Come. 

Abf:  I'm  engag'd.  Sir. — Near  my  time  to  mefet 
Pora  at  the  Friar's,  and  then  to  fupper  with  the 
^aylor.  {ajide) 

Crum.  ii2Lji  do  come  boy. 

J^bf.  You  muft  excufc  nje  tq-night,  Sir — Every 

e:icpence 
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peocf  iK>or  Crpfi-Lcg  may  be  at^  I  am  nowablf 
to  reimburfe.  {q/ufe)  Good  bye^  generous  $ir^ 
I  humbly  thank  you  for  the  honour  ypu  hay^ 
procurM  me 

Crnm.  Aye,  but  4oii^tf  like  other  great  men^ 
JForget  the  friend  that  raifed  you  ;  fo  as  Vm  gO;. 
log  iQ-night  upon  perhaps  fome  dangerous  fro^ 
iic,  if  in  your  walks  you  ihould  find  any  hard 
^fts  raised  over  my  fine  head,  remember,  my 
brave  barber,  my  fword  and  ihield  are  your  f^ 
sor  and  bafon. 


VXD  or  THE  FIRST  4CT« 
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ACT    II. 


SCENE  h 

JE^ning — A  fireet ;  Cross-Leg's  iJoufey  near  ibe 
front '\  f cowards  the  back,  the  Doctor's  find 
Zebede's.     a  tumultuous  huzzaing  without. 

Enter  Cadi,  Officers,  Crier,  and  a  concourfe  of 
people  'y  Z£BEO£  and  Cross-Ls^s  with  a  lajktty 
following. 

Cadi. 

Crier,  proclaim  the  proclamation; 

Crier.  ^'  All  take  notice,  by  order  of  his  Etigh'^ 

^  ncft  theBafla.    Any  Chriftiaii*  who  offends  a 

*•  Muflul  man,  (hall  recei\rethe  baftinado;  arid  d^ath 

'    «^  is  the  punifhment  if  he  kills  one,  eren  by  chance/* 

Zeb.  {apart  to  tlrofs-Leg)  Ah!   ha!  Dkl  yba 
hear  that,  raafter  Grofs-Leg ! 

Crier.  **  Take  notice,  That  any  Jew  who  kills  a^ 
Mujflulrhan,  fliall  be  hung  on  a  gibbet  thirty  feet 
high."  .     .  v* 

Crofs-Leg.  {apart  to  Zebede)  Did  y©u  hear  that> 
old  Zcbede.    IZebede  fneaks  into  bis  boufe.) 

Cadi. 
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CaJi.  Now  to  the  market-place,  and  the  four 

gates.  [Exeunt  alU 

CroJS'L.  What  could  have  wrought  this  fuddeii 

change  in  the  Bafla,  he  that  was  always  fuch  4 

friend  to  the  Chrifttans  to  begin  now  to  perrecut<i 

us  !  Yet,  ha !  ha  !  ha !  Tm  glad  the  Jews  are  in- 

cluded>  for  fake  of  that  old  arch  knave  Zebede; 

Wife,  Juggy,   Juggy.     {calls  and  knocks  at  the 

door)  Hanged !  1  fhall  dread  to  handle  nciy  (hares 

to  take  a  meafure,  for  fear  they  tfiould  take  an 

affidavit  Tm  going  to  fnip  off  the  tip  of  their  fingers. 

My  'prentice  boy  is  a  Muffulman,  and  if  I  ihould 

kick  him,  though  I  even  caught  him  cribbing  my 

cabbage,  I'm  lugg'd  before  the  Cadi,  and  bafti- 

nado'd  with  my  own  lapboard. — My  wife   is   fo 

biify  preparing  our  fupper,  that  I  fancy  fhc  doesn't 

hear  mt  {knocks  loud).     Abfalom  and  Dofa  by 

this  time  are  married,  and  if  they  bring  the  jolly 

father,  Anfelcm,  with  them,  I've  got  a  glnfs  of 

good  Cyprufs  wine  here  {pointing  to  his  bajket)i 

It*s  Acceffary  \   for  this  plaguy  proclamation  has 

let  down  my  fpirits,  and  taken  away  rtly  appetite 

—•dangerous  to  be  in  the  ftreet !  Now  if  we  had  all 

our  little  company  fafe  within  the  walls  of  my 

caftle,  and  fome  merry  fellow  to  tickle  the  guitar^ 

^bile  I  tune  up  my  fmall  pipes,  in  a  chearful  fong, 

I'd  lock  my  doors  for  the  night,  and  we'd  all  be  as 

fnug  as  the  lady  in  the  lobfter  {Crumpy  ftngs  with- 

ciit).     What's  yonder!  a  Muffulman  1  I'll  get  out 

cf  his  way  {knocks  very  loud  at  his  door) — Deafen 

this  wife  of  mine.     Juggy  I   {jcallsy  Juggy  opens 

tife  door)*  ^ 

:  J^Rf^y."  .Now,  hufband,  what  kept  you  fo  long  ? 

Crofs-L.  i  fay,  wife,  what  kept  you  fo  long? 


i 


Enter 
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Enter  Crttrnfy^  flnytng  vn  bis  ptitar. 

Cum.  Oh !  honeft  friend  \ — 

CrofS'L.  As  you  fay.  Sir,  it's  ^  very  fine  nightj 
heaven  fave  the  firnnament ! 

\Goes  in  andjhuts  the  door  hafiily. 

Crum.  What's  the  matter  with  all  the  Chriftiaoa 
and  Jews  I  meet  in  the  ftrect  ?  I  frighten  them 
away,  as  if  I  was  fome  hob-goblin!  Even  the 
pretty  girls  trip  from  nrie,  that  us'd  to  take  fucft 
pleafure  in  lift'ning  to  my  guitar,  laughing  at  my 
jokes,  and  throwing  up  their  veils  to  cad  languiQi- 
ing  ogles  on  my  comely  perfon— Nobody  !  {jook^^ 
ing  abouf)  I  begin  to  deipair  of  an  adventure- 
Though  by  my  office,  Tm  privilcdgpd  to  fay  what 
J  pleafe,  yet  the  charadler  of  jeftcr  js  difficult  to 
fupport. — He !  he !  he !  my  introducing  the  bar- 
ber into  his  prefence  was  rather  lucky;  yet,  Tvc 
Sot  fome  how  flat — being  obliged  to  tell  the  (anne 
ory  three  times  over,  and  my  patron  is  always 
r'ng  for  new  jokes,  like  oyfters  at  low  tide— Oh ! 
a  nice  neat  ftory  to  have  for  the  Baffa — -I'd 
venture  a  few  knocks  o*the  pate,  or  even  get  into 
a  hobble  for  one— biit  I  can  meet  with  no  living 
being,  except  our  Turks,  and  they're  fo  muz'd 
with  their  betel  and  opium — my  only  gig  is 
amongft  Jews  and  Chrlftians — none  can  I  meet 
—the  devil — I  can't  make  fun  out  of  the  pofts  and 
window- fhutters  !  I'll  try  if  niy  inftrument  can'c 
draw  fome  company  about  me;  if  it's  only  a  few 
cocks  and  hens,  {Sits  on  a  bench  at  Crq/s-Leg's 
d((or  and  flays ^  CroJsLegs  opens  a  windqw  and 
looks  out) 

Crofs'L.  A  rare  mufician !  If  he  wasn't  a  Muf* 
fulman  I'd — but  it's  npw  fo  dangerous  even  to 
talk  to  one,  for  fear  of  giving  the  lead  offence. 

vot.  II.  1^  R  Ha ! 
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Ha!  ha!  ha!— rl  fliou)d  like  to  invite  him  in, 
his  guitar  would  ^d  fuch  life  to  oyr  little  enters 
tainment  ( afidey^^firumpy  plays)  Oh!  fwecti  \ 
tiiink  as  we  are  all  fuch  quiet  folks^  there's  no  dan« 
ger  of  a  quarrel  to  bring  us  under  the  penalty  of 
the  proclamation — Fm  ftrongly  (cmptcd  to  ven- 
turc — ^Juggy !  come  here  and  liftcn— Qie  is  fp  bufy 
drefling  lupper — PU  afk  him  in;  I'll  try  hfs 
temper  firft,  and  if  he's  good-humour'd  there'll 
be  no  fear  of— — (/i&rcwi  a  flower  pot  on  CrumpyJ) 

Crum.  Hey  ! 

Cro/S'L.  In  trying  his  patience^  I  fear  I've  trv'd 
hisfkuU! 

Crum.  Lucky  Pve  fo  many  yards  of  muflin  iq 
my  turban ! 

Crofs'L.  Sir,  I  aflc  pardon,  I  thought  nobody 
was  there. 

Crum.  No  body— Yes,  Sir,  but  pray  mind  there'i 
fome  head  here — Ha  I  ha !  ha ! — My  friend,  d^ 
you  know  you've  m?ide  me  laugh? 

CroJS'L.  Well,  I'd  take  two  knocks  on  my  patf 
before  you  could  make  me  laugh  fo — 

Crum.  Tm  laughing  to  think,  that  if  my  head 
had  been  a  glafs  bottle,  what  a  clatter  you'd  have 
made  about  my  ears. 

CroJS'L.  Sir,  I  only  intended  to  clear  the  pot  for 
frcfli  flowers  in  the  morning. 

Crum.  Ha!  ha  !  ha  !  AH  >yet !  You  rogue,  you 
muft  have  ftainM  rriy  veft. 

CrofS'L.  Oh !  my  dear  Sir  !-r-If  you  had  only 
light  enough  to  fee  my  fign,  you'd  find  that  Grofs- 
Leg,  the  taylor,  has  done  no  fault  but  what  he  can 
cafily^reftify.. 

Crum.  A  taylor !— Oh,  ho! — then  you  fpoil 
people's  clothes,  for  the  good  of  trade.  Ha ! 
hal  ha!  ^      *  . 
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drcfs^L.  Yesy  Sir,  Ha,  ha,  ha  1  And  fince  you 
lake  my  blunder  in  fuch  good  humour,  if  you'll 
only  fend  me  the  fluff,  I  QxiU  be  proud  to  make' 
you  a  new  veft  for  nothing;  and  then— ^Sir*  your 
guitar  is  mod  melodious. 

Crumpy.  is  it  ?  (flays) 

Cro/s'L.  Beautiful  I  Hc*s  lb  gOod-natured  tool 
I  think  no  harm  can  come  of  afking  him  in 
{qfide)-^Siri  worthy  Sir  !  weVc  an  humble  wed* 
ding  here  to-night,  and  if  you'll  honour  us  with 
your  agreeable  company,  and  parrake  of  our  little 
lupper,  you'll  make  us  the  happieft  of  folks. 

Crum.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  I  delight  in  a  wedding )  the 
pleafantry  of  the  occaGon  draws  out.  my  jokes, 
like  party-colour 'd  ribbons  from  a  juggler's  naouthf 
I'll  engage  I'll  fet  every  lad's  wifh  agdg  to  be 
a  bridegroom,  and  make  the  bride  laugh,  without 
bringing  a  bluih  into  her  face.  Pray  who's  to  be 
married  ? 

Crofs-L.  A  poor,  but  very  bonefl:  lad,  Sir^  one 
Abfalom. 

Crum.  A  barber  ?  My  intimate  friend  ! 

Grt^s-L.  You  a  friend  to  my  friend  Abfalom  ! 
Stop  a   moment,  my  dear  Sir— Juggy !— a  light 

\Ritirts. 

Crum.  Ha^  ha,  ha !  don't  tread  down  your 
houfe,  through  your  huri^y  to  let  ifi^  into  it— 
but  never  mind,  with  a  pack  ofcards  I'll  build  ae 
good-^I  hope  no  wiiid  will  rife  till  I  get  out  again 
--"•I'll  fing  here,  but  curfe  nrte  if  I  venture  to  dance 
— ^Ha,  ha,  ha !  Abfalom  going  to  be  married  I 
Sly  rogue !  woud'n't  tell  me !  but  I  find  the  taylor 
don't  know  of  the  barber's  good  fortune^  by  my 
means* 

K  *  a  Ent^ 
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£«/«*  Cross-Leo  {from  tbt  hoitfeCi 

CrofS'L.  Do,  Sir,  pkafc  to  walk  in— wc  eic- 
pe&  Abfalom  and  his  bride  every  moment  from 
the  Friar's — ^You'll  have  a  fo-fo  fuppcr,  but  a 
fiearty  wclconc^e — We've  only  got  a  bit  of  fifli,  Sir> 
%%  it's  Friday. 

Crum.  Never  talk  \  I'd  fop  with  my  friend  upon 
the  fin  of  a  herring— if  any  fun  ihould  offer  here, 
I'll  make  the  moft  of  it.  {ajiie) 

Cr$fs^L.  Pray  ftcp  in^  S«r— Pleafe  to  fk>op.  Sir, 
my  door  is  low. 

Crum.  And  wc  tall  fellows — ^hem  \ 
'   Crafs-^L.  Juggy,  hold  the  light  (/Afy  |;^  m,^^^ 
ibe  doifr  Jhuti)  ^iihm)  up  fiairs,  Sir — this  way, 
Sir — have  a  care,   there's  an  ugly  turn— 

Crum.  {within)  All  very  wcU !  How  do  you  do 
Ma'km,  Ha  t  ha  I  ha ! 

Enter  AeaJkLOM  andYkx^h. 

Ahfu  The  facetious  father  Anfelm  ha«  kept  us 
^o  long,  that  poor  Cro(s-Leg's  fuppcr  will  be 
waiting. 

Enter  Habby,  from  Zebede's. 

Hah.  r  think  that^s  Abfalom's  voice  ? 

'Dora.  Where  are  you  my  love  ? 

Abf  So  dark,  I  can  fcarce  diftingtnfb  the  tay- 
lot's  door.    Oh,  here  ! 

i&/^.  Abfalom  ! 
"^  Ahf.  fs  that  Habby— Ha,  my  boy— What,  my 
uncle's  gone  to  bed,  and  you  are  come   to  fup 
with  us.    ' 
^  Hab.  Hufli !  are  yoti  married  ? 

Crofs^L. 


I. 
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•    Abf.  Y«s. 

Hab.  Then  alPs  fafe— Pve  engaged  the  mate  of 
an  Englifii  tartafie,  that  now  lies  in  the  Tygris, 
to  take  us  to  one  of  their  faftorieSj  and  thence 
for  Europe  by  their  jnext  /hips-— So  to  lay  in  a 
little  fea-ftore,  Abfalom.  you  ftep  with  mtto 
your  uncle's,  I've  fomething  there  for  you*— 
Dora,  do  you  flip  into  your  ftep-^father's  the 
Dpdors,  and  pick  up  you  there  what  you  can. 

Abf.  I  thought  I  had  made  my  fortune  to  day, 
but  Grumpy  feizing  the  Bafia's  two  other  pro* 
mifes,  niakes  it  necefTary  to  get  a  little  more 
cafli ;  but  the  taylor  is  waidng  (upper  for  us. 

Hab.  Never  mind  his  fupper.  Come,  bufr 
nefs— — 

JDora.  But,  Ab&Iom,  if  we  part  new,  when, 
where,  and  how  (hall  I  meet  you  ? 

Hab.  Leave  all  that  to  mc— -Softly  ! 

Abf.  Mydeareft!  {ki/ses  her  band) 

Hab.  Foolifti ! — ^You'll  have  time  enough  for 
kiffing. — Go,  {io  Dora)  Come— 

[Exiunt.  Dora  into  the  DeSlofSy  and  Abfabm  and 
Habby  into  Zebedi^s. 
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SCENE    II. 

Infide  of  Cross-Leg's 

{^ATurkiJh  Boy  brings^on  a  table y  lays  cloth ^  isfc.  and 

goes  off.) 

iE»/^r  Cross-Leg,  Grumpy,  and  }\3<jGy^  laughing. 

All.  Ha^  ha,  ha! 

7H' 
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Jug.  That's  the  handfomcft  fong»  Sif ,  I  evef 
beard. 

Crum.  Then  yott  like  my  finging  ? 

CrofS'L.  Much. 

Crum.  So  do  I. 

Jttg.  What  comical  things  you  jokers  fay. 

Crum.  Jokers  (bobM  fay  comical  things. 
-   J^S'  And  you  cam  dance*— do  Sir,  pray— 

Crum.  Dance  !  pray  excufe  me  ? 

Jug.  Excufe  me,  ha*  ha,  ha !  Lord,  if  \ 
doil't  tielight  in  you  ;  you're  fo  jocobus. 

Cr^-L.  Yea,  Sir,  as  my  wife  Juggy  (ays^ 
youVe  quite  jocobus.  Ha^  ha,  ha!  But  Pm 
io  equip  you  with  a  new  fuit.  ril  cut  a  meafure. 
Juggy  the  parchment. 

Crum.  'Parchment!  you'll  not  put  me  into  a 
law-fuit? 

Crofs-L.  Oh,  you  courtiers.  Ha,  ha,  ha! 
I>6  you  know.  Sir,  Td  try  to  be  one  myfclf  j 
that-i5»*-fn  the  fmall  way. 

Crum.  What,  like  me  ? 

Ct'sfs^L.  Yes,  Sir,  only  Tm  fo  much  afraid  I 
might  have  my  head  chopped  off. 

Crum.  Oh,  hoi  mafter  taylor,  youVc  an  eye^ 
to  your  upper  button* 

Cyafs-L.  Right,  Sir,  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Crum.  I  tell  you  I  was  all  right  'till  put  wrongs 
by  accidebt;  when  an  infant,  1  \Vas  the  prettieft, 
plumped  little  rogue— why  I  was  named  the 
Bloffom  of  Beauty  and  Bud  of  Delight. 

Jug.  Lord  !  how  odd  ! 

Crum.'  I  was  an  abfolute  cherry  on  the  trc<*. 

Cro/S'-L.  Then  the  birds  have  been  pecking  at 
yoft  a  good  deal,  Sir  ? 

Crum.  But  one  unhicky  day,  my  mother's 
maid,    darting  upon  the  fudden  fight  of  her 

fweet- 
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fwcet-heart,  ftruck  out  my  firft  two  teeth  witK 
my  coral,  flapped  one  of  the  bells  into  this  left 
eye,  knocked  me  oflF  the  nurfcry^table,  and 
breaking  my  back,  made  me— regardez — 

{^Jhewing  his  buncbm 

All.  Ha,  ha,  ha  I 

Crum.  Ay,  you  may  laugh,  but  this  hunch 
props  my  fortune  at  court — Do  you  know,  that 
by  the  help  of  a  fecond  looking-glafs,  I  often 
^and  and  laugh  at  it  myfelf  ? , 

Jug.  Tes,  Sir,  and  in  the  front  glafs,  you  and 
your  hunch  peepingover,  muft  look  like  the  pidure 
of  the  ape  and  her  brat  in  the  fable.     Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Crum.  Ay  j  but  if  it  even  grieved  me — here 
arc  eyes,  what  fay  you  to  thefe  ?  So  much  beauty 
before— I  rcfleft  that  with  my  hunch — I  leave  all 
my  forrows  behind  me — (^//  laugh)  and  then 
there's  a  leg.  (^puts  it  up) 

Crofs^L.  So  it  is,  Sir.  Look,  Juggy,  his  ho- 
nour (lands  upon  a  mo(^  fine  turned  pedeftal — -^ 

Jug.  A  beautiful  calf ! 

Crum.  For  all  this.  Til  lay  the  price  of  my  new 
iuitof  cloaths,  I  fhew  as  good  a  leg  in  company 
as  this. 

Crofs^L.  Oh,  no  Sir  !  No,  .tio   you  don't ! 
.    Crum.  (puts  up  his  other)  ^hdt^SdiS  good.    Gad 
I've  won  1     They're  fellows,   and  good  fellows 
too.     Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Jug.  Very   handfome— beautiful . 

Crofs-L,  (apart  to  Juggy)  Did  you  ever  fee 
fuch  a  bandy  rafcal  ?  but  he's  a  great  man  and 
ive  muft  flatter  him. 

Jug.  But  I  proteft  hufband  I  will  wait  no  lon- 
ger for  Abfalom  and  Dora ;  our  little  fuppcr  will 
pQ  quite  fpoil'd  ;  aQd  fiqce  you  have  invited  this 

gen- 


iu  TIffi  UTTffE  HUNCHBACK  5 

gentlefiUAv  aod  prevented  his  g^ttiagj^  better 
eUewhere,  if  he  ^ill  condefcend  to  partake  of 
our  homely  meal— • 

Crofs^I^  It's  cercaiqly  very  bold  of  fuch  lowly 
folks  as  uSj^  to  exped  that  his  Highnefs  t)ie 
BafTa's  chief  favouritej   would  hu^ible  **htmfelf 

to-^ 

Jug.  Hold  your  toQguet  for  herd's  the  fupper, 
Crofs'L.  Supper  I-—5icn  TU  flop  my  mouth. 

Mutsr  Boy,  wUb4i  dijh  ofjifi^  ^c.  whick  be^ces 

Jug.  It*s  ad  prefty  a  Uttle  bit-^Come,  ptzy, 
Sir,  make  free^  you  koow^  if  fiih  get's  cold—-  ^ 

CroJs^L.  It's  ^  wc^  fuprfcl  J — ^J^ggy?  fe^^f^V^* 
gentleman.  .    ^.  .        ./.;\^V't 

Crum.  Why,  h^}\^  you  feero  tp  liye^  "^iKiti-y 
comfortable  herer— and  your  morfel  iJoc§  lobK  fo 
jiicely  tetapting— I  will  eat.  (thyftf^  \ .  "'^j    J;^\ 

7«^,  po  pray,  Sir,  we  had  this  prepa^eq  for  a 
young  couple.  \  :^ -^ 

Crojfs-L.  Ay,  by  their  ftay  father  Anfi?raj»^ 
brought  them  into  fup  with  his  brethren  In  tne 
refedory— thofe  holy  f^tthers,  Sir^  lo\te  /io  iiVc 

Crum.  If  it's  holy  to  live  well,  this  is  th4  ilibft 
pious  diih  I  ever  tailed,  {eathg)  "  . 

Jug.  Then  do,  Sir,  pray  eat  heartily  ? 
Crofs-L.  Juggy,  fill  a^afs— Sin  '/  :^  ^ 

Crum.  Right,  fiih  Ihould  fwim  three  times ; 
water,  faucie>  and  wine,  (all  drink)  As  Vm  a  Ma- 
hometan I'm  forbid  wine;  but  when  Tm  amongfl' 
you  chriftians— 

-  "    Crofs-l 
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trfifuL^  lught.  Sir,  at  Rome  db  as  Rome 
floes'. 

Jng.  (hilfing  Crumpy)  That's  a  ticat  morfeT^ 
Sir.  •■  ^  ;■''';  •■    ' 

CrufH.  riltafteitwit^altentibn. 

Crofs  L.  Oh,  SiH  I  dori't  wonder  at  the  Bafli 
ptitting  you  into  office,  or  giving  you  a  finepen- 
fion — ^I'd  do  juft  the  ftm^ ;  and  1  think  youM  d6 
fo  by  me.  You  might  get  a  body  a  Ikirt  of  fomc- 
thing  pretty  at  court  though  ? 

Ju^.  WiH  yotf  never  hSve  tfoiic!  with  your  boi 
dies  atid  fldf  ts  ?     Always  Aewing  the  t  ay  lor ! 

CrbfS'L.  twoti't.  {apart  t0^ti£^.)  My  wife, 
Str,  b  as  Iharp  as  a  needle  j  btt/  iir^^  as  I  >^as 
fayfng,  What  a^j)lace  wouiy  f  rfve  ilfcW  i  v^rikif 
gentleman  as'  yotii  vp'ere  I  a  Beglerbfeg>  or  a  Wa* 
lachian  deCpot  I'd  give  you  the  fineft '  place — — 

Crtim.  I  believe  you  arc  a  ttollaud  Stadtholder, 
fbt  you've  gjven  me  a  vety  fine  Dufch'  glaice 
already,  but  I  muft  ti^y  to  fcick  u^*  fbme  frbllck 
here  to-night,  to  make  out  a  joke  for  the  Baffa, 
that  hill  (JHps  a  paper  intiCrojSr-Leg's  pocktt)  fets 
the  taylor  and  Zebcde  by  th6  ears,  that's  fomc 
niifchief.  (aftde) 
•  Cro/s-L:  Aye,  noWyou  talk  ofus  cBtiftiins, 
Mr.  Grumpy,  as  you  are  fuch  a  great  miff  %t 
court,  if  you'd  only  ufe  your  iiiteireflr  to*  get  thia 
cruel  new  IfW  againft  us^  repeal'rf — ~ 

Ctunt.  Ncw^  law,  what  !^  Oh  !' true  the  procla- 
tiiation. 

'  Jug.  Sir,  that V  \vhat  made  my  good  man  at 
firft  fo  much  afraid  of  afking  yop  in. 
t^Cro/s-rL.YoT,  Sir,  if  you  fliquld,  which  is 
rapdmble,  be  afironted;  or  receive  the  fmalleft 
hurtoinder  this  humble  chriftian  roof,  what  wou'd 
bedothe  of  me  and  my  poor  orthodox  f^^oufy  ? 

VOL.  II.  s  s  Crum. 
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Crum.  Eh!  this  promifes  a  joke,  {afide) 

Crofs'L.  This  fifli  is  very  fweet,  but  it  has  a 
great  many  bones  ! 

Crum.  Bones ;  a  good  hint  (^i2f)-*>and  fo  you 
were  afraid  if  any  thing  ihquld  happen  to  me  in 
your  houfe,  'twould  bring  you  into  the  clut€hes 
of  the  Cadi,  and  his  bailiffs  and  terrible  catch- 
poks.  {eats  kafiily) 

Jug.  That  we^ere.  Sir. 

Crum.  As  you  fay^  this  fifh  is  very  fWeet,  but 
it  has.  a.  deal  (^  bones  indeed;  and  as  I  have 
a  curfed  narrow  fwallow— I  rouft  take  care* 

Jug.  Pray  do.  Sir ;  but  don't  fpoil  your  meaU 

Crofs'L.  I  was  faying,  Sir,  this  feverity  to  us 
is  ratner  hard,  was  I  the  Baffa  of  Bagdad-- — 
{Grumpy  throws  himfelf  into  violent  contortion^ares 
and  gapes.) 

Jug.  You  Tee  bow  you  get  ypurfelf laugWd  at, 
with  your  Beglcrbegs  and  fiaftiaw^,  jpu  ijk^dle* 

Cro/s-L.  Now,  Sic,  ami  a  noodle?  / 

Crum.  Quck  !— Cluck !— -  ^    ^;  , 

(grimaces  and  points  to  bis  throat. 

Crofs^L*  Ah,  Sir,  laugh  5  for  h^,  ha,  ha  I  I 
can't  help  laughing  at  it  myfelf ;  andyet^  Sir,  if 
you  look  into  hiilory,  as  unlikely  things,  have 
nappened. 

Jug.  I  vow,  hufband,  your  folly  makes  the 
gentleman  laugh  fo,  that  he  can*t  eat  ■ 

CrofS'L.  Why,  Sir,  now  recolleft,  pray 
wasn't  the  Grand  Vifier  to  Mahomet  the  fepond  a 
coblcr  ? — And  the  great  Prince  Menzikoff  a 
paftry-cook  ?  . 

Crum,  Cluck ! 
.    Jug.  Entertaining  gentlemen  with  coblers  aii4 
paftry-cooks. 

Crum% 
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Crum.  6luck  !— Cluck  ! 

Crofs-t.  Ha!  ha!  ha!  Well,  Sir,  to  before 
it  was  a  good  joke,  and  Fm  glad  it  makes  yOu 
fo  merry ;  but 'if  I'm  not  allow'd  to  be  a  Bafhaw, 
don't  let  us  have  otir  fifti  cold.  {Crumpy  grimaced) 

Jug.  Why,  hu&and,  you're  fo  very  ridiculous^ 
that  f  vow  to  heaven,  if  you  haven't  fet  the  gen-* 
tleman  into  convulfions,  laughing  at-you  !  Do 
pray,  Sir^  cat  your  fupper,  and  never  mind 
nim/  ' 

XHtoJs'L.  Oh  I  well,  Sir/ with  fubmiflion  to 
your  great  wit  and  grand  quality-— yet  for  a  man 
tdlbe  lauffh'dat,  at  one's  owd  table,  tho'  one's 
poof  j— 

,7^<?*  Why  fure  the  gentleman  can't  fpeakf 
(jkkiftg  at  &umpy  wtth  terror)  Tve  heard  fay,  a  fit 
qf  laughing  is  as  bad  as  a  fit  of  crying«-^Eh ! 
-40h,  Lord  !  hulband,  fomething's  the  matter  I 
l^d  "i^,  take  a  glafs  of  wine, 

Crofs-L.  No  1  then  I  will— Siri  your  health  ; 
(drinks)  which  of  us  now  is  the  laugh  againft  \ 
ml  ha!  ha! 

J^g.  lalarmei)  Mercy! — (Crumj^ points  to  bis 
throw)  the  fiffi !— a  bone  ftuck  in  his  throat !  hi^ 
h\mot^thzt\:.  {pe  hits Hm)'   '     " 

Crofs-h.  Zounds !  wife,  you'll  knock  his  tmmp 
off,  khd  then  he'll  lofe  his^ce  at  court,  {^filling 
wine)*  ]  * 

;^2(5f.  Will  you  let  the  bottle  alone,  and  do 
foijieniihg— 

^  tfvf^-L.  ■  Oh  !   very  well !  but  I  thought  I 
could  not  do  better — 

%g.  Dear  Sir,  have  you  finifh'd  your  fupper  ? 
{^U^iimpy  groans) 

Qrofs^L.  No  i  but  his  fupper  has  finiih'd  him 

8   S   2  JU^. 


Jug,  YeSj  bc*$  choak*d ! 
Crofs  L^  Id  aurtoufe  J^a  M^hpjnftan  IrrAc* 
^f  .fb^Utbfiichpak'ii ! 
*  JjKf *  i  Cl^>d«a»  I  g9odi  Sir^—rif  you  pznX  i^»V% 

j0[^  he'3  quiet  Irrrnot  pily  a  i^uifulinan,  but  thf 
jgafl^'&prjme  favouritp l-r-if  hej^  fpiind  dead  iu 
QUi^  l|Oiif|S^  you  and  1  arc  thrp;^!!  over  a  cfpfa 
fiick  and  hang'd  like  a  pair  of  breeches. 

Crafi-^L.  The  devil!  havcyou  a  miod  tqbafii^jg 
ll)^  Japi7ar)ej$  apoA  us^  .        ' 

Jug.  this(Cpiwe?ofyoyrp?epinj5m 
jt  ni&ht-rr-y op  can't  4t  fo  ypuc  fupp^r  w^^i^^li 
ib^i^,  ^nd  be  cws*'^  ^a  yopr  fi|3|f  ^^l  /      o » 

Crofs^L.  I'll  try  fompiwif^e  4o9^p  Iii«  ^feD9^^l:. 

?K^*  We  were  happy  and  ^c||,  aivdyoucWdn't 
quietly  wj|it  if)l?  ^h^^lP!^  ^^4  PpT^»  ^t  79^ 
muft  bi ing  your  great  turbans,  and  ypi^r  Grypij^ 

py  >  %nj^  J^i^i^py  V;n  UP0J3S  M^     ' 

J^Ky'f^i*^  1  ^hink  ftitt  tli^r^'ii  lifcT— Abifalpp's  ^ 
barber,  if  he  was  co^e^  he^puld  ble^d^ns^  I'n 
§t^^)  Ifil  9^^  qpei^  a  vein  \vith  roy  flie^rs. 

^^f   pp.  . 

Crum.  {groans) 

C^of^L.  Was  that  you,  Juggy  ? 

Jug.  No  ?  'tvi^as  the  man  you  kill'd — y^n 
wou*d  aik  \  Turk  to  cat  fiflk  pf  a  Friday,  and 
then  talk  of  bleeding  him  with  your  (hears. 

Crofi'L.  Zounds !  I'd  bleei^  him  with  a  pick? 
axe,  if  it  could  bring  him  to  lifej  {Qrumpy  ^,^kef 
ancife) 
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ytfj.  Pi^  yfty  hear  ?  Tiqa,  fijpppfe  you  ti;y  tp 
thruit  the  bone  down  with  a  horp  fp  )on. 

Crq/S'L.  No;  Til  pull  it  up  with  thcfe  nut^ 
crackcrs--^but  hold,  wc  lijay  fqu^cze  q^it  th^ 
little  life  he  has  ieft-r-Juggy,  my  dear,  do  you 
ftcp  down  ftairs,  and  open  the  rtreet  door  foftly, 
J>QSQr  QaifM|aiiia^8  houfe  is  adt  fi:|;:  doors  off:  if 
his  foul  IS  not  got  out  of  heariqg,  the  \)odLaf 
may  whiftle  it  back  again ;  liften  i$   the  ftreet 

Jug.  Yes ;  there's  a  moon  tho* 

Crt^fs-L.  Our  fidp  of  the  way  to  the  Do£):or\ 
is  all  in  the  fhade.  Til  take  Grumpy  on  my  hac)^; 
{t^s  him  up)  Come  along,  you  moil  ugly  fon  or 
a  broken  back  \—J  wiih  my  back  |iad  been  broj^ 
l>efore  I  h^  a&Hd«ypu  up  my  fiairs.  . 
.  35f^*.vAip!|ctty  thing,  thatbofieft  wotp^QO^uft 
go  tQ  marl^  to  bifiy  fi(h  for  yeu  to^hoak  your<^ 
felf  widif  you  ffip^^  abominable  fright  i  {Jhake^ 
ili/M  fy  ik^  mhijk^r,  it  crnies^  tyff'v^  h€f  ^ni^j  JV|i ! 

CrofuL.  Zounds!  have  you  pluck'd  off  hif 
cyi3««bro\vr?  By  dbe  Lord  (heil  puU  him  to  pieces 
before  I  can  get  him  off  my  back  !  {E^^t  J^i^j 
Ti^is  Jittte  Turk  is  not  as  big  as  half  a  Gbriiti^qy 
l^nd  yftijie^s  a£^  heavy  a3  two  popes.     Oh,  d^par ; 
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SCENE  IL 

^  5n&<r  Street  before  Cross-Leo's  boufe.  {MmuLight^ 

Ent^r  JuGGY  at  the  door^  peeping. 

Jug.  Nobody  in  the  way  j  and  if  there  fliould, 

what 
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what  will  become  of  us  ?  Will  you  make  hade, 
you  Tim  Crofs-Leg  I 


his  backd     ^  /  . 

G^/s^'la.  N6wj  Juggy,  you  will  leave  your  pat- 
tcrts  in  tfie -entry; 

Ju^.  Come,  quick  ?  . 

€ro/S'L.  Anyoncintheftreet  ?— If  the  palfol 
catchejs  ps  !  ^  , 

'•5%-  StopHs  not  that  a  watchman'a^afffttek* 
ingout?         V  ^  *^ 

Cr^^.   Yes ;  keep  back  (^frigkened)^^  I 
ho  !  its  only  a  barber's  pole. 

5%*  Do  you  think  there's  any  life?-        !1^^ 
,  Crofs^L.^   Hold  your  tongue.    Give  iuft'ijnc 
BfiSck  ^t  thHCteftor's  door.    ifi)i  kHdck's^^^ti?it 
the  devil  do  you  want  to  alarm  thfeto\vh?^^^^ 
^  ^|J  Lolxl,^  Kow  r  tremble  t  i'vd  giVin^  4ve 
lft)ak^  irtftead  of  one !  .)  v .  , 

'^^^'Cr^ift^L.li  this  fame  doctor  cures  tflrtf^  i»hy 
tiffin  lieMl  be  wefl-^ay  be^and  if  h^  kifl*  jfite, 
ft^r  only  aricAher  death  added  to  thedoaM^lift^; 
antf  Iflrift  the  danger  oflF  my  aoulderi^i^^thak 
dotSd -comes  acrofs  the  mooa  rarely.     -    -   -  •  ^ 

Dom.  {within)  Who's  there  ?(//&^^^f/]F 
•   CVg/j-Z.  Hi t's '  only^  Dominique  the  dofl:or*4 
man — wife  do  you  anfwer  \  "      '  - 

Jug.  Can't  you  ?  V 

CV^-'L^  Arifweri   I  tell  youi  -^ 

Jug.  Indeed  1  fhan't.  \':-    - 

GroJS'L.  And  I'm  fare  T  won't  then,' 

Dom.  Who's  there  ?  {very  loud) 

Both.  l€%l\  {mulhierriffd) 

Dom.  And  who  are  you  knocking  at  pcoplesi 

doors 
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doors  at  night  ?  Go  aIoQg;i.oi:  I'll, call  the  patrol. 

Crofs^L.  Oh,  Lord! 

Jug.  I  tell  you  Tim  Crofs-L^g,  fling  Mr. 
Crumpy  down,  and  let  us  ryn  away!  {tpe  door 
opens  fuddenlyi  D(^(^t^^wquitta^  and  Dominique 
rujh  out) 

t>oa.  Qui  eft  la,  who  is  dat  ?;  You,  Domiqimie 
iland  here.  I  fay  who  are  you  ?  It's  ib  4a:^  I 
cannot  know  any  man^s  face !  ^    .  ^ 

Cro/S'L.  I'm  glad  of  that  j  I'll  darken  my 
voice  too.  {afide) 

Doff^Spezk  what  you  wa,^^, jor, J'U  l^KPck 
your  vifage.  {laying  bold  of  Dominique)     ;  3  ' 

Dom.  Lord,  Sir,  it  is  1 1  H^re  i^  the  jn^a* 
{prefents  Juggy)  :',  .  ,      ^  ;  j 

Jug.  Here,  Sir  j  here  is  the  ■  m^n.(  points  to 

Crp/S'iU  An't  pleafe  you,  njaftcn  Dodor,  laud 
toy  mother  hercT— 

5^«^.  Mother^-^Sijcrah !— upon  my  word  (^jyirO 

Crofs-L.  She*s  a  midwife^.Sir^j  and  shaving 
been  call^  up  to,  a  poor  woman  that  was  fudden^ 
ly  taken  ill,  I  thovght  I'd  fee  her  fafe— fo  cqmi 
ing  along,  flie  defir^dmer-rBilly,  fays  ftif,  what 
is  that  leaning  againft  that  there^poilefs  ?  I  diredjt- 
ly  went  to  look — for  Vvp.  a  very  dutiful  bpy-— 
an't  1  mammy  ? 

Do£i:  Diable  ! — ^Vat  you  call  me  out  in  dc 
ilreet  chattering  about  you  and  your  mammy. 
{going  in  enrag'd) 

CroJs^L.  But,  Sir,  Tve  brought  you  a  patient 
—-and  he  brings  you  a  fee. 

t)^a.  You  are  de  patient  v&d  de  fee  ?  dat  is 
quite  anoder  ting  I 

Crojs-L.  Yes,  Sir,  'twas  this  geutlemau— 
{points  to  Crumpy) 


'   2)8^.  Sacre  Dicu !  vat  is  dit  ?  ' 
{looks  clo/eup  at  Crumpy  andJiaHs)' 

•  Jug.  tesv  Sir>  'twas  thh  geAtlttW'arf  v^^^'Taitf 
felling^;  he  feem*d  to  haVe*  bcdh  rtkMl^ ^ 

Crofs^L.  And  knowifiig^  you  to  h*  a  dcAof— 
Do^.  Ceft  vrai— dat  all  dc  toi?«rn  kno^s-^rri 
$  very  great  doftor-    ' 

•  CrqfS'L.  Findrng  hirh  fo  bad,  \frd  brboght  Kni 
to  you  in  hopes— 

Doff  Ventre  B^eu!  you  f iiA:  1  ani  to  ti&:e 
into  n)y  houfe  all  dc  bad  vagabond  you  pick  out 
c^  tbe  ftfcct  ?  Alicz — bring  hind  to  tlifc  vafefc!u 
houfc  for  to-tiight,  and  in  de  mortjing  ddy  wiU 
fend  Wm  to  dc  hofi)rtai-^tafcc  dc  nkaW  from  my 
door ! 

yttg.  Lord,  Sir,  he's  Her  nftin  bnt  a  gentle- 
man* '    > 

Cnfi-L'.  NoWe  Sir,  otay  look  cldfe  alf  ftftft^ 
his  fine  cloths  prove  hc*s  fome~  verjr  great^f^ifef- 

HDa.  Eh  f  bygir  his  cow  cfo  fliiricf  vM  gioM  I  , 
^ioohng  at' CrutftpyJ  'HI' 

^  CrnfS'L.  Yes,  Sir,  if  the  lining  agrfeik  tifiek 
theoufftde,  he  mky  turt  out  a  gb^'^tr<!iitf''f 

D<7(!T.  I  vil  never  turn  out  a  good  patted; 
b'ring  dc  gentkman-  iiSf,  I'  vif  cure  hirh  m  hj^f  of 
tree  minutes.  '    -^ 

Cn7/}.£.  Mbvfe  hith  geridjr,  there^^^fe^^^^tec 
of  hi^  leg.  Juggy.  ^^ 

D(?(f?.  Oui,  take  care  of  his  jug;  ^^^*^T^<'^^ 
handf^aiti)  You,  Domini^ii^,  affift  toKemthc 
~;,entleman  up  to  my  laboratory.  {Cfofs-t^fliM 
^W  P^^  Crimp f  iri  and'Jhut^^  the  door )'  .   _ 

CroJS'L.  Good  dodor,  therfe  you  haVc  hixtfi 
and  nor;  kill  ot  cute'  him«a^  ybU^C^tfT-^Cotn^ 
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Jug.  Run  for  i(^  {drums  an4  Turtijh  march 

%vUbout)  ;  r 

Pat/vl,  (mf^mf)  prj^e  twelfth  hpur  j  all's  wqll. 

(#j/S-*i.  AH'S  wdU  {JhuU  She  door) 


I  ■■' 


SCENE  IV, 


fk^  Do(l0r's  Jiu^^  Jj^Quks,  jpbialSf  anafo^iaifrjHh 


,  .    A 


T."^       (*'    ^-  " 


Enter  DoKK^  {with  a  Cajket). 

jD^r^.  I've  got  into  ftep-father*s  ftudy^fur- 
r9]a#d|4  by  bis  hqrrid  ikebtons :  near  oae  ! — 
^GMiQ;  cjbauc^  of  the  ftieec.dopr  being.  Ofen'd 
again  to-night — How  ftiall  I  get  out?  perhaps 
A^jff^na.^i^fc^aV'py  ar^e;  W5^^^  me.  {lifiens) 

The  Doikor*s  up!  fure  fomebp4y's  came  inbe* 
lcwj--5fiac^,  1 .  ^  got  nay  jewels,  i  rauft  omly 
watG^paticntiy.fQr  the  fir((  opeoiiig  of .  tbf^;  bad 

>ZJk?^.(«tf/>&o^/)  Bring  r 

Dora,  bb,  Lord!  they've  been  rql^bing   ibe 

DoS.  {without)  Help  my  patient  up  hcre^,     r. 

P^^..Nof  it*s not  a  dea4  man  !     /  ^ 

j^P^.  (witJ?out)  (^uck,you  I^ommiquc,  then 
locfc.tl|e:4^^^  ,, 

Dora.  Then  I  niuft.  be  quick  and  firft  get  oiit| 
if  I  Q^ai.  ifiands  behind  tin  door)    , 

VOL.  lit  T  T  Enter 
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Enter  Doctor  Quinqjina. 

» 

Do&.  Help  the  gentilhomme  up  to  mylabora^ 
tory.  Here!  place  him  m  my  own  eafy  grand 
chaife.  {places  an  elhw  chair)  We  will  fee  what 
ve  caDDOt  do  for  him.     Come  Dominique. 

Enter  DoMiNiQpfe. 

(  The  Dodor  turns  fuddenly  and  lays  bold  of  bim.) 

Sit  you  down,  Sir:^  {fbrufls  Jbommique  into  tbe 
cbdir^  and  feels  bis  pulfe  without  looking  at  Jsim^ 
Ah  !  you*re  muth  tnalad^ !  very  bad  t 

Dom.  Not  I,  Sir  !  Vm  very  well- 

Ikfl.  Diable  !  What,  Donunique  I  Get  ^^o)f. 
out  of  my  grand  chaife.  (Dominique  rifcs)  W hit 
you  oieaii  ?  Where  is  the  fick  gentleman,  my 
patient  ? 

DoTh^  Patiently  waiting  below.  Sir. 

27«df.  And  vy  you  and  the  inidwife  no  hnn^ 
him  up? 

Dom.  Lord,  Sir  I  the  midwife  and  her  fiw  Billy 
are  gone-^they  flung  the  gentleman  into  the  bail| 
flap'd  the  door,  and  run  away. 

Dora,  {afide)  Then  the  door's  riot  Idck^d  yet! 

Do£i.  Dey  are  rogues  l^.-^dey  have  firft  pick'di 
his  pocket — ^if  fo,  he  can*t  pay  me  my  fee  j  buthe 
feems  nobleffe  from  his  gold  coat,  fq  I  will  cyre 
him  at  a  venture-^Sir,  vil  you  pleafe  to  walk  up  ? 
{calling  off)  He's  weak — Dominique,  you  go  affift 
bim.  [Exit  Dom, 

I  vil  hold  de  light  for  you  royfelf;  I  am  uo| 
too  proud  for  dat.  {takes  a  candle  and  exit) 

Dora,  Now  is  my  time  to  get  out  before  the 
door  is  fallen'd  for  the  night.  ' 

Do£>. 


I 
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l)o^.  {without)  Dominique  bring  the  genttl- 
homme  up  gently.  You  fee  you  muft  carry  him— 
don't  knock  his  head  vid  de  bannifters — he  is 
very  weak — ah  !  pauvre  ? — very  well  ? — bien  1— 
foftly ! — up  vid  him — ah,  hah  I  {the  Do^lor  walks  in 
backwards  with  the  candle,  andftill  looking  towards 
the  door)  Dere,  now  he  is  fafe,  and  vcl  up— fet 
him  on  his  leg  on  de  landing — Comment  fe  vat 
il,  Monfieur  ?  {bowing  at  the  door)  Ay,  he  can- 
not talk,  he  is  f o  weak  ;— lift  him  up,  and  bring 
him  in,  fet  him  gently— 

Dom.   (without)  Lord,   if  he  hasn't  a  hunch! 

Dod.  Ciel !— 'tis  Mr.  Grumpy  the  .Bafla's  fa- 
vourite Little  Hunchback,  joker!  Mon  dicul 
if  I  cure  him  it  will  make  my  fortune  at  court, 
tol,  lol,  1q1,  take  care  yoq,  Dominique,  don't 
Jiurt  his  hump !    How  do  you  do.  Sir  ? 

Dora.  Now  for  it— •(  Jhe  blows  out  the  candle  in 
the  Do&or^s  hand,  and  exit  hajiily.  A  noifi  heard 
t)f  falling  down  Jiairs)  ' 

Dom.  {without)  Oh,  Lord '  ,       / 

Enter  DoMiiiiqiiE  ( frightened) 

DoSi.  Sacre  Dieu  !— Vat  is  dat  ? 
^Dom.  Hu(h  1  don't  make  a  noife.  Sir;   who 
or  whatever  that  is,  it  has  tumbled  the  fick  gen- 
tleman from  the  top  of  the  ftairs  to  the  bottom. 
— ^Yes  }  itvhas  certainly  kiU'd  him  ! 

Dod.  Kill'd  de  man  dead  ! — Ah  I  malheureux, 
den  I've  loft  my  fee  \  We  muft  inftantly  fend  his 
dead  body  to  court,   {going) 

Dom.  Hold  Sir !  Do  you  forget  the  proclama- 
tiarv  againft   the    Chriftians  ?~fo   fcverc,    that 

XT  a  they're 
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they're  getting  out  of  the  city  as  faft  as  they  cat! 
carry  oflF  their  effefts.  Why,  Sir,  if  his  body  b 
found  here 

D^ff,  C'cft  vrai,  'twill  be  faid  I  did  kill  him ! 
I  (hall  be  hang'd>  aad  my  head  will  undergo  an^*' 
putation— ^I  am  miferable ! — but  vat  waa  dat,  that 
did  do  dis  ? 

Dom.  Lord,  Sir!  no  time  for  enquiry  now-^ 
^tbf  ooly  thins  to  think  of  is  to  fave  our  lives^  by 
:^|li0g  rid  ot  Mr.  Crumpy's  foul  cafe. 

Do3.  En  verite,  'twould  vex  me  to  be  hanged 

ioxi  killing  fuch  an  ugly  coquin,  if  it  was  even 

.me  dat  did  kill  him,  it  would  be  fome  comfort— 

ah,;  ha  1  I  have  conceive  grand  thoughts,  Dony- 

.-«ique,>  we  muft  get  dis  Monfieur  Grumpy  cnit  of 

^idiyihoufe,  and  I  have  tink  of  de  way  to  put 

him  into  fomebody  elfe's  houfe.     Get  n>c  a  rope, 

dat  is  all  I  vant,  and  den  run  up  flairs  and  open 

<de  Iky-iigbt  window  dat  goes  put  to  de  leads 

a- top  of  my  houfe — 

Dom-  Suppofe,  Sir,  you  feel  his  pulfe  ?. 

DoSl.  Feel  a  dead  man's  pulfe !  Ah,  Hebetc! 
Quick,    do    my  command,    {going) — Stop !    I 
will  go  tip  myfelf  and  open  de  &y-ligbt  window, 
while  you  get  de  rope. 
'  Dom.  I  don't  know  where  to  find  a  rope. 

Do^.  Den  if  you  don't,  de  hangman  vill  ficfd 
one  for  you  and  me,  allez. 

l^Extunt  feveratly. 


SCENE 
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SCENE  V. 

I 

A  Room  in  Zebede*s  Houfe,  a  Jakle,  accompt  boohs^ 

ch eft s^  fir ong  boxes ^  i^£. 

Enter  Habby. 


.  ^\ 


Hab.  So,  Abfalom  and  Dpra,  with  their  boo-» 
ty  from  uncle  and  ftcp-father,  1  have  left  Tafe  on 
board. the  £ngli&  floop — my  coming  back  takes 
all  fufpicion  from  me ;  and  I'll  pick  up  fomething 
for  myfelf  too,  and-  then  for  Europe  with  the 
youttkers — Egad,  old  matter  Zebede,  we  have 
already  made  a  rare  haul  upon  your  chefts  and 
bags  bere^  that  will  teach  you  to  beat  your  clerks 
^  youVc  done  me. 
'  Zeb\  (without)  Up  another  ftory. 
^  Uah.  Here  he  comes  to  fee  what  Tve  done  to 
his  books* 

Enter  Zebede  ir;?^  Cross-Leg. 

Z/^.  Aye,  this  garret  is  my  compting-houfc, 
ha,  ha,  ha  ! 
_Crofs^L.  Up  in  the  clouds,  like  my  worklhop ! 
'"^Zek  Now  your  bufmefs  ? 

CrofS'L.  Private, 
''"J2^^.  Habby,  go  down !  Oh,  ftop!  Have  you 
put  all  my  accounts  into  confufion,  to  puzde 
my  mafter,  the  Bafla^  if  he  Ihould  look  over 
them  ?  {apart  to  Habby) 

Rah.  Yes,  Sir ;  you'll  find  all  here  in  very  fine 
confufion.  \Exit. 

Crofs'L.  How  this  draft  of  Grumpy^  CfauK  in- 
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to  my  pocket  I  don't  know,  except  it  MraS  to 
pay  for  his  fupper-^however,  if  the  Jew  here 
will  but  give  me  cafli,  TJl  have  made  a  good 
'iigbt's  job  of  it.  {qfidi) 

Zeb.  An  unlea,fonablc  houT  fpr  you  to  call  f 
.  Crofs-L.  I  thought  money  never  came  out  of 
feafon  with  a  Jews  difcount  chat  bill,  {gives  it) 

Xeh.  I  have  no  objeftion — that  is,  for  the  pre- 
mium—^Why  this  is  payable  to  Mr.  Cfutnpy  ? 
Oh,  lie  has  fcnt  you  for  the  monies  ? 

QreJs^L.  Yes. — I'm  plaguy  bad  at  a  lie  j  I  \i^iffi 
nay  wife  had  come,  {afide) 

Zeb,,  But  where  is  Little  Hunchback  himfelf  ? 

CroJs^L.  {confus'd)    He's^^l — 1-— fuppofe  he*9 
at  home. — -By  this  the  Dodlor  has  made  an  ana^ 
.  tomy  of  him.   (ajlde) 

Zeb.  Eh  !  {examining  the  bill) 

Crofs-L.  I'm  all  on  the  tenters  1  But  ct^en  if 

,  Cryiflpy's  death  (hould  be  found  out,  I  ihaltiibw 

have  money  to  carry  me  to  Europje  with  'the 

other  Chriftians,  that  are  getting  from  the  Baf- 

la's  per  fee  ution.  {ajide) 

Zeb.  This  is  a  good  bill,  but  I  fafpe£t  not 
come  honeftly  by  5  and  I  cou'd  ftop  you  and  it, 
but  as  you  are  a  neighbour  I  will  pay  you  the 
ivhole  money,  if  yo.u  give  me  half. 

Crojs-L.  Yvci  foupd  out.  {ajide)  Why  man- 
dp  you  think  Td  wrong— (^w^Hrr^7/<i) 

Z^/^.rHulh!  Hunchback  is  a  little  impudent 
fcoundrel-— it's  nothing  to  me  if  any  body  has 
.^  robb'd,  or  even  cut  his  windpipe. 

Crofs'-L.  1  choak  him !  or  know  any  thing  at 
.  all  of  his  death— Ob,  Lord  !  what  do  you  go  to 
fay  that  for  ?  {terrified) 

Zeb.  ^calmly)  Why,  is  he  dead  ? 
w.       /  Crofs^U 


Crofi'L.  How  £bould  I  knaw  whetjber  heV 
djKtd  or 4 alive?  You've  a,  bad  confciencc,  Mr. 
^ebede,  tbat^s  what  makes  yx)u  fo  frighten'd  aa 
you  are.  {^endeavouring  to  conceal  his  perturia-^ 
tiony 

Zeh.  Mc  I — wby  Ihould  I  be  frightened  ? 

Crofs'L.  And  why  ftiauld  I,  if  you  go  to  that? 

Zeb.  Why,  what  the  devil  are  you  at  ?  one 
wou'd  think  you  had  been  concerned  in     ' 

Crofs^L.  Every  body  knows  that  Pm  a  man-*-* 
that— defpifcs  all  that  kind  of — what  fort  of— - 
unlucky  difmal  looking  place  to  bring  a  vm^ 
into. 

Z^^.  Difmal !  {looks  round)  Be  quiet,  yoo*re» 
enough  to  make  one  afraid  indeed* 

Crofs'L.  Oh,  Lord!  {qfide)  {a  brick falh  doM>fi 
$be  chimney)  What  do  you  do  that  for  ?  Nonf  of 
your  tricksr. 

Zeb.  Tip  in  no  humour  for  tricks  !  (fright* 
fn'd) 

Crofs^L.  Mr*  Grumpy  may  be  dead  for  what  I 
know  j  but  if  he  thinks  I  had  any  h^nd  in  it,  I'd 
|eli  bin)  he  lyed — aye,    to  his  very  whxikers., 

Grumpy  is  let  down  the  chimney. 

Z^*.  What's  that !  {looking  at  Crumpy) 

,  [Crofi'Leg  fneaks  off, 
(Zebede  falls  on  bis  face)  Are  you  the  devil,  or 
the  cat  ?— but  what  could  bring  puis  in  a  pair  of 
gold  breeches — it  is  certainly  the — Oh  !  Samuel, 
Saul,  and  the  Witch  of  £ndor !— Oh  !  don't  ftare^ 
fo  with  your  big  bull*s  eyes,  and  your  wide 
mouth  like  a  maiden  ray.  {Crumpy  Jlotyps  his  body) 
Oh  !  you  are  very  polite — Eh  !  he  looks — if  it 
Diould  be  a  live  man,  he's  a  robber !  Til  drag  this 

great 
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feat  clieft  of  plate  and  dollars  out  of  this  room, 
wifti  I  had  Habby  here  to  help  me,  it"s  fo  hca^ 
vy.  (Jays  bold  of  the  cheft  with  both  bands^  and 
frutting  bis  firengtb  to  it  as  if  expecting  great 
Vfetght^  fuddenlj  falls  and  pulls  it  over  him.)  Oh! 
death  of  Ifrael ! — the  cheft  is  empty!  {Crumpy 
tows)  What,  you  know  that,  you  thief,  {rtfes 
hafiifyy  opens  the  lid  and  looks  in)  Yes,  my  money 
and  plate  is  all  gone,  and  you've  come  down  my 
chimney  for  more,  you  drop -gibbet  1 — but  I  will 
defend  my  property,  if  you  were  Bel  and  the 
pragon  (Jirikes  prumpy  who  falls)  you  banditti ! 
— bandeliro  ! — you  Arab,  plunderer  of  Caravans; 
come  before  the  Cadi,  fpeak — 'Eh! — he's  dead! 
•i-->blefs  me !  If  it  fliould  be  I  that  has  kili'd  him 
-—a  hunqh !  fave  me,  if  it  isn't  Mr.  Grumpy  him- 
felf  only  come  down  my  chimney  to  play  his 
jefts  upon  me — or  if  it  fliould  be  he  that  did 
rob  my  cheft,  the  Baflfa  will  never  believe  me— * 
he's  dead !— now  I  rccolleft  the  proclanr.ation 
againft  the  Jews  !  Jf  this  is  found  out,  it  is 
certain  death  for  me;  and  as  I'm  already  in 
difgracie — nobody  faw  me  ftrike  him — few  people 
in  the  ftreets,  and  fo  near  morning,  the  watch 
are  gone  oflF  their  ftands.  You  ugly  little  brute ! 
You  was  my  plague  when  ^live,  and  now  you 
muft  throw  your  death  upon  me  with  your  gam- 
bols,  {feels  Crumpy)  He  is  yet  warm,  but  once 
he's  out  of  my  houfe,  let  him  die  or  live !  Come 
on  my  back,  and  the  devil  carry  yourfelf  and 
your  hump* 

[Exit J  with  Crumpy  on  his  bacL 


SCENE 


*>  r    ' 
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SCENE  VI ;    and  lajl. 

The  Street.  {Day  break.) 


Enter  Crank  and  CABiN-BOYt   {Crank  elevated 

with  wine) 

Crank.  The  Chriftian  paffengcrs  are  waiting  in 
tny  floop— they'll  find  brandy  enough  in  my 
lockers  to  amufe  them — ^tell  them  we  will  fall 
down  the  pool  this  tide,  [Exit  Boy. 

Enter  ZeBedb  ix)Ub  CrIjmpy  on  his  hack* 

..'■<-■  r .      ■•      • 

Thefp  pippin-fqueezers  to  break  up  company ! 
v^e  neyer  begin  to  cotton  together  and  be  jully 
t^llit  cpmes  to  the  little  hours.  (Jings) 

/   '  "  How  cin  wc  depart, 

V^  When  frie;iKifhip  has  grappled  each  man  by  the 
heart." 

*      *  '      -  * . 

Ztff.  (Hamng  plated  Grumpy  againj  the  wall) 
Tlierei  ftand  or  tumble  down  for  Zcbede— -good 
morning  to  you,  Mr,  Grumpy,  {going) 

Crank.  Holloa !  ftop  ! 

Zeh.  Yes  -,  there  he  ftops  for  you. 

[Exit  Zehedi. 
e  Crank.  Take  one  bottle  with  me — you  won't  ? 
— ?»  pint — then  you're  a  fneaking  rafcal !  So  that's 
your  Bagdad  Scanderoon  manners.  I  wifli  I  was 
back  again  in  Old  England.  What  a  country 
this  is,  that  I  can't  get  one  honeft  fellow  to  take 
Z  bottle  with  roe  ! 

Crum.  Cluck!  Cluck! 

VOL.  lu  vu  Crank. 


jMt  THE  LITTLE  HUNCHBACK ; 

\ 

Crank.  Who's  that  ?  (furns  and  looks  at  Crump) 
A  very  capital  Turk,  upon  my  honor !  How  do 
you  do.  Sir  ?  {bows)  You  might  make  a  leg,  I 
don't  expeft  you'll  take  oflf  your  hat,  becaufe 
you  have  none — will  you  do  me  the  favor  to 
take  a  glafs  with  me,  or  I  muft  turn  in. — Eh! 
what  d'ye  fay  ?  Oh  !  I  know  youVe  not  allow'd 
wine— none  of  your  winking!  over  the  way  they 
have  the  beft  liquor — ^but  come  along — Eh !  you 
may  give  a  civil  anfwer  though — who  minds 
your  grinning  or  grunting  ?  Very  proud — but 
the  Grand  Turk  himfelf  need'nt  be  aiham'd  to 
talk  to  an  honeft  fellow.  Heark'ye,  my  lad,  if 
you  intend  to  aflFront  me,  if  I  don't  lend  you  a 
dowfe  o'  the  cheek.  (Jlrikes  him  down)  Rife  and 
Hand  up  to  mc,  I  fcorn  to  ftrike  a  fall'n  enemy. 

Ent^  Gadi  and  Janizaries  {haJiUy). 

Cadi*  Seize  him ! 

Crank.  Will  you  drink  a  bottle  with  me  ? 
C^di.  Yonder's  his  Highnefs  the  BaflQi  himfelf 
coming  from  the  mofque. 

Enter  the  Bassa  {attended),  Babouc,  Zebede, 
Doctor,  Cross-Leo  and  ]\jggy,  followed  iy  a 
crowd;  ^c. 

Bajfa.  The  matter  here  ? 

Cadi.  Pleaife  your  Highnefs  this  Chrilliaa  has 
kill'd  a  Muffulman ! 

Bajfa.  Heavens  1  It's  Hunchback  I  {looks  do^n 
on  him  attentively) 

CroJS'L.  How  I  tremble!— -If  he  fifiids  out 

'twas 
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'twas  I— iOh  cruel  man  !  {to  Crank)  How  could 
you  be  fo  wicked  as  to  take  his  life  ? 

Jug.  (apart  to  Crofs" Leg)  Don't  go  near  the 
body,  or  it  will  bleed  ! 

Ihil.  Nobody  fufpeft  *twas  I  did  kill  him.  I 
am  fo  frighten'd.    {ajide) 

Zeb.  I  have  got  his  murder  off  my  ftiouldcrs 
mighty  lucky!  {afide)  What  a  wicked  man  you 
muft  be  to  kill  my  dear  little  friend  ! 

Bajfa.  What  proof,  that  this  is  the  murderer  ? 

Crank.  Pkafe  your  worftiip — Mr.-— my  Lord 
Mayor— ^I  confefs  I  gave  this  -pretty  little  gen- 
tleman a  fmack^  but  if  it  did,  kill  him^  'twas  in 
jny  own  defence, 

Ba£a.  How? 

Crank.  I  can*t  drink  alone-r-he  wouldn't  drink 
with  me — I  ftiould  die  without  drinking — fo  let 
your  jury  of  twelve  bring  it  in  manflaughter, 

Bajfa.  {apart  to  BaBouc.)  I've  thought  of  a 
method  to  come  at  the  truth  of  this  aflfair- — ? 
Whoever  kilPd  him,  inftead  of  puniihment,  (hall 
ha^^e  a  reward.  This  buffoon  was  once  my  fa- 
voritCi  but  growing  moft  intolerably  dull,  IV^ 
long  wifh'd  him  out  of  my  way.  Give  the  Britoa 
^  purfe  of  a  thoufand  tomilees. 

Crank.  If  IVe  kill'd  a  man,  I  couM  weep  for 
it ;  but  the  price  of  blood  Ihall  never  ftain  this 
hand. 

Zeb.  I  cou'd  cry  myfdf  for  poor  Crumpy— but 
give  me  the  purfe,  for  finding  you  wanted  to  get 
rid  of  him,  to  oblige  your  Highnefs,  'tw^s  I  that 
Jcill'd  him. 

Do£}.  You !  Begar  it  was  I  dat  did  de  murder 
him,  to  pleafe  you,  my  Lord,  vid  von  grande 
Jiick  of  rny  fift  I  did  give  him  de  fine  knock,  a 
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tumble  down  my  tree  pair  of  ftair  j  and  den  I  did 
drop  his  body  down  your  chimney — fo  give  de 
money-^ 

Cro/s'L.  To  me  {iolds  out  bis  band)  for  with 
a  fifli  bone,  at  my  houfe,  I  gave  him  the  fatal 
Cluck !— Cluck  !  {mimicks) — and  that  I  might  bo 
fure  of  his  being  killed,  I  brought  him  to  the 
Doftor*s, 

Jug.  Aye  J  but  who  went  to  the  market  to  buy 
that  fi(h  ?  My  Lord,  on  the  word  of  a  worn  an, 
'twas  I  that  put  the  very  bone  on  his  plate  chat^ 
ftuck  ha  his  throttle  ! — 

Bajfa.  So  the  reward  has  extorted  a  confeflion 
I  wanted,  and  convided  you  all  of  intentional 
murder  from  your  own  lips — Guards  feize  them— 
In  reality  his  death  grieves  me,  and  the  man  that 
extradls  the  bone,  and  reftores  the  life  of  my  poor 
favourite,  (halj  hate  the  purfe  1  promised, 

Crum.  Then  that  man  am  I  {puts  his  hand 
U  bis  mouth  and  takes  out  the  bone)  lay  the  ca(h 
here  {holds  out  bis  other  bandy  ff  rings  up,  fmgs  and 
capers). 

Bajfa.  WhatistWs!  {amazed) 

Crum.  A  frolicki  ha,  ha,  ha! — Pve  fufFer'd 
this  delicate  little  body  of  mine  to  be  lug-d,  thumpt, 
jumbled  and  tumbled  all  night,  only  to  make  a 
laugh  for  you  this  morning— and  if  you  don't 
laugh,  you  may  be  cram*d  into  chimnies,  and 
kick'd  down  ftairs  yourfclf  in  future  for  Crumpy, 

Zek.  What ! 

Do£f.  Comment ! 

Cro/s'L.  Juggy  l^Crutnpy  grimaces  to  them  as^ 
beappear'dwhen  chpak'd) 

Baffa.  Why,  by  Mahomet,  the  ftory  promifes 
g  laughable  night's  frolick  indeed  I  bgt  all,  but 

thp 
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the  honed  Captain^  whofe  truth  was  above  hopq 
of  reward,  or  fear  of  punilhment,  fliall  die. 

Crum.  I  Sieur  Crumpy,  Lord  Chief  Juftice 
Joker,  fwear  upon  my  hunch  and  honour,  that 
nobody  fliall  die,  except  Zebedethe  Jew,  Quin- 
quina the  DoiElor,  Crofs-Leg  the  Taylor,  and 
Dame  Juggy,  his  orthodox  fpoufy, 

£,nter  Officer  and  Guards-,  with  Absalom,  Dora^ 
and  other  Cbrijiians^  (prifoners). 

Officer.  My  Lord,  we  took  thefe  fufpcClecJ 
Chriilians,  with  thofe  rich  goods  on  board 

(Jhewing  bales ^  caJketSy  &c.') 

Crank.  My  floop,  an  infult  to  the  Engliih  flag, 
pny  Lord ! 

Crum.  A  truce  ! 

Bqffa.  {To  Abjalom)  What,  my  prefervcr  flying 
from  my  fayour ! 

AbJ.  I  fear'd.  Sir,  I  fliould  forfeit  that,  by 
turning  Chriftian,  and,  converted  by  Dora,  here 

J— 

Zeb.  '  (Joo^  at  the  cajkets)    You  began  your 

Chriftianity  by  robbing  your  uncle— juftice,  my 
^ord,  on  this  caitiff. 

Crum.  Stop ;  well  remembered !  the  barber 
^nd  1  here  have  yet  two  promifes  to  claim ;  one 
is,  that  you'll  give  the  purle  to  the  generous  cap- 
tain, to  give  to  me  when  .1  refufe  next  to  drink 
with  him — the  other,  that  you'll  repeal  the  law 
pgainft  the  Chriftians-^and  the  other— 

Bajfa.  What  three  ? 

Crum,  Be  quiet— this  is  the.beft  of  all — 'that 
you'll  hang  Zebede  and  the  Doftor,  if  they  don*c 
give  confent  aqd  ('apital  fortunes  to  this  worthy 
young  couple. 

Baffin 
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Ba{fa.  Prefuming  on  my  friend  the  Vizkr's 
favour,  1  grant  tbem. 

Crum.  I  grant  you  fhou*d — Chriftians,  Turks, 
Jews,  my  feeming  death  has  prov'd  that  my  kind 
mailer  wou'd  mourn  my  worthlcfs  life  !  and  whea 
I  ceafe  to  wifli  that  my  Patron  may  live  long  and 
merrily,  may  I  be  choak'd  with  a  whalebone* 


THE    END* 
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4  C  T   L 

SCENE    L 

me  banks  of  the  river  St.  Laurence^^  Fort  in 

n)iew. 

Enter  Simon  Rochefort^  in  regal  Indian  drejs. 

ROGHEPORT* 

OOKOKI!  briog  the  cano^  over  this  neck  of 
laad,  as  we've  another  river  to  crofs. 

Mnter  SoKOfiif  on  bis  bead  i^  canoe,  wbicb  be  refts 

^gainji  a  tree. 

*  •  •  - 

Sok.  You  have  here  brought  us  from  our  couiu- 

trjr^  IrOquoi!l>  is  it  to  hunt,  to  fifhj  or  take  prt* 

foner  ?  tell  us  King  Simon. 

Rocbe.  Twenty  years  fince  I  poflcfs'd  yon  traft 

vok.ii.  Tix  of 
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o^  landy  granted  to  my  anceflors  by  Out  l^ifig  of 
France.  I  enjoy 'd  it  till  a  new  Governor  of  Ca-' 
nada  difpofiefs'd  mb,  to  beftow  Jt  on  one  of  his 
creatures— they  left  me  nothine  but  ^onc  foiall 
marfhy  ifland— I  retired  in  difguft  to  your  friendly 
woods — you  received  nne  with  kindnefs^  and  for 
the  fervtces  J. rendered  you  in  your  wars  againft 
the  Hurons,  you  elefted  me  your  King, 

Sok.  Good  King  Simon ! 

Rocb^.  On  my  departure  I  committed  my  only 
child  to  the  care  pf  a  poor  Bafket- maker  and  lor  his 
fake,  affifted  by  my  Indian  fubjefts,  I'm  deter* 
min'dy  if  ppfllble^  to  recover  my  righc 

Sok.  But  what  right  had  King  in  Europf,  to 
grant  our  land  here  in  America  ? 

Roche.  Here  comes  the  faithful  Indian^  my 
agentj  a  do-mefiic  in  the  family  of  Count  Pepin, 
the  fon  of  him  that  ufurp'd  my  lands.  , 

Ent^r  Chichikoit,  in  rich  livery^^ 

Well,  how  go  we  on,  Chichikou  ? 

Chi.  Me  have  fet  matter  all  on  wifli  for  littk 
ifland  i  I  tell  him  'tis  good  for  beaver  hunt; 
he  fcrtd  now  man  to  bid  ownei-  come  to  him,  dat 
will  draw  him  down  to  river  fide. 

Roche.  Right,  the  means  by  which  I  hope  to 
recover  my  lands,  are  to  get  the  Count  into  my 
power  5  you  and  your  fellows  muft  lie  in  ambulh 
^ut  remember,  no  fcalping— launch  the  canoe» 
and  wait.  [^Exif. 

^ok.    {Jbruoing  a  bag)   I  go  now  fit  down  and 
*at- 
-    Chi.  Countryman,  mc  eat  vid  you,      » 

Sok.  Do  you  come  out  matter's  houfc  fafting  ? 

Qi. 


,     * 


^ 

■^ 
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Chu  Yes^  me  vill  never  eat  de  bread  of  de  maa 
me  going  to  betray. 

Sol.  Come  den,  eat.  [They  Retire 

Enter  Wattle,  croffing  with  a  hundle  of  OJkrs  on 
bis  bead  J  and  another  under  bis  arm. 

Wat.  Heigho !  what's  to  become  of  me,  a  poor 
wandering  EngliOiman,  in  the  French  Americaii 
Colonies ;  here  we're  furrounded  by  nations  and 
tribes;  iron  men  cafed  in  copper,  Abbenaquis^ 
Jllenois,  and  Iroquois ;  in  this  curfed  country,  had 
J  nine  lives  they're  not  worth  a  cat's  whifkcr — Ohn 
iweet  London  !  {Sits  on  tbe  canoe)  I  wilh  I  was  thi$ 
moment  fitting  in  the  docks,  at  Bethnel-green  % 
I  muft  'lift  for  a  foldier,  ^nd  a  red  devil  to  me ! 
and  then  run  away,  plague  of  my  unlucky  heels ! 
Ij^xxt  now  to  go  home  with  thcfe  ofiers  to  my  maf- 
ter  J  only  for  him  I  might  have  ftarved  in  theft 
wild  foreftst    {Rifis) 

Re-^enter  Sokoki, 

Sok.  Wfiere  be  canoe  ?  ftop  French* 
Wat.  Tm  an  Englifhman.    (Drops  tbe  ofiers^ 
and  runs  ^,  Sokoki  pur/ues) 


SCENE  II. 


^  rude  country  J  with  a  marjhy  jioint  of  land^  co^ 
nserd  with  ojiersy  a  Jmall  cottage  near  the  fronts 
William  difcovered at  work. 

AIR,^— William, 

Prom  morn  till  Eve  I  labour  har2, 
^  In  humble  occupation, 

I  But  toils  of  day  night's  foft  reward^ 

yrhy  air  make  my  vocation. 

X  X  ^  Oik© 


/ 
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One  boon  deny'd  I  itill  muft  grieve^ 

Tho'  tempted  now  to  aik  iu        ' 
For  ever  I'm  content  to  weave,  ' 

So  love  pins  up  the  bafket. 

No  ?eaft  by  day,  for  as  I'm  poor. 

Deceitful  friends  all  fly  me. 
Nor  care  at  night  to  bar  my  door,     , 

No  robber  will  come  nigh  mt. 

Qne  boon  deny'd,  I  ftill  muft  grieve, 

Tho' tempted  how  to  aik  it. 
For  ever  I'lb  content  to  weave* 

So  love  pins  up  the  balket. 

Since  my  father  has  left  rpe  his  trade  and  this 
•willow  marfh  for  my  inheritance,  >yhile  Tm  able  tQ 
make  my  balkets,  pan  find  people  to  buy  them  of 
ntie,  and  have  health  to  enjoy  even  the  little  I  ge^ 
by  them,  Tm  independent,  and  therefore  happy. 
Where's  this  fimple  fool  Wattle  !  {Calls)  he  fcarc? 
earns  his  fubfiftence,  but  Til  give  it  to  the  popi; 
fellow,  becaqfe  he  wants  it,  Wattle !  ' 

Enter  Wattle  (terrified)    " 

fTat.  Oh,  lordl 

fFil.  What's  the  matter* 

fFat.  The  fcaiping  knife  ! 

mi.  Eh ! 

Wat.  The  tomahawk  I 

mi.  What! 

ff^at.  Have  I  it  on?  (Se^ms  afr^a\i  to  put,  iis^ 
hand 'to  his  bead.) 

mi.  Are  you  afraid  yoVve  loft  your  head  ? 

Wat.  No,  only  in  doubt,  if  I  hav'n't  loft  my 
hairy  cap;  do  good  matter,  to  convince  me 
I  have  it  ftill,  give  my  tail  a  little  pluck,  gently 
tho' !  (JVilliam  plucks  his  hair.)  Yes,  I  have  ijf'. 
Bloody  minded  cannibals!  they'd  have  fing'd  and 
devoured  .  '  . 

Wil 
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/5W.  Oh,  purfu?d  by  the  French  Indians  ?  ^ 

TVat.  'French!    1    believe    they  were  Scotch  * 

|[ndians,    and    wanted    to    make  a  baggies 7 

|iQw,  Sir^  do  you  think  this  looks  like  a  iheep^s 
head? 

Wil.  Oh,  you  were  in  danger  of  falling  into  the       # 
hands  of  the  Iroquois;  but  if  yoij  have  brought 
me  no  oficrs  how  am  I  to  get  on  with  my  work  ? 

Wat.  Play  day  !. grand  rejoicings!  the  Count  i^ 
to  be  married  to-morrow,  to  a  great  Marquis. 

tVil.  Marquis! 

Wat.   Stay,    I  belieyc  it's  to  the  Marquis'4  * 
flaughter.  * 

WiL  Do  they  fay,  (he's  beautiful  ? 

fFdt.  Ladies  are  all  fo^  except  a  few,  that  arc 
fo  fo. 

JViln  I  never  thought  ladies  handfomer  thaa 
pther  wornen,  till  I  faw  that  heavenly  creature  that 
■j^as  overfet  in  the  wherry,  near  the  Montreal  Road,  * 

Pom.  I  believe  Vtn  near  the  place — ^Which^  is 
the  Baflcet-niaker. 

JVat.  I  am,  Sir  j  I  cut  down  the  willows,  and 
Jie  there  twifts  them  up  together. 

Pom.  Then  you  are  King  of  Frog  Ifland,  yonder. 

Wat.  Yes,  Sir,  are  you  one  of  my  fubjefts? 

Pom.  SixTdhy  rU  break  your  head. 
;  JVai.  What,  yqu'U  knock  your  ownagainft  it? 

fVil.  I  fancy  it's  me  you  want. 

Pom.  {to  William)  My  mafter.  Count  ,Pepiq/ 
defires  to  fee  you  at  the  tort.  ^ 

Wil.  To  fee  my  ware  ?     '  .  , 

Wat.  Ml  take  him  up  fome  well-finifli'd  work. 

JVil*    Wsiitk. --^{Beckons  to  Wattle j  who  goes  ♦ 
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into  the  cottage)  Sir^  you  mud  take  a  glafs  of  fucb 
as  I  can  give  you. 

Jte^enter  Wattle,  with  a  wicker  hot  tie  ^  and  a  larg$ 
Jrinking-bom,  which  be  holds  behind  bis  back. 

Wat.  Now,  cou'dn't  you  zx  firft  tell  us  you 
"were  a  ferying  man,  without  aU  this  circumnaviga* 
(ion,  you  ilupid  fcoundrel. 

Pom.    Sir,    TU  certainly — {Advances  to  firiH. 
Wattle y  wbojhews  the  can  and  born.) 
♦     Wat.  You'll— So  will  I— fq  fliall  he,  (joints  t0 
Jf^illiam)  merry  lads,  all  three. 

^IR,  TRIO. — ^WiLLiAM^i  Wattle,  PoftfAD^t 

Wat^  I  baiket$  can  twift,  yet  my  bright  ruddy  face. 

Shews  I  twifl  a  can  of  good  liquor, 
jyiU  To  make  him  look  fine  his  round  body  we  cafe| 
*     ;         In  a  coat  of  white  willow  wicker. 

*  Fom.  Jovial  bout, 
Wat.  To  your  fnout, 
Wil  Cork  firft  out, 
Wat.  Throat  no  doubt. 

All.  No  cataraft  tambles  down  quicker*  (Thr^  drink.) 

^    Wil.  My  girl,  a^  young  birds  in  my  glafs  their  bills  dip^ 
The  white  lilly  joins  to  my  rofes, 
Wat*  Her  eyes  fparkle  bright,  fweet  and  moiHen'd  her  lijpi 

V^nd  her  l^eart  \o,  love  it  difpofes. 
Wijf.  Lady  mine, 

Wat.  Take  your  wine, 

'    Font.  Thooghts  combine, 

}ViL  Lips  to  join, 

*Wat.  In  kifling  we  jingle  our  nofes.^  ^ 

*lfiL  Shine, 

Bd«.  "Fine, 

Wat.  ^ine, 

*  tt^iL  Lady  mine, 
^  All'  In  kiffin^  we  jingle  qpir  nqfe^. 
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SCENE  III. 

yh  Apartment  at  the  Fort. 
» 
£,nter  Count  Pepim,  in  morning  gown  and  fippers^ 

'Doitb  a  guitar. 

Count.  Oh,  this  happy  day !  I  may  foon  cxpeft 
the  Marquis  de  Champlain  and  his  niece  Claudine^ 
myJntended  bride;  ffiall  I  pleafe  her?  Yes,  af- 
furcment^  (he  muft  like  me.  But  how  to  employ, 
my  tirpe  tiM  fhe  comes — my  eftate  furnilhes  fuch  a 
field  for  luxuriant  pleafure,  thai  I  don't  know  which 
tochufej  I  don't  know  what  to  do  with  myfelf; 
I  think  I'm  now  juft  in  the  humour  for— (r/»gx) 
Plow  lucky  it  is  for  us  young  fellows  of  eafe  and 
indolence  that  our  old  drudging  fathers  were 
bora  before  us. 

.  £»/^/;jACQUESt  ; 

'%        ■  > 

What*s  the  matter  ? 

Jaques.  I  thought  you  rung,  Sir. 

Count.  Did  J !    Oh  yes  j  I  wanted— *a— a— 
curfe  me  if  I  know  what  I  want.     Send  Pierre;.;^ 

[Exit  Jacques.^ 
V\\  give  a  ball  and  trip  htt  up  with  my  entrechat. 
(di^icesy 

Enter  Fukke; 

Eh ! 

Pierre.  Jacques  faid  your  Lordffiip  calPd  me. 
Count.  Did  I>  Oh,  aye,  true,  to- Call  Bab- 

tiftc,.  [Ep^it  Pierre 

.       Enfer 

Alt 

J 

*,    ,  -  ♦  •* 

•       ♦  .  '        *  .  *    ■      ■. 

V  ■'  •  .  '' 

*         ll  •  « 

'        ii'  *  >  ^ 
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Than  in  our  concert  with  iny  Snpranb,  111  tickle 
her  grand  goiftjt-*(j^i;i) 

Enter  BabtIste; 

WeU!  . 

Babt.  My  Lord,  Picrc  faid  you  had  command^ 
for  me. 

Count.  CQmm^t\^LS^  ohi  truQ,  tell  the  coach-, 
man  to  come  hither.  ^        {^Exit  Babt\ftci , 

*rho^  I  Ihant  go  out  this  evening. 

Enter  AttVKEi  ♦  * 

'AnM.  Here  am  I^  Sif.       ^  ,         ^  «- 

Count.  Ate  you,  and' what  briiigj  you  ficrlif^^  ? 

Jndre.  Why  Babtifte  faid-: 

Ount.  Oh,  ay,  true,  I  wanted  you;  td  tcP    ^ 

you — I  don*t  want  you.  V  ^    '        '^ 

^;/rfr^.  The  next  time,  Til  fend  my  ho^W^fe 

you.  {afide)        •  ■"  '   pB^/. 

{^Count throws  hintfelfdn  a fophdi)     "• 
Count.  I  thought  I  wanted  a— a-— fbmtwfiitj^ 

and  here  comes  the  very  thing.  *  "^ '  ^  y^^n^l 

•    £»r^  Bloom.  '      f-'^'' 

^~  ..■.,     i      .■•...—       .>  i5.    :t;V  "O     Dili 

BJoom.  OhSiri  Sir!  '  ^^1 

Q^/.  Ah !  my  little  houfekeeperl  i^S^^dOk 
charmante  to  day.  Bloom !  \  . 

Bloom.  Do  I  Sir  ?  ^ 

Count.  Do  you  know  Bloom,  I  dreamt  laft 
night,  that  I  was  reclin'd  here  on  this  very  fopha,; 
and  that  you  tripM  over  in  the  prettieft  pitta-pat, 
and  kiffed  me.  . 

Bloom.  Sir,  drfcamsgo^bycontrarys,  (curtfies) 
but.  Sir— — <  ^   '     . 

^  ^  Ccunti   '' 

■•  ^  *        ■  '    , 

"  A.  -  *  ' 

^'        *  "  *  *  ^      ■■  ^  ,  ^      '  J 
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Counts  Then  mine  was  an  omen  that  I  flxou'ds 
(ri/es)  Pittapat,  kife  you.  {advancing) 


Enter  Chichikou. 


Chi.  Sir. 


Count.  Hem  ! 

Bloom.  I  wonder  at  your  impudence  Chichi-* 
kou  :  I  can't  ihew  mafter  the  bill  of  fare  for  fup, 
per^  but  you  muft  conie  tumbling  up  againft 
people. 

Cbi.  You  ihew  him  bill  of  fare,  he  got  taft-' 
ing  de  head  difli.  Tou  ihou'dn*t  let  mailer  kiis  } 
you  know  I  love^  and  I  be  your  fellow  fervant. 

Bloom.  You  my  fellow  fervant,  you  impudent 
fancy  favage. 

Cbi.  Pll  have  you  in  my  power  for  dis.  {qfide) 
•  Sir,  you  go  down  to  river  fide  to  get  dc  Marih 
Ifland,  for  you  hunt  de  beaver  i  de  young  man 
be  below>  de  maker  of  bafket  dat  own  it. 

Blo9m.  A  fool  come  jabbering*  of  beavers  and 
balket-makers,  and  Sir,  I  wanted  to  tell  you, 
here's  a  grand  old  gentleman  in  his  fine  chariot— « 

Count.  The  Marquis  de  Ghamplain  and  his 
niece  !  Yite  vite,  my  good  Bloom,  now  look  to 
the  fervants.  Every  preparation  in  a  ftile  of  ele- 
gance!  Fly  Chichikou,  defiie  Pomade  to  attend 
wy  drefiing-room, 

[Exeunt  feveraliif. 


VOL.  IK  yx^  SCENE 


.r.      \ 
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SCENE      IV. 

Afuperb  Drawing  R^^om. 
Enter  Wattle  with  different  forts  of  Bajkets. 

Wat.  Matter's  fo  flieepifh,  afhani'd  to  walk  up 
flairs  boldy  and  fliew  his  goods  to  the  cufiomers  ; 
ril  lay  them  out  for  the  gentlefolks  to  fee  them 
to  advantage;  here  they  are  of  all  forts  and 
fizes.  {arranging  them  on  a  table)  There's  a  work 
bafket  for  a  lady,  that's  a  pretty  thing,  there's 
a  bread  bafket  for  a  Butler,  that's  a  good  things 
there's — 

Bloom,  {without)  This  way,  youf  Lady  (hip. 

Wat.  Xhe  Grandees.  IR^tires. 

Enter  Bloom^   introducing  Claudine,  who  feigns 

an  awkward fimplicity. 

Bloom.  Yes,  my  Lady,  my  matter  will  wait  on 
your  Lady  (hi p.  Shall  I  ftiew  the  old  gentleman 
up  ?   Your  father,  I  mean  my  Lady. 

Clau.  Ay,  but  that  old  gentleman  is  a  Lord 
Marquis,  and  not  my  father,  he's  only  my 
nuncle.  "    - 

Bloom,  A  Lady!  well,  I  flatter  myfclf  here's  a 
little   difference    between    her  and   fome  folks. 

\^fidej  and  Exit. 

Clau.  {In  her  natural  manner)  My  foplitti  uncle, 
to  bring  me  here  to  marry  this  Count,  who,  with 
an  i  mmt'nfe  fortune,  I'm  told  is  a  wretch.  My 
beart'— Yet  pride  bids  n^e  blulh  to  thinjk  it,  is 

I  fear 


Jkw- 


THE  BASKET-MAitER.  g^ 

I  fear,  wholly  poflcfs'd  by  that  humble,  yet 
charming  young  man,  who  affiftcd  us  when  our 
barge  overfet  at  Montreal. 

Mar.  [without)  Why  where  have  you  got  too, 
Claudine  ? 

Clau.  Now  to  take  up  my  fool's  part  again; 
by  continuing  the  idiotical  chara<5ler  I've  aflumed 
before  my  uncle,  fincc  my  return  from  the  con-t 
vent,  I  tnay  avoid  a  match  I  am  furel  miift  deteft. 
Did  you  call  me  ?  [in  an  awkward  manner^  tak^s 
put  philberts  and  nut-crackers,) 

_  .t 

Enter  Le  Mar^utis  de  Champlaii^. 

JHave  ydti  crack'd  all  yoi^r  philberts,  Niincle  ? 

Mar.  Child,  they're  bad  for  the  voice,  and  as 
I  wifh  you  to  difplay  your  accomplidiments,  I 
may  afk  you  to  fing  a  litde  chanfon  for  Count 
Pepin, 

^  Clau.  WelV  if  I  can*t  fing,  fure  I  can  make 
him  a  fine  curtefy;  but  where  i^  the  gentleman  ? 

Mar.  Let  me  fee  the  Lady,  that's  what  Td 
have  you  to  (hew  yourfelf. 

Clau.  (Stares)  Eh! 

Mar.  Dear,  dear,  they  have  neglefted  her  edu- 
cation fo  fhamefuUy  at  that  convent  where  I  plac*d 
her.  The  Count's  a  man  of  falhion,  chi  d,  and 
you'll  certainly  difguft,  where  you  fhould"  endea- 
vour to  pleafe :  look  what  a  noble  chateau  and 
gardens  you'll  be  miftrefs  of;  equipage,  liveries  ; 
why  his  very  fervants  are  fo  grand,  that  he  rattled 
into  Quebec  with  the  brilliancy  of  an  AmbaflDidor 
■—Eh,  brilliant!  what's  all  this  ?  {fidng  the  bajkets) 

Wat.  (advancing)  Yes  Sir,  mafter  and  I  are 
balket-makers. 

Mar.  Ah,  ah !  I  like  the  honeft  induflry  of 
Artifans, 

Y  y  2  Clau* 
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CloM.  The  Count  may  be  grand»  but  he  Hat 
not  much  mannas  to  keep  us  waiting  fo  king^ 

Eaier  Bloom« 

Slomn.  Any  commands  for  me  your  Ladyihip. 

Clau.  This  is  twice  Tve  feen  you  Madam^  but 
I  proteft  I  don»t  know  who  you  are. 

B/oom.  Count  Pepin's  houfekeeper,  my  Lady^ 

Qau.  Houfekeeper  !  la !  how  fine  you're  dreft 
for  a  fervant.     Oh  1  then  1  fuppofe  here  comes 
the  Count's  valet  de  chambre. 

Enter  Count  Pepin,  (bows  to  Claud tn^.y 

Pray  young  m^n,  will  you   tell  ypur  njafter"  w^ 
are  waiting. 

Count.  Madam  ! 

Jlfor.  Ah!  My  dear  Coqnt  give  me  leave  to 
prefent  my  niege. 

Clau.  Oh  la  ! — you^  Sir,  the  Count !  will  yon 
pardon  me  for  taking  you  for  the  fervant  ?  (^walkf 
up) 

Mar*  Ha,  hem!   Claudine  J 

Bloom.  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

If  at.  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Bloom,  WJio  is  that  impudent  fellow  laughing 
at  ? 

Count.  Scoundrels  admitted  into  the  apart-* 
ments ! 

{thrujls  Waftlc  out  and  kicks  the  bajkets  after  him* 

Clau.  This  way  young  woman. 

[Exit  with  Bloom. 

Count.  A  whimfical  fort  of  young  lady  this, 
but  politencfs  demands— My  Lord  Tm  very 
happy  to  fee  you. 

Mar, 
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Man  But  Count  we'^c  liada  longroll  to  yoa  here 
from  Montreal^  fo  my  niece  will  take  her  co£k^ 
and  rU  give  my  opinion  of  your  cellar,  for  I'm  the 
beft  judge  of  wine  in  all  Canada*  (ibe  Count  rings) 
I've  a  packet  here  from  the  French  Minifter,  for 
a  man  of  the  name  of  Simon  Rochefor t,  /an  ^Id 
friend  of  mine,  do  you  know  any  fuch  ?  \ 

Coufft.  Rochcfort !  I've  heard  the  name,  a  fu-i 
gitive  amongft  the  Iroquois  Indians. 

Enter  Bloom,  and  S^KVAffr^  with  wine,  &c^ 

i 

GLEE — Marquis,  Count,  and  Bj^ooul. 

Pure  friendfhip  come,  witk  heart  in  heart  confiding. 
Come  Lpve  on  Venus'  Doves  from  Paplips  gliding, 
0owe  God  of  Wine  in  fmiles  thy  great  tun  -ilriding. 

ft 

Enter  Pomade. 

P(?;!?i,  Sir,    the  young  man  you    fcnt  for  is 

belQw. 

Cpunt.  With  your  permiffion,  my  Lord — 
fhew  him  up — I'll  give  the  Marquis  a  fpecimen 
of  my  authority  and  importance  in  this  place.— 

Enfer  William  and 'Pom Aon. 

Oh— my  friend — I  fent  for  you — to— Eh  !  Oh, 
true,  1  recoiled:  you  are  a — what  trade  ? 

Wfl.  Sir,  I'm  a  Balket-maker. 

Mar.  'afide)  Eh  !  haven't  I  fecn  this  yopng 
man  before-  Oh,  yes,  the  very  clever  youth  that 
^lled  us  at  Montreal. 

Count.  That  little  Ofier  Ifland  you  occupy,  not 

much 
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Biiich  confequence  to  any  body,  btit  an  imtneafc 
rendezvoils  for  Beavers,  and — my  Lord,  Beaver- 
huniing  is  my  darling  paflTion ;  from  it's  being  i* 
tuated  contiguous  to  my  ground^  it  will  anfwef 
fome  convenience  to  me — I  purpofe  buying  it  of 
you. 

ff^il.  But,  Sir,  I  can't  fell  it. 

Count.  Eh  !  {/urprized) 

JViL  The  few  willows  that  grow  on  it,  fupptfr 
me  with  the  means  of  life. 

Ctmnt.  But  if  1  offer  a  piu^chace»  perhaps,  twice 
its  value. 

JViL  Sir,  that  fpot,  tho'  fmall,  is  my  only  patH- 
mony,  and  th^  crown  of  France  cou'dn't  pur- 
chace  it. 

Count.  No !  {wbtfpers  Pomade ^  who  goes  off.) 
You  may  retire.  [^Exit  William. 

Rafcal!  but  I'll  be  revenged!  {aftde)  my  Lord, 
do  me  the  honor  to  accompany  me  to  the  wat^r 
fide,  ril  entertain  you  with  an  illqmination  this 
evening  ? 

Mar.  I  attend  your  Lord(hip. 

Count.  Who  waits  there  ?  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  III. 

Before  William's  Cottage. 

Enter  Rochefqrt,  Sokokf,  and  other  Indians, 

Roche.  Yonder  is  the  cottage  of  my  old  hum-; 
ble  friend,  if  my  fon  yet  lives — -Ha  1  the  Count 
vith  his  people  from  the  fort;  now  my  faithful 
lubjeds  is  the  time  to  fhew  your  attachment  to 
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tne ;  feize.the  County  put  him  into  a  canoe,  and 
paddle  him  back  to  the  Iroquois  country,  but 
hurt  none— *-Sokoki,  I  depend  on  you  to  have 
my  commands  ftriftly  obeyed.  lExin 

Sok.  Soft !  {the  Indians  gather  round  him)  For  all 
King  Simon  fay,  we  will  carry  off  all  de  French 
man,  woman,  and  child,  we  can  catch,  becaufe 
they  take  from  us  our  hunting  and  fifliing  coun- 
.M. Will  fo. 

GW.  Now  lie  hid  on  face  among  man-groves, 
and  when  Chichikou  give  fignal^  whoop,  all 
fpring  like  rattle-fnake. 

Sok.  Dis  way  {theyjieal  off.) 

Enter  W ATT LEy  witbbaJketSi 

Wat.  So,  I've  made  a  good  market,  loft  two 
baskets  and  fold  none,  that  monkey fied  Count 
to  fend  for  us  upi  and  then  kick  poor  people's 
ware  about — Ay,  that's  what  makes  my  mafter 
look  fo  difmal — I'll  trim  thefe  ofiers  ready  for 
him. 

( Takes  up  ofurs^  Jits  on  the  ground  and  begins 
fo  cut  the  leaves  and  twigs. ) 

Enter  the  Count,  the  Marquis,  Pomade,  Chi- 
chikou, Servants,  and  Peasants.  . 

Count.  You  know  your  orders,  fet  fire  to  each 
quarter  of  this  ^beggarly  fcoundrel's  patrimony 
as  he  calls  it.  {to  his  Servants)  a  reptile  !  dare  to 
difpute  my  power  and  pleafurc  j  I'll  not  leave  a 
willow  on  the  marlh. 

Wat.  What's  that !  my  matter's  Ifland ! 

Count, 
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Count.  Such  trees  as  cfcape  the  fire,  level  vnnk 
your  bill  books. 

Wat.  The  man  that  touches  a  twig,  FU  letd 
with  my  bill-hook,   {brandijhes  ii) 

Enter  William. 

WIL  What's  the  matter  here  ? 

Count.  Once  for  all,  relinquiih  your  right  id 
the  ifland  ?  {to  Williamy 

Wil.  Sir,  I'll  firft  relinquifli  my  right  to 
breathe. 

Count.  You're  the  moft  unmannerly,  ftubbom^ 
the  moft  impudent  Plebeian 

Wil.  For  afferting  the  priviledges  of  a  man  ? 
I  don't  envy  you  the  luxuries  of  life,  and  yet 
you*d  deprive  me  of  it's  fcanty  neceflaries. 

Count »  My  Lord,  did  you  ever  hear  the  like? 

A  Nobleman  of  my  rank  brav'd,   his  purpofe^ 

fruftrated   by  the  obftinacy  of  a  defpicable,  raf' 

cally,  mechanic — Speaks  to  me  covered  too  ! 

[Snatches  Williams'  hat  off^   and  throws  it  on 

the  ground.) 

Wil.  My  diftrefs  banifli'd  refpeft. 

Wat.  Diftrefs  banifties  refpefl. 

{Takes  up  the  hat,  puis  it  on  bis  own  hi  ad  and 
flruts  before  the  Count. ) 

Mar.  Count,  you  marry  no  niece  of  mine  ? 

Count.  My  Lord  ! 

Mar.  You  don't  indeed  ! 

Count.  Let  me  tell  you,  my  Lord,  a  breach  of 
engagemrnt,  to  a  man  of  mydiftinftion 

Mar.  You  are  diftinguiftied  by  fortune  j  the 
man  you  wrong  has  the  fuperior  diftinction  of  a 
noble  mind  \  he  Ihines  in  poverty  like  a  fiar  in  a 

dark 
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danknighr^  and  your  wealth  and  title  is  a  fpaci- 
ous  cathiedral,  illuminated  wit;h  a  rufli  taper! 

!/:JVat.  {Surveying  the  Count)  A  rufh  !  A  farthing 
tandie. 

Mar.  Count,  Til  fuppofe  you  divefted  of  your 
fine  trappings,  and  you  apd  that  poor  Balket« 
maker,  whom  you  now  defpife  by  fome  unex- 
peded  reverfe  of  fortune,  thrown  together  on 
%  defolate  coaft,  we  fliould  then  fee  which  of  you 
would  prove  the  better  man  of  difiinftion. 

^  Count.  Obey  your  orders  !  {calling  off,)  Quigkl 

,   X  Snttr  Claudinej  {kneels  to  the  Count.) 

Clou.  Oh,  Sir,   I  befeech  you,    do  not  ruia 

this  harmlefs  young  man  ;  do  not  as  you  love  me. 

Count.  X^y^\  Oh,  Ma'am,  but  I  lofe  the  ho« 

flOF.Qff  your  hand — Obey  you  fcoundrels ! 

;--:i^rhe  ijland  is/eento  blaze — Chichikpu  yells^  the 

>,  V  Indians  rujh  in  with  loud  cries ^  feize  and  hurr^ 

off  all  but  Bhom^  tt^ho  runs  into  William's  cot^ 

tage^  and  Wattle,  who  ef cafes  at  the  oppejitefuie. ) 


ElfD  OF   THS  FIRST   ACn 


VOL.  II  *i 


S$4  THB  BASKBT  MAmt. 


ACT    II. 


SCENE  h 

hjlde  of  William's  eottaia 
Wattk.  {without) 

Hollo  !  Any  ravages  here  ?  {Enters)  llow 
lonefome  our  poor  cottage-^what's  to  become  of 
me  ?  Return  to  vaj  regiment,  Vm  (hot  for  a  defer- 
ter;  here  IVe  nothing  to  eat^  and  follow  my  mailer, 
Vm  eaten  myfelf— I  will  follow  him  tho' — Pll  get 
my  muiket,  and  pack  tip  our  cloaths  in  my 
knapfack.  {Exit. 

Enter  Rochefort. 

Rocbe.  Then  the  poor  old  Bafket-Maker,  with 
whom  I  left  my  fon^  is  no  more.  To  prepare  my 
child  for  his  hard  fortune,  as  I  defired  the  honeft 
owner  of  this  cottage,  I  find  brought  him  up 
as  his  own,  and  initiated  him  in  his  hutable  oc- 
cupation— 
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cupation— poor  boy  1  he  has  had  here  bat  cold 
comfort,  whilit  the  fnfignificant  ufurper  of  his 
right,  revcPd  in  every  luxury— without  a  friend 
too !  but  friendihip  flies  the  poor  n>an's  dwdUnn^ 

AIR.— ROCHEFORT, 

WHeii  keen  advertty  affidls,. 

In  penury  array'd ; 
On  fnends  we  calU  but  firiendilup  fails^ 

Wken  moft  we  want  its  aid. 
In  partial  fortune's  fanihine  wsirm« 

How  can  the  rich  behold ; 
The  hoofders  head  abide  the  ftorm. 

Yet  keep  a  heart  fo  cold. 

Jte-enfer  Wattie,  wiib  JCnapfad,   Mujketj  and 

Cartouche. 

Wai.  An  Indian  I  go  out,  or  by  the  ILord  Vl\ 
blow  your  dirty  vifage  thro*  the  window,  if  you 
attempt  to  run  away  with  me. 

Jtocbe.  Dontfear,  FU  protcft  you. 

Wat.  Arm'd,  I'm  iny  own  protestor. 

Roche.  Where's  the  young  man  that  liv'd  here? 

fFat.  Your  fwarthy  friends  haye  claw'd  him 
up«T>Ha,  ha,  ha !  in  the  midft  of  my  forrow  fox- 
mailer,  I  can't  help  laughing,  to  think  how  neatly 
they  picl^'d  up  the  Count  too— the  hawks  darted 
down  and  fwoop'd  him  while  he  was  ftrurting  be- 
fore our  doQr-^Ha,  ha,  ha !  fiand  farther  off 
whilft  I  laugh. 

Roche.  Then  my  Iroquois  have  exceeded  their 
orders  j  J  (hudder  for  my  fon's  fafety. 

Waf.  Begone,  or  I'll— no  !,  then  take  my  goods 
ofF  my  hands.  {Flings  a  bajket  at  him,  then  with 
rafidity  throwng  nwre,  and  ftHl  ii^king^  them  from  a 

»  25  a  heaf^ 
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heap^  difarvers^  Bloomy  who  lay  bid  under  them — Jbi 
firieks. ) 

Go  out,  get  along,  begone,  or  I'll  pelt  you  back 
to  the  Devil. 

Bloom.  Oh !  what  will  become  of  nnc  ? 

Wat.  Hark'ye,  walk  off  quietly,  or  TU  throw 
a  girl  at  you. 

Bloom.  {^Seeing  Rocbefort^  runs  in  terror  to  Wat- 
tle.) Oh  dear.  Sir,  with  your  muflcet,  be  fa 
kind  as  to  ihoot  him  out. 

Wat.  A  lady  gives  the  word,  and—    (prefents) 

Roche.  Hold! 

Wat.  Why  I  tkink  Td  beft,  till  I  know  how  to 
tiDkill  you  again,  {lowers  his  piece) 

Bloom.  Ah  poor  Lady  Claudine,  and  the  Maifv 
quis,  and  my  mafter. 

#  Wat.  All  gone  with  mine;  we'd  beft  follow 
them :  what  can  we  do  here  ?  the  whole  counu:y's 
deferted,  all  fled. 

Bloom.  No  home !  nor  frierjds  ! 

Roche.  rU  conduft  you  to  your  friends:  ^ny 
boat  \i  moor'd  here  among  the  fedges :  determiqe, 
I  muft  return  quick,  to  prevent  the  dangers  the 
captives  may  be  expofed  toj  will  you  venture 
with  me  ? 

Wat.  I  was  venturing  without  you,  but  come, 
my  dear. 

Bloom.  I  go  into  a  boat  with  a  wild  man  !  ah  ! 
ijunsoff.) 

Wat.  Silly  fool!  put  your  paw  in  my  'hand. 
(Jhakes  hands  with  Rochefort)  A  barbarous  ugly 
face  to  be  fure,  but  as  harmlefs — Pll  truft  you,  if 
you  will  bring  me  to  my  mafter — or  if  you  prove 
a  falfe  guide,  I  can't  rifk.my  life  in  a  better  caufe 
than  in  trying  to  fcrve  my  benefactor. 

AIR 
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AIR  DUET.— Roc mEORT  and  V^attlu 

Wat.  Unto  me  tell  you  favage  inan» 
What  is't  you  mean  to  do  ? 
^och^.  rU  take  yon  in  py  little  bpatj 
tt^at^      You  nominate  canoe> 

WMlc  the  flaunting  gale, 
l^hi.   Sball  fill  ^h/s  SaBPing  fail, 

We'If  tifF  fw«iet  Choeminaboee. 
Both.  While  the  flaunting^  &c. 

Wat.  What  kind  of  wife^  kind  favage  man* 

Oh,  can  vou  get  for  me? 
R»cbt.  With  crimfon  fo^reheadj  golden  cheek. 

And  teeth  of  ebony. 

Like  a  trout  can  fwim. 

And  can  tame  the  tiger  grim« 
Wat.  With  this  here  twig  then  tamed  ihe  ihall  be, 
fiotb.  While  the  flaunting  gale. 

Shall  fill  the  flapping  fail. 
We'll  tiff  fwcet  Choeminaboee. 

{^A  thunder  Jiortn.) 


SCENE  IL 

A  Foreji  in  the  Iroquois  Country. 

(The  Storm  encreajes) 

Indians  in  Ouncily  Ot ch^gkoo  prefiding. 

^Viftant  Jhouts) 

Sok.  {wi/bout)  Bring  in  prifoner. 
Otcb:  Oh,  here  come  Spkoki^  dat  did  go  tip 
river  wid  our  King  Simon. 

£nter  Soroki. 

Sok.  Vi  have  brought  dc  prifoHcr,  tut  Chichi- 
kou  have  de  more* 
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Otch.  In  fear  Huron  nation  take  op  hatdiet, 
while  King  Simon  away,  country  men,,  have  made 
me  dere  chief,   {Sokoki  does  homage  to  Otcbegroo.) 

Enter  Indians  with  Count  Pepin  an4  William 
prijbners^  Otcheghoo  ^n^  Indians  looi  Jome 
time  at  tbem^  tben^  with  a  loud  yell^  raije  their 
clubs  and  (advance* 

Count  P.  Ohs  heaven  defend  me!  iRuns  behind 
William,  who  fiands  ereSl,  and  with  undaunted 
eompofure  looks  at  them  i  tbey  Jlop  and  gaze  on  bin^ 
with  ivonder.) 

Otfh»  He  look  brave  man,  and  no  fear  death. 

fp^iJ.  Tis  mercy,  when  fallen  into  a  miferable 
captivity,  yet  friends,  my  death  can  do  you  little 
good,  my  life  no  harm,  it  niav  he  ufeful  to  you, 
give  me  leave,  and  I'll  try.  (Bo^uT  with /ubmtlJion^ 
JwiUs^  and  entreats  their  patience.  Steps  ajidcy  and 
pulls  reeds ^  gra/s^  and  wild  flower Sy  Jits  on  thejiump 
of  a  tree^  and  begins  to  weave  them — the  Count  JiiU 
crouching  behind  Jf^illianh  Jings — the  Indians^  by^ 
degreesy  approach^  lift^ny  and  look  on  his  wort 
with  curiojity  and  fdea/urei  having  fitijbed  the 
wreath y  he  ri/eSy  and  advancing y  places  it  on  Ot- 
CHEGROo's  bead.  During  this  the  Count  fneaks  be^ 
bind  a  trecy  Otchegroo  looks  greatly  pleafdi 
walks  folemn  and  pompous.) 

Otch.  Be  it  fine  crown  ? 

Sok.  Very  fine  and  beautiful,  pretty  handibme. 
^'■^Tbey  all  look  with  admiration  at  the  crown^  then 
make  much  of  William  ;.  Soicoki  paufesy  runs  and 
drags  the  Count  from  behind  the  tree^  then  pulls 
grafs  and  reeds ^  which  be  gives  to  him).  Here, 
weave. 

Count.  What  are  tticfc  for,  my  dear  fellow  ? 
{tsambling.) 

Soi. 
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Sok.  For  you  to  weave  me  fine  crown. 

Count.  Weave  I  I'm  no  weaver !  I'm  a  gentle- 
man* 

Sok.  Gentleman !  vat  be  dat. 

Count.  Wbyj  Sir,  a  gentleman  is-— a  me,  what 
I  am. 

Otcb.  But  what  can  you  do  ? 

Count.  Do !  don't  I  tell  you  Tm  a  gentlemaOj 
and  do  nothing* 

Otch,^  Den  de  gentleman  be  good  for  notting, 

Soi.  Knock  him  brain  out.  {They yell  and  raije 
their  clubs.) 

Cdunt.  Oh^  my  fweet  friend,  fave  me  I  {Runs 
Mind  William.) 

/f^tl.  Hold !  (/^  the  Indians)  you  miftakc,  I  am 
but  a  poor  mechanic,  and  owe  even  my  fubfiftencc 
to  the  labour  of  my  hands ;  if  you  confer  favors 
on  your  captives,  they  are  more  properly  due  to 
him  who  is  far  my  fuperior  in  birth,  rank,  wealth, 
and  education*. 

Count.  So  t  am  gentlemen,  the  lad  tells  you 
very  true ;  If  ever  we  get  back,  my  dear  boy,  I'll 
make  you  fuch  amends ;  you'll  fee  what  groves 
you  ihall  have  a  garden  of  pine  apples,  for  your 
marfliy  fwamp  (apart  to  William)  hem  !  {recovering 
bis  importance)  yes  my  honed  wild  bucks,  as  he 
fays>  trades-people,  like  him,  are  low  vulgar 
bourgeoisi  a  different  fpecies  from  us,  they  are 
born  only  to  make  and  weave^  and  do  and  contri* 
bute  to  the  eafe  of  us  noblemen. 

Otcb.  While  you  do  nothing  ? 

Count.  Oh,  yes,  I'll  (hew  you  what  I  can  do, 
{throws  him/elf  into  a  fencing  attitude)  ha,  ha! 
what  think  you  of  that  {Jings  a  Jbort  Jlrain)  or 
that }  or  {dances  and  fings^  in  the  midft  of  whick 
Sokoki  pujbes  bim.) 

Sok.  Vat  tink  you  of  dat. 

Qtu§f^ 
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Count.  Ha,  ha,  ha!   Very  comical,  pleafimt^ 
What  infernal  favages. 

Ouh.  But  what  beufe  in  all  dis  ? 

Couni.  Ufe  !-^'tis  ufeful — ^and  'tis  ufed  when 
wc  ufe  it,  (confu/ed) 

Sok.  Knock  him  brain  out.  (they  rai/i^  their 
clubs) 

Wil.  Stop,  as  you  fecm  to  approve  of  my  poor 
efforts  to  oblige  you,  befides  that  little  coronet,  I 
can  make  you  many  other  things  that  you  may 
find  of  real  utility,  I  ihall  want  a  perfon  to  pull 
and  bring  me  the  neceflary  materials,  in  fuch 
cmploynnrnt ;  tho'  he's  not  inured  to  work^  this 
,  gentleman 

Count.  Say  man.   {apart) 

Wil,  This  man  can  be  of  fervice  to  me  if  yott 
will  fpare  his  life  ? 

Ouh.  We  fpare  him  for  you. 

Count.  My  beft  fellow,  {apart  to  William) 

Sok.  And  he  fhall  be  your  fer^ant. 

Courtt.  Eh,  how — what,  fervanc  I 

Sok.  No  !  knock  him  brain  out. 

Count.  Hold,  hold,  I  will  be  any  thing* 

Sok.  Vat  he  have  fo  fine  cover,  he  no  deferve, 
you  (hall  have  his  fine  cover  cloaths,  we  ftrip  him, 
and  put  on  him  bear  (kin ;  do  no  fiand  cry 
prate.  Go  wait  upon  your  mafter.  (gives  him  a 
bilU-hook) 

Count.  Mafter  !  ay,  now  this  low  bred  rafcal 
will  pay  me  home  in  kind,  [ajide) 

Otch.  Build  a  good  houfe  trom  de  fun,  and  de 
rain,  make  him  foft  bed  of  bever  hair,  and  put 
dis  big  bear  fkin  over  to  make  him  warm*  (gives 
me  be  had  been  fitting  on  to  Sokoki)  Catch  de  white 
bird  for  him  eat^  de  fly  bird  for  him  fong,  fiih 
for  Goberques,  and  cook  him,  good  Sagamity, 
draw  de  maple  wine,  fipg,  dance,  every  ting  to 

make 
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make  pleafure  for  de  great  good  man ;  (to  WiUiam) 
and  him  flave  there  can  eat  what  him  teave,  and 
lleep  at  door  of  him  houfe.  (to  thi  Count) 

Count.  '*  Eat  what  him  leavej  fleep  at  him 
door !"  Oh  that  I  had  been  brougbc  up  a  car? 
penter  )   plague  of  my  fencing'^matter ! 

Wil.  Your  next  favor  is  to  fearch  for  the  lady, 
that  I  underftand  was  feized  ;  grant  h^r  kind nef$ 
and  protection — Come  Count,  don't  dcfpond, 
tho*  fortune  has  unexpefkedly  reverfcd  crur  fitua- 
tion,  I  piali  ftili  remember  you're  my  fellow  crea^ 
ture. 

Count.  You're  very  good— Oh  that  I  (bould 
live  to  be  told,  and  even  as  a  compliment,  that 
Pepin  Comte  de  Montemart,  Baron  dela  Bombe 
P'orgueil,  Vicomte  de  Ribambelte,  and  Che- 
valier de  la  Toifon  D'or^  19  fellow  creature  to  a 
balkct-maker. 

SoL  Go  to  make  your  Mifla  bed.  (^fujbes 
Count) 

ift.  Indian.  Go  to  build  vour  Maflfa  houfe* 

2d.  Indian.  Go  to  catch  your  Maffa  filh.  (^huftr 
ling  him)  '     .\ 

Sok.  Gotodpvi}.   {fujhes  himpff)    ^ 

[£Miunt^ 


SCENE    II. 


4notUr  fart  of  the  Foreft. 
Enter  Bloom,  weeping  j  her  drefi  difimdered^ 


^  What  a  fool  was  I,  to  venture  back  into 
VOL.  II,  2  A  pur 
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our  houfe  to  look  after  my  dre(s»  and  fo  fall 
into  the  hands  of  the  favages>  that  ft  ill  lay  lurk-> 
ing  about  there  i  here  they've  brought  inc,  and 
tho'  I've  flip*d  from  them,  yet  where  (hall  I  run  ? 
Hide  in  the  bufhes^  I  may  be  bit  by  fome  terrible 
ferpent;  got  no  change  of  cloaths  i  in  two  days  I 
fliall  be  a  favage  myfelf :  oh^  how  it  wou'd  com*.* 
fort  me  to  fee  the  face  of  any  body  I  once  knew 
in  a  chriftian  country.  Ifind  now  we  never  fct 
a  proper  value  upon  a  man  till  we  fland  in  need 
of  their  afliftance.  I'll  lie  down  and  cry  myfelf  to 
death.  ^    ^ 

AIR. — Bloom. 

Ah  me!  well  a  day.  Oh !  what  fhall  I  do  ? 

Surrounded  by  danger^  diftraftcd,  diftrefs't  | 
I'm  cold,  wet  and  weary,  and  hungry  too. 
My  eyelids  are  heavy,  yer  dare  not  I  reft : 
All  helplefs,  afraid. 

Defend  me  who  can; 
Sure  never  did -maid. 
So  wiih  for  a  man. 

The  earth  is  my  toilette,  the  fountain  my  glaft. 
How  ftick  a  pin  right,  or  how  fettle  my  cap ; 
My  couch  a  green  bank,  there's  a  fnake  in  the  graO, 
A  Lion  may  lay  kis  great  head  in  my  lap. 
All  helplefs,  afraid, 

Dfefend  me  who  can ; 
Sure  never  did  maid. 
So  wilh  for  a  man. 

Enter  Chichikou.    (in  Indian  drefi) 

Ah  !  Who's  that ! 
Chi.  Bloom  !  " 

Bloom.  Oh  joyful  moment,  my  dear  fweet  man  ! 

Charming 
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Charming  Chichikou !  my  beautiful  Chichikou ! 
How  glad  I  am  t?o  fee  you, 

Cbi.  You  miftake,  you  no  know  me. 

Bloom.  Not  know  my  dear,  kind,  fellow  fer- 
Vknt !  but  why  did  you  throw  off  your  livery  ? 

Cbi.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  Me  no  fellow  fcrvant.  When 
me  at  home,    you  call  faucy  inopudent  favage. 

Shorn.  I  beg  your  pardon :  I  was  then  too  well, 
to  know  myfelf  or  you.  (weeps)  Dear,  fweet  Chi- 
chikou, dont  let  me  be  kill  d  by  your  country- 
men. ' 

Cbi,  As  you  in  diftrefs,  I  forgive  you.  Love 
Chichikou,  him  will  fHh,  hunt,  fighty  die  for  you. 

K\K^Chichik$u. 

Chichikou  if  you  no  love. 
Wild  thro'  the  woods  him  pat  about  inad» 

What  fweet  Bloom  I  prize  above. 
Your  cheek  to  touch  my  lippy  be  glad  i 

You  white  lady  of  the  grove. 
With  Iroquois  much  gamy  be  had, 

Nifakai, 

We'll  have  Babilouchins^ 
JckouefTensu 

Noutchimon  papi. 

Shell  fifh  claw  I  from  de  rock, 
I  hunt  de bear,  tho*  him  have  long  nail; 

Like  young  chick  maccaw  fhall  flocks 
Fall  (howers  of  peach  in  every  gale. 

You  ihall  eat  de  fine  peacock 
Before  de  fun,  him  fpread  a  fine  tail. 

Nifakai,  5(C.  &c. 

Exeunt. 


3  ▲  a  SCENE 


i 
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SCENE  lit' 

A  thicket.' 

Claudinb  dijcover^ d \aJUep)  bound  to  a  Tree.  So- 
*     KOKi  and  another  Indian  fleeping  atfome  diftance. 

Bows  and  arroms  and  the  Calumet  lying  on  the 

ground* 

Mnter  Wattle. 

Wat.  So,  Tve  got  a  pretty  foufing,  muft  go 
upon  the  water  with  an  Indian,  might  as  well 
hop  ofF  the  top  of  a  church  with  a  crow,  our 
bdat  ovcrfets,  and  Mr.  Savage  very  compofedly 
Ikims  over  the  waves  to  a  comfortable  dry  rock, 
Ihakes  his  ears,  slnd  hey  off  into  the  woods.  How 
I  landed,  I'lti  fure  I  don't  know, except  I  was  flap'd 
on  (hove  by  the  fin  of  a  ihark ;  I've  loft  ray 
fowlingrpiece^  or  I  think  I  might  breakfaft  on  a 
parrot  this  morning,  (looking  about,  fees  Claudine) 
Odfo,  I've  got  into  a  lady's  bed-chzlmber,  afleep! 
bound  !  poor  foul !  pleafe  heaven,  you  fhall  have 
liberty,  if  there's  any  edge  to  a  fobacco  knife. 
(takes  out  a  knife ^  going  towards  her^  fees  one  of 
the  Indians,  jiar ting  back,  fees  the  other.)  I  now 
might  kill  thefe  fellows,  but  for  two  things,'  my 
tobacco  knife  is  blunt,  and  I  Ihould'nt  like  to 
be  kiird  myfelf  in  my  fleep;  they  flian't  kill  me 
awake  tho'.  {takes  the  bows  and  arrows)  PUhide 
thefe  in  a  bufh.  Eh,  this  is  the  calumet,  with 
this  I'm  fafe — for  my  mafter  told  me,  once  one 
can  get  an  Indian  to  fmoak  this  pipe  with  us, 
they  have  never  been  known  to  hurt  a  body 

—good. 


THE  BASKET-MAKER.  365 

.--^g6od  to  have  (bmething  elfe  in   one's  hand 
tho',  [Exit  with  the  Calumet  bow^  (^c 

Enter  William. 

Wil.  I  am  glad  to  get  a  m6ment's  breath  from 
my  new  friends,  they  have  almoft  fmothered  me 
with  kindnefs--^the  poor  Count— unlefs  protefted 
by  me,  they'll  certainly  put  him  to  death.  Ha  ! 
who's  here,  (feeing  Claudine)  Heavens !  the  young 
lady  that  I  faved  at  the  Montreal  Ferry ;  (he,  too, 
was  my  kind,  tho'  unfuccefsful,  advocate  with 
the  Count !  how  lovely  !  can  flcep  attend  fa 
dreadful  a  fituation.  {unbinds  her^  Jhe  wakes) 

Clau.  Who's  there  ?  It  is— the  fpirited  young 
man — muft  I  twice  owe  my  life  to  you  ?  Every 
circumftancc  fince  the  Indians  feized  me,  ap- 
pears a  dream,  and  now  I  doubt  if  I'm  yet 
awake. 

IViL  Fear  nothing  Madam,  I  can  receive  no 
higher  fatisfaftion,  than  to  promote  your  happi-« 
nefs,  though  t  owe  the  Count  but  few  obligations, 
it  gives  me  plcafure  that  I  can  rcftore  you  to 
him. 

Clau.  As  I  flatter  myfelf  its  not  your  wi(h  to 
difoblige  me,  I  beg  you'll  not  mention  him. 

IVil.  Madam,  I  underftood— — 

Clau.  That  a  marriage  was  to  haVe  taken  place 
between  us,  fo my  welUmeaning uncle  intended: 
Oh  heavens !  but  my  own  danger  has  made  me 
forget  him  all  this  time.  Sir,  find,  relieve,  aififi: 
my  dear  Lord. 

Wil.  ru  anfwer  for  his  fafety,  I'll  feek  him ;  in 
the  mean  time.  Madam,  if  you'll  condefcend  to 
repofe  y ourfelf  at  the  peaceful  aflylum  which  thefe 

poor 
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poor  natives  have  granted  to  me^  I  fliall  efteem 
it  the  gift  of  Heaven. 

Clau.  Well^  mind  no  more  of  the  Count  in  mj 
hearing. 

AIR.-^**Cl  A  VDIK  E« 

My  ancle,  with  a  keart  of  fteel, 

A  coxcomb  bids  me  wed; 
The  paffion  he's  too  wife  to  feel. 

That  fills  my  filly  head- 
While  he  is  old,  and  I  am  yoadg» 

I  fear  it  maft  be  fo ; 
The  tender  heart  will  prompt  the  tongaej 

I  thought  obedience  frank  to  fhew. 

Bat  blufhing  fimper'd,  dear  Sir,  No. 

II. 

Sly  Capid  comes  with  lifping  grace. 

And  '*  fairClaudinc"  he  calls ; 
He  peeps,  and  o'er  his  cherub  face, 

A  flaxen  ringlet  falls. 
The  boy  prefents  a  charming  youth. 

With  fprightly  gay  addrefs ; 
"  Mifs,  do  you  like  him,  fpeak  the  truth*' : 

The  que^on  gave  me  fuch  didrefs, 

I  blaih'd,  and  fimper'd,  fweet  boy,  yes. 

Re-enter  Wattle, 

Wat.  rilfcthcrat  liberty,  tho'  I  lofe  nny  flcin 
for  it;  the  Devil— Gone!  thofe  black  gentlemen 
then  have  conjured  her  away  without  getting  oflf 
their  pillows — if  you  are  wizards,  take  that,  and 
gucfs  who  gave  it  you.     {Strikes  them,  and  Exit.) 

Sok.  {Starting  from  Usfleep)  Fury  !  why  you 
give  me  pat  ?  take  back.  {Jlrikes  Indian.) 

Indian.  Me  no  pat  you  ;  take  back  whafme  no 
give,     {Strikes  Sokeki)  my  bow  and  arrow  gone ! 

Sok. 
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Soi,    The  Calumet !    where  be— 1- Come,   we 
hunt  thief. 
Jndign.  Thief!  thief! 

[Exeunt. 


m^ 


SCENE  IV. 


^n  extenjive  profpeSl  in  the  Iroquois  country. --^An  J5?- 

dian  pavilion  near  the  front. 

J^nter  the  Count,  in  a  Bear  fiin^  his  hair  fiill  in 
drejs^  carrying  a  load  of  hewn  branches^  and  a 
vejel  of  water^  two  Indians  with  club4 following. 

Count.  I  will  kind  gentlemen — Ah,  Ciel  I 
Ah,  poor  Pepin !  Tm  a  moft  unfortunate  Noble-, 
man  !  Oh,  dear  !  what  a  figure  I  fhould  now 
cut  in  a  drawing  room  ;  the  Ladies  would  cry, 
what's  that  the  aqcompliflied  Count  Pepin  ?  Oh, 
fie  !  begone  you  fhocking  monfter — thcfe  plaguy 
brutes  will  kill  me ;  tkey  threw  me  into  the  river 
without  ever  a&ing  if  I  could  fwim,  but  when  I 
funk,  all  agreed  I  was  a  lovely  dfver,  there  I 
repofed  on  an  oyfter-bed,  at  the  foot  of  a  coral 
tree,  with  fome  fportive  falmons  fri&ing  round 
me,  like  May  birds ;  but  yon  devil  thinking  I 
ilaid  too  long  below,  darts  do\yn,  and  chop, 
brings  me  up  by  the  ean  Here  they  make  me 
hew  down  great  timber  trees — rthd  only  wood  I 
ever  cut  was  the  cedar  of  my  black  lead  pencil— 
;2nd  carry  water  by  ferkins,  and  heaven  knows 
i  never  carried  any  liquid,  but  my  little  bottle 
pf  £au  de  luce  }  and  all  this  to  furpiih  my  maf. 
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tcr,  the  Bafket-maker's  boufe  yondfr.  (the  In^ 
dians  point  to  the  pavilion.)  1  will,  fweet  Sirs — \ 
find  a  gentleman  is  a  curfed  bad  trade;  I've 
ferved  my  time  to  it,  and  now  here's  my  occu- 
pation. 

{^goes  into  the  Pavillion^  followed  by  the  Indians^ 

Enter  William  and  Claudine. 

Wil.  Here^  Madam,  you  may  remain  in 
fafety,  while  I  endeavour  to  find  my  Lord. 

Clau.  What  a  heavenly  fituation  ! 

WiL  In  this  native  paradife,  fee  the  fweet 
bower  thefe  ferocious,  but  friendly^  people  have 
erefted  forme. 

Clau.  Charming  indeed  ?  A  fit  retreat  for  love 
and  innocence.  [^Exeunt  into  the.  Pavilliqn. 


SCENE  V. 


J  wild  country y  catara£lSj  and  banging  woods  in 

the  perfpe^ive* 

Enter  Wattle,  with  the  calumet^  and  bow  and 

arrows. 

Wat.  They're'  after  me ;  what  the  devil  bu^ 
finefs  had  I  to  meddle  with  them,  where  fliall  \ 
hide  while  they  canter  paft— but  with  thefe  I'm 
equip'd  for  peace  or  war ;  whoever  refufes  to 
fmoak  the  calumet  receives  an  arrow  in  his——* 
\shouts  without)  Who's  that  !  {terrified)  if  it 
fliould  be  a  tiger,  may  be  he  wou'dn't  objeft  to 
a  fociable  whiff. 
.  Otch.    {without)   Who  be  dere  I 

Wat. 
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ff^at.  (Pau/es)  That's  not  an  echo  5  the  deyil, 
that  I  cou'dn't  keep  my  tongue  quiet,  whoever 
it  is  they  nniuft  have  heard  me,  if  I  could  make 
them  think  my  voice  was  an  echo,  till  I  caa 
foeak  out  of  the  reach  of  their  clutches. 

Oicb.  {without)  Be  dere  nobody  ? 

Wat.  **  Nobody**,  {goes Joftl^  behind  a  tree) 

Enter  Otchegroo,'  Sokoki,  and  Indians. 

Sok  V\\  never  ftop  till  I  find  outtief  fleal  my 
bow  and  arrows— I'm  Aire  hear  man's  voice 
juft  now.  , 

OicL  Echo  of  yours,  fee,  ha! 

Wat.  Ha  ! 

Qtcb.  You  hear,  dat  is  plain  echo. 

Sok.  Eh  ! — let  me — Be  you  good  fpirit  ? 
'    Wat.  {In  thejame  tone)  Yes  I  am. 
<    Sok.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  dat  be  your  fine  echo,  {goes 
to  tbejidej  boks  about ^  and  drags  iVattle  forward ) 
How  you  do,  Mr.  Echo  ? 

Otch.  Iroquois,  bow  and  arrow?   {taking  them 
from  Wattle) 

Sok.  Tis  mine,  you  be  tief,  rob  me  when  I 
fLcep. 

Wat.  I  wifli  you  had  never  woke,  {afide) 
'■   Otch.  Where  King  Simon  be  not,  I  be  King; 
I  condemn — ^rin^  in  wpod  for  pile. 

[Exeunt  Indians. 

Wat.  Oh.  the  calumet  will  fave  mc,  {ajld^) 
VJill  your  Majefty  fmoke  a  pipe  ? 

{ojfers  the  calumet. 

Re-enter  iKiyiA^Sy  bringitig  in  flunks  ofwood^ 

Otch.  You  no  ftir. 

Wat.  What  am  I  to  ftand  up  here  like   the 

Monument?  {They  flactf  the  wood  round  him)  So 

yoL.  II.  3  ^  'caufe. 
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'caufe  I'm  a  Briton,  in  honour  of  OiA  England 
you  fiirround  mc  with  wooden  waUs—-:^  pretty 
turned  compliment  this.  Now  I  Ipqk  like  | 
Lion  Rampant  on  a  Datcfa  Halfpenny.  But  pray, 
my  dear  friends,  what  are  you  going  to  do  wit^ 
me? 

Eniit  Indiaits^  with  lighted  Torches. 

Oh  lord! 

Otcb.  Now  fet  jfire  to  woodhp-bum 
ber!  iJVai.  Jhricks) 

AIL  Burn!  Burn!    Set  fire! 

Enter  Chichikov. 

ChL  Is  that  poor  £ngU(hmm  ?«;^StQp  t 

Wat.  Ay^  ftop !  my  dear,  kind  gentlemen  ! 

Chi.  Now  to  make  good  my  pr6mife>  to  my 
fweet  Bloom,  {ft/ide)  By  cpftom  of  couritiy^ 
when  relation  killed  in  battle,  we  have  a  rigbfi 
to  make  prifoner  relation  in  him  room-<— I  d<^ 
daim  bis  lif?,  and  take  this  man  in  place  of  my 
brother,  that  was  kill  in  our  laft  battle  againijb 
Huron  Nation; 

Otcb.  He  have  liberty. 

Wat.  You  favemy  fifpl  my  blefled,  worthy 
Sir.  {the  Indians  nnbindbm^  be  runs  and  embraces 
Chichikou)  .. 

Chi.  You  have  now  eycjry  right,  privilege, 
name,  goods,  houie,  and  all  dat  did  belong  to  my 
dead  brother,  ^ickapdws,  de  warrior. 

Wat.  Huzza  I  'Mind  good' pi^ople,  I  am  now 
Kick-a-moufe,  the  warrior;'  ;» 

Otch.  And  as  you  fl'and  i^  hijs  place,  you  fol- 
fin  all  his  obligatidtis.    ~     '^^^       ' 

Wat.  To  be  fure,  Pll  takp'  my  fill  of  all  the 
obligation  s.  "   ^  '    ^; 

Chis  Den  all  dat  waahis  you  muft  gef;« 


,  ,^dk^  Dem,  was  him  bow  and  arrows :  keep ; 
Acre  now  your's. 

ff^at.  You ' re  very  good.  Sir.  (bows) 

Sok^  He  did  give  .me  fine  bird.     I  pwc  him 
bne,  and  give  yoii.  (gives  a  fowl  to  fFaltle) 
r/Wai   You're  a  very  honeft  man.     Did'nt  no- 
body elfe  owt^  the  dead  gentleman  any  thing  ?    * 

I  ft  Indian.  He  did  lend  me  tunny  filh.  (give^ 
k  fijh)    1  return  you. 

^.  fVat.  Fiih  aiid  fbwl^  I  fhall  have  a  good  din« 
hot  to-day. 

Otch.  I  did  owe  him  fome  toiny  and  pay  it  you. 

Wat.  Eh  !  bread  too,  hcaitye — didn't  I  hear 
you  iay,  fome  gentleman  ow*d  your  brother  a 
couple  of  bottles  oi  wine;  (a^art  to  Chicbikou) 

Chi.  No,  me  no  remember. 

Wat.  You've  a  bad  memory.  Thefe  arc  the 
ihoft  punctual  people.  Well  neighbours,  who 
€lfe  ow'd  any  thing  to  the  worthy  deccafcd,  yoU 
know  paying  yoiir  juft  debts  is  the  higheft  proof 
6f  honefty ;  as  I  always  punctually  pay  mine,  I 
expeft  the  fanie— tbat^s  what  makes  me  fo  exad. 
No  more !  what!  (IiJiem)Comt^  come^  you  woud'nt 
o  to  dfcfraud  me :  Didn't  your  brother  leave 
is  account  books  behind  him.  (apart  to  Cbicbikou\ 

ad.  Indian,  (advances)  Dc  dead  warrior.—— 

Wattle.  Ay  I  that's  right,  \  knew  he  died  pof- 
feiTed  of  more  effeds  and  chattels. 

2d.  Indian.  Dere  was  two  fowls. 

Wat.  Aye,  very  well;  two  large  barn  door 
fowls. 

2d  Indian.  Dat  he  did  owe  me. 

Wat.  You — mean  that  you  did  owe  him,  ah  ! 
your  wild  men  know  fo  little  of  language,  that 
they  will  put  the  cart  before  the  horfe :  Talk  no 
more,  but  pay  me  the  three  fowls. 

2d  Indian.  He  owe  me  two,  but  I  will  take 
onefordepoi*  (takes  it) 

3  B  a  Wat 
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Wat.  Muft  I  pay  Kickamoufe's  debts«  {tQ^i* 

chikou) 

Chi.  Ohycs^  yes, 

Wat.  What,  when  I  never  adminifter'd*  Oh 
Lord  !  now  I  muft  dine  upon  fUh. 

Otcb.  He  did  owe  me  fine  Dolphin  I  did  catch 
fpr  him ;  but  you  will  pay  me  with  tunny  fi(h# 
{iakei  the  fijb) 

Wat.  The  devil !  muft  I  dine  upon  dry  bread, 
and  that  not  gone  to  the  bakers  yet  ? 

Sok.  He  was  in  debt  to  me  of  much  corn. 
intakes  the  corn) 

Wat.  So  then  upon  ftriking  a  balance,  ftarva* 
tion  is  my  fum  total.  Thefe  cursM  rafcals.  {aftde) 
Pray  my  good  people^  didn't  he  owe  you  a  few 
blows  on  the  back. 

Otch*  Dat  put  me  in  de  mind,  he  did  give  me 
once  a  tudap  in  cheek,  I  pay  it  you.  {Jirikes 
Wattle.) 

Wat.  Hold!  Hold!  Any  more fuch debts,  Tm 
fo  generous,  I'll  make  you  all  a  prefent  cf  a  re- 
ceipt in  full. 

Sok,  He  did  vid  Tomahawk  once  take  my  ear. 

Wat.  What  1  {futs  his  hand  up  to  his  ears) 
{A  large  athletic  Indian  fteps  up  to  Wattle  with 

two  hatchets.)    . 

3d  Indian.  If  Kikapous  liv'd  he  was  dis  day  to 
fight  me  vid  hatchet — here,  {^offers  hatchet) 

Wat.  Oh  help!  murder!  {fnatches  a  lighted 
brand,  fiourijhes  it^   and  runs  into  the  Pavilion) 

Enter  Rochefort  in  European   drejsy  with  open 

letters^  and  Indians. 

Roche.  Bring  the  gentleman  with  whom  you 
found  this  packet— Oh  he's  here. 

Enter  the  Marquis  prifoner. 

The  Marquis  de  Chaoi plain ! 

Mar* 
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Mar.  My  old  friend  Rochefort !  Are  lyou  the 
dt'eaded  King  Simon,  the  terror  of  dur  colonifts  i 

Roche.  My  Lord^  ilnce  I  find  by  the  packet 
bere»  that  our  ICifig  had  already  reftor'd  my 
lands,  I  ntioft  heartily  repent  the  violent  meads 
ivhich  I  took  to  recover  them. 
\  Mar.  Ha  !  ha !  ha !  Your  Mtajefty*  smeffengers 
did  handle  us  roughly^  and  only  for  that  young 
man,  {pointing  out)  by  this  they  might  have 
made  foup  of  me. 

Roche.  My  darling  fon  ! 

Mar.  Eh !  What,  young  William  your  fbn ! 
your  hand  my  friend,  I  give  you  joy  j  he's  a 
brave  youth. 

Roche.  I  had  the  difcovery  of  a  poor  faithful 
Englifliman,  it  feems  his  fervant.  {Indian  mujic 
without) 

Enter  William  and  CLADbmfi,  attended  by 
Otchegroo,  Sokoki  and frocejjion  of  Indians, 
with  garlands^  mujicy  ^c. 

Mar.  My  prince,  I  prefent  you  to  your  King, 
and  Sire. 

Wil.  {kneels  to  Rcchefort)  My  father ! 

Roche*  My  child,  adverficy  has  brought  out 
your  noble  qualities,  and  made  me  a  happy  pa« 
rent. 

Otcb.  Gi;eat  man,  dere  is  wife  we  give  you* 
{pointing  to  Claudine) 

Mar.  You  give  I  then  fo  will  I ;  come  your 
Majefty*s  affent.  [Rochefort  bows)  He  fmiles,  the 
marriage  ad  has  palTed  Kin^»  Lords  and  Com- 
mons. 

Wil.  Am  I  fo  Weft? 

Mar.  You'll  not  be  the  only  great  man  with 
a  filly  wife. 

Claud.  Ah  my  dear  Lord,  we  have  fcnfe  for 

thofe 


thdfe  we  like,   and  where  we  do  not  we  cas 
talk,  nonfeqfe. 

P^at  {xtiihout)  Vvt  bafr'd  the  doOr,  Itt  me 
|;o»  Or  ril  burn  t^e  houfe  and  my Telf. 

Enter  from  the  PaviHon  Wattle  wfapt  in  a  hiatus 
Jkin^  runs  and  emSraces  William^ 

ift  tndlah.  Shoot  debear  ! 
Wat.  Oh  my  dear  njafter ! 
Indians.  Sbpat,  fiibot.  {tbiy  Jevel  their  arrows) 

(Wattle  tbrfws  oftAeJiin^ 
tP^at.  Mind  good  people,  I  waffi  iny  hand* 
from  all  affairs  of  Warrior  Kick-a-Moufe. 

*  Enter  Cmtiiitx>v  and  BiooiA. 

Chi.  And  do  you  forget  a  me  now  Blootn  ? 

Bloom.  I  marry  a  pepper  man  !  What  do  yot/ 
take  me  for  ?  Oh  mifs !  my  Lord !— Eh  Wattle 
wasn't  you  drown'd  ? 

Wat.  Noi  were  you  my  dear. 

Enth  Count  Pepii^. 

Ount.  (to  William^  with  hnmility)  Matter^  what 
rods  are  to  be  cut  down. 

Wat.  Mafter— Rods— what's  that?  Oh,  oh, 
oh !  while  Tve  been  fop'd  in  pickle,  and  fmoak- 
ing  the  calumet,  my  employment  is  taken  by— 
what  is  it  you? — then  how  do  you.  Count 
Cockericoo  ? 

Mar.  Count,  in  you  I  was  marrying  my  niece 
to  a  title  without  a  man ;  but  Til  ^ive  her  to  a 
man  without  a  title,  (points  to  William) 

Count.  Indeed!  (looking  at  William)  Ah, 
Sir!  Misfortune  has  taught  me -the  difference 
between  theimaginary  honourof  a  found,  and  the 

real 
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real  value  of  a  generpus  mind.  My  tyranny  ia 
bower  he  has  repaid  with  humanity,  and  his  pre- 
fcnt  kindnefs  wounds  my  fecaxt  fpr  my  former 
jcruelty. 

WiL  Sir,  for  his  life,  (/^  Rocbtfort)  let  him 
enjoy  half  his  eftates,  fince  adycrficy  has  amended 
his  principles. 

Mar.  And  Count,  when  returned  to  the  gay 
world,  tell  the  proud  acconjplifli'd  man  of  fafhion^ 
Jthat  the  beft  maftejr  of  nnatiners,  is  a  wild  favage^ 

Rocb.  And  the  trueft  fchoals  for  civilii^ationj  arc 
the  forcfts  of  America. 

FINALE. 

\ 

Marquisu 

While  y^rt  trip  the  merry  ronnd. 
Merry  roan^  ^o^^  the  woria; 
Come  loxtg  hair  m  fiUet  biouiKl» 
■  '   Qoxne  with  p<Q|ll  woolly  curP^. 
FairyeHovjrV 

Ha&  fellpw; 
Souls  are  all  of  One  colpor ; 
"'^        Thy  brother. 

My  brother ; 
(ohefillhifglafsittlltr. 

.CHORUS. 

Fair  yf Uow»  ftp. 

iThns  athwart  the  lowly  vale, 

'^iin  beams  glance  condescending; 
jHere  when  gratitade  Ihall  fail, 
'    Wi^iam's  life^  date  its  aiding. 

Fair  yellow,  &c. 


^  -» 
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Claudine. 

For  our  lads,  or  clowns,  or  fmarts* 

Let  ourfelves  always  cater; 
You  have  heads,  but  we  have  hearts^ 

And  confult  only  nature. 

Fair  yellow,  Scq^ 

Bloom* 

Hark'ye,  pretty  Chichikou, 

For  my  hand  never  tarry; 
Sir,  what  better  can  you  do. 

Than  your  own  Bloom  to  marry. 

Cn  the  Ceuit.) 

Fair  yellow,  &c. 

Wattle, 

Coufjt,  remember  you're  a  Lord, 

Give  no  theme  for  tittle  tattle ; 
*Pon  my  honour  and  my  word. 

You  ihali  wed  Watty  Wattl^.  {To  BleomJi 

Fair  yellow,  &c^ 
ROCHEFORT. 

Here  I  lay  my  fceptrc  down. 

Friends  from  Mount,  Grove,  and  Dell,  come; 
What  I  prize  above  my  crown. 

Is  a  friend's  hearty  welcome. 

Fair  yellow,  &c. 
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fRiiLOGVS.  1  ' 

WRITTtJr    BY   TkB    kVtHOt, 
SPOKEN  BY  MR.  tlRKlN. 

TO  tOQckon  Antwerp  now»  you  may  Aippofe 
We  mean  to  taller  of  treaties,  bargains,  blows ! 
How  fage  Mynheer*  his  warehoafes  to  cram, 
Firft  tarnM  the  tide  of  trade  to  Amfterdam ; 
How  force  faperior^  could  eftablifh  right, 
.J^Ad  nature's  claim  was  over-ruPd  by  might. 
To  tell,  on  Antwerp's  Change,  that  grafs  is  grown. 
And  Aufbian  fcythes  prepareto  mow  it  down  * : 
Such  modern  fcenes,  you'll  fee  by  foreign  mails 
How  well  they're  play'd  at  Eerlin  or  Verfailles. 

Our  Bard  to-night,  fome  harmlefs  jokes  to  crack 
A  fimple  tale,  two  hundred  years  brings  back ; 
When  Antwerp  Houriih'd  in  htr  pride  and  glory, 
A  Blackfmith  !---You  muft  all  have  heard  the  ilory : 
His  heart  the  forge-— this  prince  of  footy  fellows. 
His  fire  was  love,  for  Ciipid  blew  the  bellows; 
With  hammer^s  clink,  his  throbbing  bread  kept  pace. 
He  look'd,  he  lov'd,  then  wafh'd  his  murky  face. 
This  Flemi&  Vulcan  to  Adonis  turns. 
And  for  his  Flemifh  Cytherea  burns : 
He  wooes  in  vain — the  painter's  mimic  art 
Had  caught  her  father  by  the  ftubborn  heart. 
Bnt  fee  the  magic  force  of  mighty  love ! 
Sublime  and  great !— what  tow'ring  height  above 
The  lover's  hope?— '^a  painter  now  confefs'd. 
Our  Blackfmith  view—and  thus,  fupremely  bleft'd 
By  merit  wins  his  faithful  charming  fair. 
And  uftes  the  fruits  of  all  his  toil  and  care. 

•  Alluding  to  the  political  ftate  of  the  Netherlai^ds  in 

3  c  a  Now 
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Now  Ro3rtl  Windfor,  by  hit  work*  !s  gracM« 
HonorM  that  work  in  Ro3ral  Windfor  plac'd ! 
As  canv^fs  moulders^  and  bright  colours  fade^ 
The  painter^s  fame  muft  feek  the  poet's  aid. 

■ 

If  you  bat  patronize  our  poet's  lays. 
Great  Qy  intin's  art  (hall  flouriih  in  hit  btyi* 


•  The  pianre  of  the  Two  Mifers,  at  Windlbr  Gaftle, 
painted  by  Qgintin  Matfys»  the  Blackliaith  of  Antwerp 
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ore  marked  many  wfaimalcal  aecwiona  from  Qmdcerlam :  w« 
leld  a  prim  young  ickm,  whoae  round  ahoulden  and  fftndglit 
re  early  im>mlae  of  a  goodly  harveat  of  grmTfty,  become  one 
eople  called  Dandlea.  HIa  outward  man  la  ao  trBnamogriAed* 
D  Sarah  and  the  ghoatly  Aminldab  hardly  reoof^nlae  their  hope- 
i.  Hia  hair,  that  waa  wont  to  be  trimmed  after  the  fkahloa 
brino'a  helmet,  rlaea  Into  a  wicked  curi;  bit  beaver  hath  m 
ip  crown  and  a  knowing  brim  j  bit  coat  la  adorned  with  m 
ca,  and  bright  buttona  to  boot  { and  the  glory  of  bit  grsv  hooa 
ed  by  oertain  remnanta  of  broad  doth,  pronnely  called  Wd- 
L  HIa  phyilognomlGal  grmrlty  la  rdazed  Into  a  oonAdenk 
and  hia  "thomaa,  how  doat  likee  do?~  la  fhmUlar  oTooi, 
I  how  are  yon?^  Singularity  la  the  characterlatic  of  a  coz- 
f  the  perttnacioaa  retention  of  the  bearer  be  not  pride,  we  are 
rtain  ft  la  anything  but  humility.  .  Eatemporaneons  nonaenac^ 
bffth  with  all  imaalnaUe  iolemnlty,  la  not  derotkmi  and  an 
Jargon  of  uncouth  phraaea  we  take  to  be  aa  little  aooeptabia 
Tha  aoul  to  aald  to  be  mnalc,— 


"  Sodi  harmony  to  In  Immortal  aoulat 
Bi^  whilat  thto  muddy  Tcatnre  of  decay 
I>oth  groaaly  doae  It  ln«  we  cannot  bear  It.** 

1  of  the  bymitning  of  the  morning  atara— the  music  of  tht 

"  From  harmony— flnom  heavenly  harmony 
Thto  unlTeraal  frame  began  i 

From  harmony  to  harmony, 
Tbroiigh  all  the  compass  of  the  notes.  It  ran. 
The  diapason  dosing  ftill  In  man.** 

Dusle  to  the  faiihfid  an  abomination,  unices  It  be  of  that  co- 
rang  which  Inuca  from  the  rocal  nose  of  the  Quaker  In  hIa 
ts  of  spKrritnal  Inspiration.  The  tumor  mtmmi  can  hardly  be 
d  by  tlUa  peculiar  people  among  the  pomps  and  ranltlei  of 
Id }  Ibr  the  fbrmer  Is  pursued  br  them  with  as  much  seal  aa 
er  to  condemned.  Tliere  to  notnlna  very  remarkabto  In  the 
transition  from  one  extreme  to  ano»er)  from  the  sublime  to 
eukms  |  from  the  decorum  that  strains  at  a  gnat  and  swallowa 
,  to  the  unblushing  eflkontery  that  deaplses  forms,  and  halta 
\o%.  He  who  la  the  constant  observer  of  the  outward  and 
iln,  may  well  lose  slaht  of  the  Inward  and  spiritual  nace.— 

the  business  of  bto  Ufie  to  follow  the  shadow,  how  shall  he 
ocoraeup  with  the  substonce?  It  to  easier  to  desert  a  friend 
doff  a  beaver)  to  break  a  heart  than  an  absurd  custom;  to 
DC  at  all  when  a  rogue  to  to  be  puntobcd,  than  extend  tlmdy 
1  prevent  the  crime.  Commerce  with  the  world  wiU  place 
lentitlons  In  their  proper  light :  the  adult  will  inquire  If  much 
has  been  tan^t  to  reverence  as  humility  be  not  rank  pride ;, 

pharaaaicalbadgc  of  dtotinotioa  that  marks  him  from  otfict. 
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men^  M  arrant  coxcomhryaa  tli«  wildeit  ragaries  of  faahlon**  roCarlM. 
He  will  find  there  It  equal  wiadom  in  the  ancovered  head,  as  in  the 
■conce  which  obitinately  retalna  its  boiver ;  and  as  much  virtue  in 
the  heart  out  of  the  AUness  of  which  the  tongue  speaketti,  as  in  thst 
which  Is  nerer  guilty  of  an  ehnlUtion  to  quicken  its  pulsation,  or  dis- 
turb that  everlasting  monotony  of  countenance  which  belongs  in  a 
peculiar  degree  to  the  Bretluren.  Much  will  he  place  to  the  account 
of  habit,  and  more  to  hypocrisy :  if  he  be  reflective,  be  will  adopt  a 
moderate  reform ;  if  headlong,  he  will  run  to  the  opposite  extreme  of 
folly,  and  become  careless  not  only  of  decency,  but  its  semblance. 
Another  age,  when  the  present  race  of  Aminadabs  are  gathered  unto 
their  fathers,  and  a  Quaker  of  the  primitive  school  sbsll  be  gated  si 
at  a  rata  am§» 

In  the  character  of  Toong  Sadbov,  O'KeefTe  has  exhibited  a  quon- 
dam Quaker  running  into  all  possible  excesses,  yet  preserving  an  oc- 
casional decoriun  of  speech  and  manner,  that  materially  heightens  the 
contrast,  and  adds  to  the  humour.    Without  a  due  sprinkling  of 
Quaker  phraseology,  the  flash  of  Young  Sadboy  had  wanted  relief;  at 
it  Is,  his  swearing  according  to  chapter  and  verse  has  a  droU  efl'ect. 
His  father,  Old  Sadboy,  had  sent  young  Reuben  over  to  Engtand  lo 
transact  some  money  matters  for  the  brethren  in  PhUadel{mia.    la 
his  passage  he  encounters  Csptain  Ambush,  who,  on  their  arrlvsl, 
shows  him  the  town,  escorts  him  to  plays,  operas,  and  masqaetadet} 
ami  so  hopeftil  Is  the  pupil,  that  he  has  already  engaged  a  dandag 
and  a  fencing  master :  his  jrsit  is  succeeded  by  gowiU  !  and  his  mmg 
is  become  gentleman-usher  to  damme  I    The  captain  is  heir  to  the 
title  and  estate  of  his  uncle,  Lord  BelviUe)  yet,  to  try  the  &ith  of  his 
mistress,  Aramlnta,  he  assumes  the  character  of  a  lieutenant,  and, 
under  that  disguise,  wins  her  heart.    Extravagaaoe  has  compelled  him 
to  mortgage  his  house  in  Grosvenor  Street  to  Sbadrach,  on  his  de- 
parture from  America,  and  the  money  having  been  advanced  by  the 
Jew's  London  agent,  Mr.  Chronicle,  the  latter  occupies  it  himself. 
By  an  odd  coincidence,  Mr.  Chronicle  is  paytog  his  devc^rs  to  the 
captain's  mistress,  with  the  consent  and  approbation  of  her  mother. 
Lady  Bounceval.    It  Is  proposed  by  Ambush  and  Young  Sadboy  that 
he  should  give  the  ladies  a  treat  in  his  elegant  mansion  :  this  throwi 
the  old  miser  into  a  terrible  fHght,  from  which  he  Is,  howevo',  le- 
lleved  by  an  ofler  ftt>m  the  captain  to  pay  the  costs;  and  he  revds  is 
the  anticipation  of  deriving  trovx  the  surplus  dainties  more  than  will 
suffice  his  scanty  household  for  a  month  to  come.    Now  Chnmide 
was  formerly  a  partner  in  the  house  of  Old  Sadboy  In  PfaUadelphk; 
but.  having  become  a  defiuilter,  he  (reversing  the  rogoe's  rule !)  had 
run  away  to  England,  leaving  his  infimt  daughter  in  the  eare  of  Ut 
mUron,  and  changed  his  name  from  Primrose  to  Chronicle.    Dinih 
Primrose  is  beloved  by  Young  Sadboy ;  but  the  match  not  flndiag  Ci> 
vour  in  the  sight  of  old  Zachary,  she  Is  banished  flrom  his  roof,  aad 
sent  to  seek  an  asylum  in  England.    During  her  voyage,  she  becoais 
acquainted  with  Shadrach,  who  steals  her  trunk,  with  the  hope  thai 
by  rendering  her  destitute,  he  might  the  more  easily  accomplkh  her 
dishonour.    Shadrach  is  the  depositary  of  Chronicle's  secret;— as 
his  arrival  at  the  Swan  with  Two  Neclcs,  a  meeting  takes  place  b^ 
tween  the  two  old  rogues,  when  the  name  of  Dinah  Primrose  liaar 

?lre8,  and  raises  the  curiosity  of  Chronicle.  Can  it  be  his  daughter? 
'o  lull  his  ittsplcions,  Shadrach  trumps  up  a  story  of  a  trick  that 
Dinah,  In  conjunction  with  himself,  had  plotted  to  play  offopoa 
Chronicle.  He  next  applies  for  lodgings  In  the  house  of  Mn.  Mliie- 
fleur,  and  prudently  inquires  what  young  gentlemen  there  areoo  the 
premises.  At  this  moment,  the  uproiuious  Reuben  chants  lostilf 
anything  but  an  anthem.    His  vUlany  soon  diacovcrt  itaelf  lo  the  1 
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pie  Dinah,  who  has  looked  upon  him  aa  a  star  deputed  by  Provldenoe 
to  guide  her  in  a  strange  land.  He  makes  proposals  from  which  she 
recoils  with  horror;  the  liebrew  grows  bold— she  screams,  and 
breaks  from  him.  Young  Sadboy  enters ;  Shadrach  accuses  him  of 
Impertinence,  and  having  understood  that  Quakers  never  strike  again, 
▼entures  a  blow ;— but  that  which  Is  good  should  be  returned  ten-fold : 
the  blow  is  repaid  with  interest. 

The  arrival  of  Old  8adboy  from  America  adds  to  the  general  bustle. 
The  Quaker  is  exceeding  wroth  at  the  imputed  gaieties  of  his  son. — 
"Why  sojoumeth  he  at  the  west  >— Why  doth  he  shine  in  gold  and 
silver? — Why  drinketh  he  wine  from  the  vineyards  of  Burgundy? — 
Why  driveth  he  in  a  gig  ?— Why  doth  he  ride  in  one  Tim- whiskey  ? — 
He  proceeds  to  rummage  his  closets  after  vanities ;  and,  beholding 
the  tawdry  wedding-suit  of  Chronicle,  mistakes  it  for  the  garment 
of  Reuben,  and  resolves  to  make  it  a  burnt-offering.  Shadrach  art- 
ftilly  fixes  the  theA  upon  Dinah,  and,  to  follow  up  his  villany,  intro- 
duces a  bailiff  to  arrest  her  for  money  lent.  The  debt  Is  paid  by 
Young  Sadboy,  who  recognises  in  the  intended  victim  his  oeloved 
Dinah  Primrose ;  and  Chronicle,  who  has  occasionally  exhibited  some 
redeeming  qualities,  beholds  his  long-lost  daughter.  The  Hebrew, 
buffittted  on  both  sides,  is  glad  to  escape  with  a  whole  skin. 

The  intelligence  that  the  poor  lieutenant  has  suddenly  become  a 
imrd,  turns  the  tide  against  Mr.  Chronicle.  Lady  Rounoeval,  consi- 
dering that  a  peer  of  the  realm  is  a  better  husband  for  her  daughter 
than  «  wealthy  stocl^obber,  discards  him  without  ceremony;  and 
Araminta  is  rewarded  for  her  constancy,  by  finding  that  the  lieute- 
nant and  the  peer  are  one  and  the  same.  Chronicle  drops  his  assumed 
title,  and  returns  to  plain  Primrose;  and  Old  Sadboy,  finding  that  his 
former  partner  is  rich,  no  longer  objects  to  his  son's  marriage  with 
Dinah.  The  first  intoriew  between  father  and  son  is  ludicrons. — 
Chronicle,  to  prevent  the  disinheriting  of  his  son-in-law,  represents 
him  as  a  pious  lad,  which  r^olces  the  heart  of  Old  Sadboy.  At  this 
moment,  Reuben  reels  in,  habited  in  a  masquerade  dress  :  the  puritan 
is  astounded-  he  will  cut  him  off  with  a  shilling.  The  entrance  of 
Dinah  causes  him  to  relent ;  for  her  sake  he  Is  persuaded  to  pardon 
him,  promising  to  gild  the  union  with  a  plum. 

The  contrast  between  Clod  and  Twig — the  one,  rosy  and  wcU-fed, 
coming  Into  the  service  of  Chronicle,  the  other,  starved  down  to  a 
thread-paper,  going  out— is  exceedingly  good.  The  Incidents  are  well 
managed,  ana  produce  that  natural  confusion  which  arises  from  a 
Jumble  of  odd  characters,  each  pursuing  his  particular  ends,  unex- 
pectedly brought  in  collision  with  each  other.  The  dialogue  is  lively, 
hnd  Bmaclra  of  O'Keeffe. 

We  prefer  Farren  to  the  late  Mr.  Terry  in  Chronicle,  and  Liston 
to  Uarley  In  Clod.    Sputterdash  is  the  character  for  bustling  Jack. 
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SCENE  I.— A  Ckatnitr. 
lODNGi  diteovtrtd  atlttp  «>  a  emieh,  b. — n^ptr  bf/brt 

JuMk.  [mfAokf,  L.]  Mr.  LonngeJ  Mr.  Lounge  I— 
,je,  aye ;  his  mui  U  within  here,  I  lappose. 

^tlerdaak.  \mt»mii,  l.]  Then  I'U  tdl  him  my  mei. 
tge.  [A  bell  ritij/i,  l. 

Jvdilh.  [mtA«iif.]  Mr.  Lonngel     Hang  the  duor,  and 

uig  the  bdl,  too  1  ITie  bell  agaiti  ringi. 

BtUtr  Sfattsbdabb  and  Judith,  l. 

Spa.  Hey  I  what  hSTs  we  mtdiiJght  here  at  noon-daj .' 

Jud.  Ay,  a  Btrani^lirsthii  comrade  of  jonr  muter  leidi. 

Epa.  \LiBtghmg.'\  Ha!  hal  hal  Loange  li  raat aaleep 
rer  hit  breakfut. 

Jvd.  Breakfast ! — 'Iti  hia  nipper  I  Tbere  baa  he  tiept 
rer  it  from  twelTe  o'clock  laat  night,  to  tMi  good  twelve 
'clock  at  noon-day. 

Spa.  Ob,  then,  biamaater'anotyet  oatof  hia  bed,  Inp- 

Jad.  I  don't  know  wboae  bed  he's  in  or  ont  of,  not  I. 
niataigni£eaToartaeeringio,Mr.SpBtterdaih?  Youknow 
B  baa  dept  in  no  bed  ia  die  bonae  theae  flTe  nighta. 

Bpa.  A  good  pleaiant  aort  of  a  Quaker,  Mrs.  Jndy. 

Jud.  A  Qnaker,  d'ye  call  him  ?     My  mtatreaa  lays  he's 

Hnmletonian.  [limd  tnocting,  l.]  Do  yoa  hear,  Mr. 
onnge  ?  [Siatmg  Aim.']  Are  you  aileep  ? 

I/mmge.  Tea,  air. 

[Spstterdiukhiokioiil  of  Ihtmindav.i..  u.  E. 

Spa.  Odio  I  this  ia  Mr.  Sidboy  come  home  In  a  hack  I 

Jad.  [Shaking  Lotmst.l  Will  yon  awake  ?  Here's  yonr 
laater.  [Crm*am  to  l.,  grwnblit^.']  Coiifou|id  the  man 
lat'a  always  upon  a  aob  1  [Bfif,  l. 

Spa,  Aye,  the  matter  has  been  beating  the  ronnda-    A 
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pretty  Quaker!    Hisftither,  OldStdboy,  teridLaiidteitif 
as  e'er  a  Puritan  in  Pennsylvania,  sends  my  yonng  Zaefaary 
here  a  (carefnli  pioiis  yonth)  oter  to  Rngland«  to  tranasct 
some  money  matters  for  the  brethren  in  PliUadelph^  sad 
my  master.  Captain  Ambnshi  a  fellow  passenger  from 
America,  has  been  his  companion  erer  since  thdr  aimil 
in  London.    Egad  1  young  Broad-brim  imitatf  the  captsia 
Tery  successfully,  and  is  rising  by  rapid  degrees  into  a  nsa 
of  pleasure ;  has  been  already  at  two  plays,  one  opera,  three 
concerts — nay,  bespoke  his  dress  for  the  masquerade  ;— 
bought  a  hunter  at  Tattersal*s— engaged  a  danring  and  a 
fendng-master — ^takes  off  his  hat  to  a  noted  dniiiitp    lili 
«' Yea"  is  succeeded  by  "  Zounds  1"  and  his  "  Nay"  is  gentle, 
man  usher  to  a  "Damme!"    Ha!  ha!  ha!   SuchaQukerl 

roumg  Sadia^.  IWUJkoui,  l.]  Nay,  friend,  I  wiU  gi?e 
thee  no  more. 

S^  And  here  the  rery  gentleman  comet. 

Bmier  YouMO  Sadbot,  Judith,  and  Coachman,  l. 

/ml.  [7b  the  QmehnuM.']  Such  impudence !  how  dsn 
you  come  up  stairs  ?  Hare  people  nothii^  else  to  do  thn 
to  dean  after  such  as  you  ? 

Com,  Why,  the  gentleman—— 

KotM^  8.  Nay,  thou  shalt  have  no  more. 

Coa,  Why,  master,  my  fare  is  eighteen-penee. 

y<nmg  8,  Yea,  thou  say'st  an  untruth,  and  art  fall  ef 
guile* 

Cba.  Guile! — ^No,  master;  it's  good  strong  beer  Pfebem 
drinlung. 

r<nmg8.  [Cro§9ingtoc.']  Well,  friend,  bold  thy  besfcr. 

Coo.  My  bearer!  [Laugkmg.]  Ha!  ha!  hal 

Youmg  8.  [Aride.}  I  wiU  giro  him  a  crooked  bit  of  sihcr, 
called  a  sixpence.  [Dn^ie  ii  tnie  kk  kd. 

Coo.  Why,  msster 

Youmg  8,  Another  word,  yon  rascal,  and  I'll  bnak  jov 
Friend,  depart  in  peace. 

Coo.  Damme,  but  he's  a  frolicsome  Quaker  I    [JBrtf,  i. 

y<nmg  8.  Oh,  Spatterdash  I 

ifijpa.  (r.)  Sir,  my  master's  compliment*— he's  juit  ipi 
and,  if  you  please,  will  breskfiut  in  your  apartmenL 

yinrng  8»  When  he  cometh,  I  am  here.  [&ril  ^pslter- 
dath,  L.]  [7b  J^dUk.]  Damsd,  weie  any  fUded  pspcn  1^ 
left  for  me?  m^ 

Jud.  (l.)  Sir!  W^ 

Young  8,  Letters.  li 
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/ml.  Qh,  yet,  tir ;  the  old  gentleman,  Mr.  Cbronidey 
desiret  you'll  cdl  upon  him. 

Yommg  8,  I  call  vpon  him  1  If  I  do»  damme  1  [Seeing 
Lamnget  r.]  My  man  leirant  sleepeth  when  he  ahoold 
watch ;  he  deserreth  many  buffets,  but  'tit  not  meet  I 
•mite  this  Holofemes  myself— yea,  it  shall  be  done  by 
the  hand  of  Judith. 

[Toku  her  hand  and  itriket  Lounge  on  thefaee. 

Lounge,  [Bieing  igr.]  Tour  nightcap,  iri  Coming, 
•ir— yes,  sii^-here,  sir— coming,  sir  1  lExit,  n. 

Fotm^  8.  XLooimg  arehlg  ai  Judith.]  Damsel,  thou 
did'st  smite  hun  sore. 

ML  Yes,  as  my  mistress  says,  this  gentleman  must  be 
m  Muggletooian.  [Bsii,  n. 

Mi'tniir  Spattbrdabb,  l. 
fijptf.  Sir,  here's  my  master. 

Bnier  Captaik  Ambush,  l. 

Fotm^  8.  (r.  c.)  Captain  Ambush,  I  greet  thee  with  a 
bonjour. 

jbnb,  (c.)  Good  morrow  to  your  holiness  I  Spatter- 
dash,  to  your  post.  \Bsit  Spaiterdagh,  l. 

Young 8,  Ohl  hoi  the  windows  oreiiook  the  Green 
Park.  Mrs.  Fink,  thy  Araminta's  handmaid,  is  fond  of  a 
mondngwalk.    Weill  wdll 

Amb,  Why,  I  do  expect  the  little  rogue  there  this  morn- 
ing, that's  the  truth  on't.  Hey !  out  all  night,  Sadboy, 
and  here  I  was  at  home  before  one  1 

Toung  8,  Yea,  I  did  tarry  where  thou  did'st  leare  me. 
Oh,  captain  1  such  a  delicious  girl  1 

jbnh.  Ay,  ay ;  I  told  you  before  we  left  America,  that 
the  beauties  of  London  would  soon  make  you  forget  poor 
Dinah. 

Toung  8.  Forget,  Nay  1  though  my  Cither  would  not 
suffer  me  to  take  Dinah  Frimrose  to  be  the  wife  of  my 
bosom,  because  her  fiither,  his  old  friend  and  partner  in 
trade,  had  gone  off,  and  left  her,  as  it  were,  an  orphan  on 
hie  hands,  yet  I  cannot  drire  the  damsel  from  my  mind. 
But  what  the  devil  would  you  hare  a  youpg  fellow  like  me 
do — my  reason  Heating  on  Burgundy,  my  neart  melting  with 
the  wax  candle  of  lore,  and  a  Uiumping  purse  in  my  pocket, 
hgj  ?  [OgiferingJ]  Yea,  with  the  weight  of  much  gold,  waa 
m  J  pocket  weighed  down  1 
J    jinb.  Ohy  Sadboy  t  my  heart  is  light  as  a  feather  of 
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Cupid's  wing.  Presently  you'll  see  little  Pink  tripping  up 
the  Mall,  and  slip  me  a  letter  full  of  delidoos  words  like 
fruit  upon  a  China  dish,  and  served  by  the  white  han^  of 
Araminta! 

VourngS.  But  'tis  certain,  thy  uncle  Lord  Belville,  will 
soon  sleep  with  thy  forefathers ;  and  as  thou  wilt  then  hare 
his  titles,  why  still  conceal  thy  name  and  quality  from  the 
maiden  Araminta  ? 

Amb,  To  prove  her  heart,  as  I  would  wish  it  pure  and 
disinterested.  Did  she  know  me  to  be  Ci^itain  Ambush,  and 
next  heir  to  the  title  and  estate  of  Belville,  1  migfatsuppose 
her  mind  capable  of  a  sordid  view ;  but  her  conslBnt  af- 
fection to  me,  in  this  assumed  character  of  poor  Lieutensat 
Godfrey,  banishes  every  doubt  of  her  sincrity. 

Young  8.  Ay,  I  suppose  this  was  the  reason  thou  so- 
joumest  in  these  lodgings  with  me,  rather  than  return  to 
thy  own  house  in  Grosvenor  Street. 

Amb,  It  is,  though  I  am  now  enabled  to  redeem  itfimn 
Shadrach,  the  Jew,  to  whom  I  was  obliged  to  mortgage  it 
on  my  departure  to  America.  But,  Sadboy,  pray  tell  me,  ii 
not  Chronicle  the  name  of  your  American  agent  ? 

rnmgS,  Yeal 

Amb.  What's  his  character  ? 

Young  8.  Character  1 — Who— Chronicle? — ^Themostsn- 
ridous,  stingy  old  scoundrel,  that  ever  imprisoned  a  yeilov 
boy  I — I'll  give  you  an  instance  :  being  ill  t'other  day,  a 
bottle  comes  from  his  apothecary,  but  the  apprehenaioB 
of  having  to  pay  for  it,  banishes  his  sickness ;  and,  sooner 
than  have  it  lost,  he  persuades  his  servant  that  he  does  noC 
look  well,  makes  the  poor  fellow  swallow  the  dose,  and  stopi 
the  money  for  it  out  of  his  wages. 

Amb.  Yes,  'tis  the  same.  Only  thfaik  of  that  old  fellow 
paying  his  addresses  to  my  Araminta ! 

Young  8.  Old  Chronicle  circumvent  thee  with  thy  An- 
minta I  Poh  !  poh  1  thou  shalt  douse  his  head  againittbi 
waU. 

Re-enter  Spattebdabh,  l. 

8pa.  Sir,  the  gentleman's  coming  up  the  walk. 

Young  8.  Yea,  yonder  he  Is,  in  a  white  muslin drmiad 
pink  ribbons. 

Amb.  Then  tell  that  gentleman,  I'll  be  with  him  isuK- 
diately ;  and— d'ye  hear,  Spatterdash  ? 

8pa.  Sir! 

Amb.  [7b  8adbog.]  It's  time  for  me  to  inquire  sboit 
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e  in  Groftvenor  Street:   it  seems  Shadrach  the 
has  taken  the  liberty  to  let  it  during  my  absence. 
'ivng  8,  Peradyentmre,  Shadrach  has  torned  it  into  a 
)gue. 

[To  Spaiterdath,]  Step  up  to  Grosvenor  Steeet, 
bring  me  the  person's  name  that  now  occupies  my 

[Eantt  R. 
Yes,  sir.  [Exit,  l. 

Re-enter  Lounob,  l. 

.tge.  Want  me,  your  honour  ? 
''''  Young  8.  I  did  command  the  little  one  to  bid  the  coach- 
man come  unto  me ;  but  do  thou  desire  him  to  take  two 
J^orses  out  of  the  stable,  and  buckle  them  with  leathern 
thongs  unto  the  vehicle,  with  four  wheels,  and  let  them 
draw  it  to  the  porch  of  my  dwelling. 
Loufiffe,  I8tarinff.]  Sirl 

Voting  8,  Zounds,  you  rascal !  order  the  coach  to  the 
door.  [JB^tf  R.,  /ollotved  by  Lounge. 

Enter  Pink  tmd  Spattbrdash,  l. 

'  PtfiJ^.  But  did  you  tell  him  what  a  hurry  I  was  in. 

Spa*  (r.  c.)  I  did,  my  duck ;  and  he'll  be  here  presently, 
my  chicken  1 

Pink,  (c.)  Have  done  with  your  ducks  and  your  chickens  1 
Where  is  he^  I  say?  I  have  a  letter  for  him. 

Spa.  From  your  mistress,  Araminta  ?  Let  me  kiss  the 
dear  hand. 

Pink.  You? 

Spa,  Only  as  proxy  for  my  master. 

Pt Ait.  Kiss  a  lady's  hand,  and  another  lady's  lips  iiT 
company  1  Oh,  you're  a  pretty  proxy  for  a  captain  in 
lore!  Lord,  if  my  old  lady  misses  me — I  protest  I  must 
nui  home  again. 

Spa,  Oh,  you  mercenary  baggage !  I  guess  the  cftuse  of 
your  hurry  to  see  my  master :  you  slip  a  letter  into  his 
hand,  and  he  slips  a  guinea  into  your's. 

Pink.  Thank  you  for  that !  Captions  as  not  so  ready 
with  their  guineas,  I  promise  you. 

Spa.  True,  Mrs.  Rnk ;  my  master  and  I  are  returned 
^■om  the  wars,  without  either  a  gold  chain  or  a  wooden  leg. 

Ptnk,  Yes,  you're  a  pair  of  poor  devils,  I  believe ;  but 
liking's  all ;— for  Miss  Araminta  would  have  your  master,  if 
she  was  a  general's  daughter,  and  he  a  little  drummer-boy. 
I  don't  know  if  it  will  be,  though ;  for  her  mother  insists  she 
shall  marry  Mr.  Chronicle,  the  rich  old  stock-broker. 
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^S^.  A  rich  rival  I  Then  we  miift  let  ov  bran  againit 
hii  gold,  Mrs.  Pink. 

Atk,  Yes,  if  brass  conld  do  the  woric,  I  read  snocess  in 
your  forehead,  Mr.  Spatterdash.  But  how  I  stand  pratiiif 
here  I    What  keeps  this  plaguy  Captain  Godfrey  so  ? 

8pm.  Captain !     Master's  only  a  lieutenant,  Birs.  Fink. 

Pink.  Well,  well;  lieutenant,  ensign— every  one  of  them 
that  mounts  a  bit  of  scarlet,  and  eighteen-pennyworth  of 
black  ribbon  in  his  hat,  must,  of  course,  be  a  captain.  Oh  I 
they  are  great  officen,  to  be  sure ! 

Spa,  Yes,  yes,  we  are  prodigious  great  officer*a  to  be 

Re-enier  Captain  Ambush,  »• 

Amb.  (b.)  March,  sirrah  I  [Bjni  SpaiterdaMh^  i..]-* 
WeU,  Mn.  Pink  I 

Pimk,  Lord,  sir  I  here  have  I  waited  ever  so  Umg  I 

Amb,  A  thousands  pardons,  my  dear. 

Pmk,  A  letter  from  my  young  lady,  sir. 

Amb.  [Reading.']  **  Git^flreyr*  So,  she  has  not  yet 
discovered  that  I  am  Captain  Ambush,  and  still  signs  her- 
self my  Araminta  i     Oh,  my  sweet  Pink  1  [J^Mer  Aer, 

Pmk.  For  shame,  sir ! 

Amb.  [Reading.]  '*  Mamma  ineiiti  thai  I  iJkaU  eUg  ai 
home  ikie  evening^  to  entertain  that  odioui  Mr.  Ckromele.^* 
How  unlucky  I 

Pink,  True,  indeed,  sir ;  and  you  can't  think  how  veied 
my  poor  young  lady  is,  to  be  dissappointed  of  your  agree- 
able company. 

Amb.  Poor  thing  I  pity  her  1  But  Pink,  do  you  know 
where  this  Mr.  Chronicle  lives  ? 

Pink.  Oh,  sir,  he  has  a  fine  house  in  Grosvenor  Street 

Amb.  Grosvenor  Street  1  An  odd  place  for  a  stock- 
broker! 

Pink,  Yes,  sir ;  and  such  a  stingy,  miserable  old  deril, 
too  !  He's  just  crept  out  of  a  dirty  hole  about  the  Royil 
Exchange,  and  now  he  has  began  to  court  Araminta,  sets  ^ 
for  a  great  gentleman.  But  you  can't  think  sir,  whit  a 
fiivourite  he  is  of  my  old  lady's,  because  he  has  made  aU 
his  money  in  business  !^-she  imagines  too  that  marrying  ber 
daughter  to  him  is  only  putting  her  money  out  to  use,  tint 
she  can  soon  call  it  in  again  wHh  interest,  aa  Mr.  Chroniofe 
has  not  long  to  keep  even  his  own  money  from  those  who 
have  a  heart  to  spend  it. 

Re-enter  Spattsr0A8h,  l. 

8pa.  Sir,  it's  one  Mr.  Chronicle  that  Uvesin  yourkoaie 
in  Grosvenor  Street. 
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Amb,  My  Tery  rival !  Gad,  this  is  pleasant  enough  ! 
I  hope  Sadboy's  not  gone  out  yet.  IGoing,  r. 

Plni.  Sir — sir !  Mr.  Godfrey !  my  young  lady  will  ex- 
pect an  answer  to  her  letter. 

Amb,  Answer ! — Oh,  1*11  answer  it. 

Pink,  Lord,  sir,  she's  so  impatient,  and  so  particular!—- 
Give  me  some  token  that  you  received  it,  and,  perhaps, 
that  may  satisfy  her. 

Amb,  Token  1— -By  this  token!  [Ktssmg  her.l  That's  aU. 

[Exit^  R. 

Pink.  That's  all?-— Then,  if  that's  aU,  it's  bad  enough.^ 
Poor  Spatterdash  has  nothing  else  to  give,  therefore  a  kiss 
from  him 

Spa,  [Kisting  her,"]  You  are  welcome  to  1 

Pink,  Marry,  hang  you  1  yon  have  taken  the  captain's 
token  back  again.  But  I  despise  such  tokens !  No,  no ; 
give  me  a  little  round  bid  of  gold,  and  keep  such  tokens  for 
my  mistress — ^that's  the  way  to  please  us  both.  However, 
my  little  captain,  if  you  always  fight  so,  I'll  ensure  you  the 
victory  in  the  fidd  of  love.  [JBjretfft/,  l. 

SCENE  11.—^  Chamber  at  Lady  lUnmeeffoPi. 

Enter  Abaminta  and  Ladt  Rounceyal,  b. 

Ara,  Indeed,  madam,  I  cannot. 

LadyR,  Cannot,  Araminta!  Oh,  I  wish  your  dear 
father  was  alive,  you  would  not  have  said  such  a  thing  to 
Sir  Ralph  Rounceval. 

Ara,  TtVLti  madam;  but  my  father  never  enjoined  me  to 
anything  contrary  to  my  own  inclinations. 

Lady  JR.  Ay,  ay,  this  is  the  effect  of  indulgence. 

Ara,  But,  madam,  it  is  so  rude  to  break  my  engagement. 

Lady  R,  And  pray,  miss,  who  is  this  to  whom  you  have 
made  this  very  solemn  engagement  ? 

Ara,  Ma'am,  'tis  a-  a-  a  young  lady  I  promised  to  go 
to  church  with. 

Lady  R,  No,  Araminta,  it's  a  young  gentleman  you  want 
to  go  to  church  with. 

Ara,  Well,  ma'am,  better  to  church  with  a  young  gen- 
tleman, than  an  old  gentleman. 

Lady  R,  Aye,  that  poor,  paltry,  pitiful  Lieutenant  God- 
fr'ey,  I  suppose. 

Ara,  Nay,  madam,  don't  say  that.  [Singing,']  *'  He's 
such  a  charming  fellow  1"  and,  though  he's  not  rich,  my  for- 
tune, with  a  UtUe  content  to  eke  it  out,  is  sufficient  for  two 
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fond  hearts,  who  are  resolved  to  be  happy  in  rain  or  aim- 
shine. 

Lady  /{.  Your  fortune ! — ^Ay,  this  is  the  consequence  of 
your  uncle's  folly  in  leaving  it  to  your  own  disposal  1 

Ara,  Oh,  bless  his  memory  1  he  was  a  dear  little  old 
man  for  that ! 

LadyR,  So,  then,  you  are  determined  to  reject  Ifr. 
Chronicle  ? 

Ara,  [Smffing,']    "  Pan  Is  old  and  musty,  stiff  and  lusty, 
aonr  and  crusty ! " 

LttdyR,  And  will  you  listen  to  this  Lieutenant  God- 
frey? 

Ara,  [Sinying.']  "  Poll  is  blithe  and  merry,  li^t  and 
airy,  as  a  fairy  I" 

Lady  R,  Araminta,  I  insist  upon  your  staying  at  home, 
to  entertain  Mr.  Chronicle ! 

Ara,  ISimymy,']  **  Mamma,  how  can  you  be  so  ill-iuu 
tured?" 

LadyR,  Answer  me  with  ridiculous  songs  I— Is  this  the 
.duty  that's  due  from  a  child  to  a  parent  ? 

Ara,  Madam,  my  heart  was  erer  swayed  by  duty ;  but 
when  you  would  sacrifice  me  to  age  and  avarice,  I  must  own 
duty  gives  way  to  inclination ;  and,  while  gratitude  thanks 
you  for  your  past  care,  prudence— prudence  bids  me  be 
henceforth  the  guardian  ot  my  own  happiness ! 

Bnier  Pink,  l. 

Pint,  Miss  Araminta,  I  —  [Ande,  %ttmy  Lady  Bmmr 
e«mi/.]  Plague  on't!  my  old  lady  here  !^  What  sbill 
I  do? 

LadyR,  Pray,  where  have  you  been  gadding?  what 
have  you  been  about  ? 

Pimk,  Why,  madam,  I've  been  about— -about  the  tom, 
madam. 

Lady  R,  About  the  town,  hussy  I 
[  Ara,  But  where? 

PmJt,  Lord,  miss,  you  know  1  [Apart  to  ArammU.] 
To  meet  Mr.  Grodfrey  in  the  park,  ma'am. 

Ara,  True ;  well  1 

Pink,  [Apart,']  I've  given  him  your  letter,  ma'asL 

Lady  R,  Been  with  letters,  have  you  ? 

Pink.  What  letters,  my  lady  ? 

Lady  R,  Answer  me  1 

Ara,  Give  me  the  answer. 

PmJt,  I've  no  answer,  mies. 


MkwfH 


!7 


8CBNB  II.]     THB  TOUNG  QUAKBR. 


17 


hady  R.  What  carried  yoa  out  ? 

Ara,  [Ap€trt  to  Pink,']  Has  Mr.  Godfrey  sent  no  an- 
swer to  my  letter  ? 

Ptfilr.  [Jpart]  Not  a  line  1 

Ara,  [Aside.]  Unkind ! — I'll  not  see  him  this  erening^. 
[To  Lady  Rounceval.]  Madam,  upon  second  thoughts,  I 
believe  I  shall  stay  at  home ;  and  as  you  seem  to  wish  itf 
I'ye  no  objections  to  Mr.  Chronicle's  company. 

Lady  JR.  That's  my  dear,  good  Araminta !— What  a  ca» 
pricious  child  1  [7b  Pink,]  Attend  me  in  my  dressing- 
room,  good  Mrs.  Letter-Carrier !  [7b  Araminta.]  Now, 
child,  I  beseech  you,  when  Mr.  Chronicle  comes,  receive 
him  with  good  humour ; — ^none  can  be  so  pleasant  as  your- 
self when  you  please.  Ah !  that  sweet  smile — ^the  dimple 
at  the  comer  of  the  mouth,  recalls — aye,  exactly.  Sir  Ralph 
Rounceval !  [Bxit,  n. 

Ara,  Send  me  no  answer  1  [^nging,]  **  Then  banish 
guile  from  my  mind ! " 

Pink.  Lord,  miss !  how  could  yon  betray  a  body  so  ?•— 
Did  I  think  that  you'd  up  and  tell  my  lady  that  I  carried 
'    your  love-letters  ? 

Ara.  Betray  I  —  Has  not  my  unde  left  me  an  indepen- 
dent fortune  ? 

Pink,  Yes,  ma'am ;  but  your  unde  has  left  me  no  inde- 
pendent fortune. 

Ara.  But,  tell  me,  did  my  Godfirey  send  no  Uttle  note- 
no  message — ^no  token  of  love  ? 

Pink.  Yes,  ma'am,  he  did  give  me  a  token. 

Ara,  Where  is  it  ? 

Pink,  [Aside,]  I  must  not  tell  her  it  was  a  kiss. 

Ara,  Quick  1  quick  I 

Pink,  Ah,  ma'am,  his  man  Spatterdash  took  it  from  me. 

Ara,  How  vexatious  ! — Impertinent  fellow  1  his  master 
shall  cane  him.  Oh !  but,  perhaps,  in  hopes  of  a  reward, 
he  took  it  from  you,  that  he  might  give  it  to  me  himself. 

Pink.  Give  it  to  you  himself !  [Lauyhing.]  Ha !  ha  I  ha  I 
Nay,  then,  his  master  would  cane  him  in  good  earnest  1  — 
[A  bell  rings.]  Oh,  dear  I  that's  my  dreadful  summons  1 

[Going,  a. 

Ara.  Pink — ^Pink  I  what  was  it  ? 

Pink,  Why,  ma'am,  it  was —  [The  bell  again  rings,]-^ 
Bless  me  1  I  shall  get  it  on  both  sides  of  my  ears  1 

[Ejnt,  running,  n. 

Ara.  I  do  long  for  this  token  from  my  dear  Godfrey  I 
S  'What  can  it  be  ?     1  wish  I  could  see  his  man  ! 

B  3  [Retires  up^  a. 
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Enter  Spattbroabh,  l. 

Spa.  Where  is  this  Uttle  rogue,  Pink?* •Gad  1  I'ti 
Tentnred  after  her  within  the  enemy^s  lineil  If  BfiM 
Araminta  sees  me,  I  come  with  a  meeiage  from  my  master 
^that's  a  snre  welcome ;  but  if  I'm  known  by  Lady 
Bounoeval,  I*m  tncked  up  as  a  spy  upon  the  next  tree  I 

Ara,  Oh,  as  I  Utc,  hare  is  the  very  person  I  [Comm§ 
forwards]  Sir,  I  suppose  Mr.  Godfrey  is  well  ? 

Spa.  [Ande"]  Godfrey ! — Hang  it  1  I  always  forget  my 
master's  name  1  [7b  Araminta^  bowiam.']  Oh  I  very  well, 
madam,  and  at  your  senrice  to  command. 

Ara.  I  suppose  you  came  with  that 

Spa.  Madam,  I 

Ara,  Wen,  I*m  much  obliged  to  yoo. 

iSjpa.  [AMe.']  Now  for  what  is  she  obliged  to  me  ? 

Ara.  I  hope,  sir,  you  have  brought  it. 

Spa.  Brought  it  1 

Ara.    [Aride."]    How  teasing  1    \AUmd.'\    Haven't  jev 
something  for  me  ? 

Spa.  Madam,  I — {Andt.l  What  does  she  mean  ? 

Ara.  I  see  the  perquisite  must  come  firsL    [Gimmg  km 
money.']  Something  for  your  trouble,  sir. 

Spa.  Very  much  obliged  to  you,  madam,  bat  it's  no 
trouble  at  all. 

Ara,  It  won't  be  so  well  if  my  mamms  sees  yon ;  10 
give  it  me. 

Spa.  What,  madam  ? 

Ara.  Psha !— The  token  ! 

Spa.  What  token,  miss  ? 

Ara.  Why,  that  your  master  gave  my  maid,  and  thit 
you  took  from  her. 

Spa.  Token  that  I  took  from  Pink  !    [Aride.]    Gad,  it 
must  be  the  kiss  she  means  1 

Ara.  Give  it  me  quick  ;  mamma  is  coming. 

Spa.  [Aride.']  Yes,  'tis  the  kiss  she  means  1 

Ara.  Come,  come — give  it  me  1 

Spa.  Madam,  I  fear,  if  I 

Ara.  What's  the  man  afraid  of  ?     Let  me  have  it  t 

Spa.  [Aside.]  By  the  lord,  I're  a  great  mind— Bat  if 
my  master—— 

Ara.  How  proroking  1— Come,  come— quick ! 

Spa,  Nay,  then,  if  it  brings  me  to  tl^  halberts,  hen 
goes  1/  IHe  offen  to  kist  har    §ke  scrsflM. 
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R$-enter  Ladt  Rouncbval  and  Pink,  r. 

.   Ladif  R.  (a.  c.)  Heareiu  I  what's  the  matter  ? 
'  Ara.  (c.)  An  impudent  fellow  1 

Pmi.  (b..)  [AMtde.']  I  fencj  that  Spatterdaah  was  going 
to  gire  her  the  token  1 

Lady  R.  Who  is  he  ?— What  brought  him  here  ?— >What 
did  he  do? 

Ara.  Do! 

Ladf  R.  Who  are  yon,  man  ? 

Spa,  (l.)  Madam,  I  am— Oh,  Mrs.  Pink,  there,  knows 
who  I  am  very  well. 

PimJt.  Me  l-»My  lady,  I  never  saw  the  fellow  before  in 
all  my  life !  [Goet  iqt,  r. 

i^pa.  Never  jaw  me ! 

Ara.  [AiideJ]  She  must  not  know  it*a  Mr.  Godfrey's 
man.  [7b  Lady  Rouneevai.']  Oh,  madam,  this  is  Mr. 
Chronicle's  servant. 

Spa,  [Aride-']  So,  the  mistress  tells  lies  as  fest  as  the 
maidl 

Pink.  [Coming  forward^  l.  —  t^part  to  Spatterdaah.'] 
8«y  yon  belong  to  Mr.  Chronicle,  if  yon  have  any  hopes  of 
forgiveness. 

Ladijf  R.  Mr.  Chronicle's  servant  1  Bnt  what  made  you 
■cream,  Araminta? 

Ara.  Madam,  everything  that  belongs  to  Mr.  Chronicle 
is  enough  to  make  one  scream.  The  squirrel,  yon  know, 
lie  gave  me  the  other  day,  I  took  for  a  rat. 

Lady  R.  Pooh — stuff  1  Any  message  from  Mr.  Chro- 
nicle, sir? 

Spa.  Yes,  ma'am,  his  compliments,  und-^lApart.'] 
What  shall  I  say,  Pink? 

PmJt.  [Apart  to  him.']  Give  the  old  lady  the  tokens- 
she'll  like  it ! 

Spa,  Curse  you!  [To  Lady  Rouneeval.]  Ma'am,  he  de- 
sires you'll  mind  the  engagement. 

Pint.  For  this  evening. 

Spa.  Yes,  madam,  and  he  expects  your  company  at  his 
house  this  evening. 

Pink.  [Aside.]  Pshal  blockhead! 

Lady  R,  Expects  me  at  his  house  ! — ^Why,  he's  engaged 
liere  at  my  house  this  evening !     Here's  some  mistake  I 

Spa,  Mistake!  —  Pray,  ma'am,  an't  you  Lady  Roun- 
ceval? 
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LadyR,   Yes;   but  I  mean,  yon  miut  luiTe  mistook 
jour  message. 
*   Pmk,  [Apart  to  SpaHertUuh.']  Insist  that  you  are  ri|^ 

Spa,  Oh,  madam,  I  insist  thiufc  I  am  right. 

LadyR*  Well,  this  is  rery  strange,  I  protest ;  liar  I  ex- 
pected that  we  were  to  have  his  company  thia  erening,  in- 
stead of  ns  to  Tisit  him. 

Ara.  Well,  ma*am,  you  see  it*s  no  sach  thing. 

Spa,  No,  ma*am,  you  see  it*s  no  snch  thing. 

Lady  R.  Well,  then,  I  mnst  orders  matters  acoordin|^. 
Oar  compliments  to  your  master,  and  we  ahall  do  onrs^es 
the  honour  of  waiting  on  him.  [-^n/t  >. 

Ara.  Oh,  charming  1  This  visit  of  ours  will  put  the  old 
miser  into  snch  a  delicious  confusion  1  how  I  shall  ei^Joy 
it  1  Run  to  Mr.  Chronicle,  my  good  man.  HeaTens  1  I 
forget  the  fellow's  insolent  freedom ! 

Spa.  [To  PtfU.]  Why  don't  you  explain  this  affair  to 
your  mistress  ? 

Pmk.  Here's  poor  Spatterdash,  madam;  I  ask  your 
pardon,  but  since  I  must  own  it,  the  token  the  captain 
gave  me  was  a  kiss. 

Ara.  A  kiss! — Then  pray,  sir,  desire  your  master  to 
give  his  tokens  himself  in  future. 

S^a.  I  shall,  madam.  But  I  hope  you  won't  tdl  soy 
master. 

Ara*  No,  upon  my  honour  1  That  is,  upon  conditions. 
You  know  Mr.  Chronicle's,  in  Grosrenor  Street  ? 

Spa,  Yes,  madam. 

Ara.  Run  there;  I'll  write  a  card  which  you  shall 
carry  ;•— but  mind  that  you  say  you  belong  to  my  mamma. 

Spa,  Madam,  I'll  belong  to  the  Great  Mogul  to  serre 
you !  [Sxitt  L. 

Ara.  Come,  .Pink,  attend  me  to  my  toilette.  This  old 
avaricious  hunks,  I  fsncy,  will  be  the  first  instance  of  a 
lover  being  distressecTby  a  visit  from  his  mistress. 

[&rt/,a. 

Pink.  Yes,  madam,  but  I  fear  you'll  loae  a  lover  by  it; 

for  if  Mr.  Chronicle  gives  an  entertainment  to-night,  he'll 

certainly  hang  himself  to-morrow.  [Exit,  >• 
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S»ttr  Twig  and  Clov,  l. 

7Wg,  Aye,  tje  I  here  foa  are  fixed,  my  bof :  I  go  out, 
and  jou  coma  in.     I  iriih  yon  joj  of  mf  place  1 

Clod.  Jo;  I — Ecod,  yoa  gire  me  cold  comfort!  Bat 
ben't  jon  tanj  to  quit  Mr.  Chronide'i  Mnlca  ? 

l^cig.  Sonrl  I'm  very  glad.  Why,  erery  year  aince 
lie  porchaied  hit  estate  la  Norfolk,  baa  he  InTcogied  a  lad 
up  to  town,  from  one  of  hia  tenoati,  b;  way  of  aerrant ; 
and  when  he  haa  ttarred  him  down  to  my  size,  Anding 
thn'll  bear  hunger  no  longer,  he  euppUea  their  place  with 
A  plnvtp,  velE-fed  fellow,  I^e  younelf. 

CiDif.  Starve,  and  Uts  in  inch  a  foine  bouae  \ 

Turig.  Thii  houH  I— Lord,  It'a  none  of  hii  I 

Ciod.  Not 

TWj,  No. 

Clod.  So,  then,  tbia  is  my  pnrfannrat — to  be  sarring- 
man  to  a  stingy  cnrmedgeon  I  Howsomderer,  as  he  is 
{fiUDg  to  be  married,  things  ipsy  take  t  better  turn ;  and 
since  I  am  come  op  to  town  far  a  sairice,  I  won't  go  back 
■gain  with  my  finger  in  my  month. 

Cknmielt.  [Without,  l.]  Where's  my  new  eerrsnt. 
Clod? 

TSoig.  There's  the  old  rascal — don't  yon  hear  ? 

Clod.  [Sptakmg  off,  i„]  Yea,  sir,  yea — I'm  here,  wait. 
ing  upon  yont  bonoor  I 

Tuiff.  I'll  get  into  mj  own  clothes,  and  leave  my  liTery 
Jot  yon,  my  boy  I  IBxeunl,  ft. 

Btller  CHKOftlCLB,  L. 

Cir.  Where  are  yon,  young  man  ?  'TIs  time  1  was 
dressed  for  my  visit  at  Lady  Soanceral's ;  every  mo- 
ment that  I  stay  is  an  injury  to  my  aweet  Araminta, — 
Let'i  see — my  bncklea  look  doll,  bat  deaning  wean  the 
silver  ;  —  I'll  not  pnt  on  my  olotbes  till  just  stepping  out 
of  docHi,  the  lace  tarnishes  ao  soon.  [Calling,'}  Ig  my 
old  servant  Twig  gone  ? 

itt-enlerTwia,  B.,  dreiied  in  a  targt  mif  nf  plain  chlhtl. 
^     7\b^.  No,  sir,  but  I'm  going. 
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23  THB  TOUNO  QUIKBR.  [aCT  lU 

Chr.  iCttiling.']  Is  my  new  serrsnt  Clod  come  ? 
JU^enter  Clod,  m.,  dreued  in  TV^'t  Uvery. 

Clod.  Yes,  sir,  I  be  come. 

Ckr.  Twig,  you'll  tell  your  friends  how  well  joim'fe 
liTed  with  me. 

IScig.  Ah,  sir,  they'll  see  that  by  these  clothes  I  bad 
coming  into  your  sendee. 

Ciod.  Ecod,  sir,  my  clothes  must  be  let  out,  or  I  shall 
burst  nn  I 

Chr,  No,  no— we'll  have  you  taken  it ;  they'll  be  easy 
enough  in  a  few  days.  If  a  serrant  comes  to  me  dumif 
as  an  elephant,  I  send  him  away  as  sleek  as  an  antelope. 

TSeig,  I'm  off  1  Farewell,  your  honour  1  Now  I  go  ia 
pursuit  of  fortune.  [-Bnf »  ^ 

Chr,  Ay,  ay ;  you'll  soon  eatch  her,  you  dog — ^you're 
in  fine  running  order.  Well,  Clod,  do  you  think  yon  can 
attend  me  ? 

Ciod,  (a.  c.)  Yes,  nr,  yes ;  I  shall  soon  make  a  choice 
Talley  de  shamble. 

Chr,  (c.)  WeU,  let's  see-^iere,  tie  this  crsTat. 

Clod,  Yes,  sir.  \Laugkmg.']  He,  he,  he  1 

Chr,  What  do  you  laugh  at,  sirrah  ? 

Clod,  He,  he,  he  I — ^At  you,  sir ;  don't  be  angry— it's 
only  at  you. 

Chr,  At  me,  you  rascal ! 

Clod,  Yes,  sir,  yes — ^he,  he,  he !  Ecod,  your  honosr*! 
head  in  that  wig  puts  me  in  mind  of  the  white  Uon  in  oir 
Tillage. 

Chr,  White  lion  1  —  Get  along,  you  rascal  I  [Kmoekm§^ 
L.]  See  who's  tbat. 

Clod,  Yfs,  sir,  yes — ^ha,  ha,  ha!  lAridt, gom§,'\  The 
old  white  lion,  for  all  the  world !  [JBri/,  l. 

Chr,  Oh,  you  are  a  devil  of  a  valet,  to  be  sure  1 

Ro-tmitr  Clod,  with  e  Mitr,  l. 

Clod,  The  postman  brought  that,  sir,  but  he  didn't  wk 
lor  an  answer.  [ExUt  l. 

Chr,  [Optnmg  iho  letter,']  From  Shadrach.  [Rmim§,] 
"  Mf  good  Primroet — "  Now,  why  the  deuce  will  be  ad- 
dress me-  by  my  name  of  Primrose  ?  If  this  letter  skosM 
fall  into  young  Sadboy's  hands,  I'm  discoTcred  to  be  Ui 
father's  old  American  partner ; — then  they  may  ccAm  dip 
upon  me  for  tbe  cash  I  was  deficient,  and  all  the  expeaH 
of  my  daughter's  keeping  there  these  twdve  years  part.— 
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[Reading,']  **  I  hear  you  have  been  inquirinff  for  me^~re» 
queet  you  will  give  me  a  call  ai  the  Swan  with  Two  Neeke^ 
Lad  Lane;  ae,  in  my  journey  from  Plymouth,  I  have 
made  an  acquaintanee  with  a  pretty  girl,  my  feltoW'tra- 
veller  in  the  Diligence,  and  am  resolved  not  to  loee  sight 
tfher,  till  she  makes  me  happy,  — Shadrach  Boaz." — 
Well,  I  must  run  to  my  little  Hebrew,  or  he'll  give  up  the 
mortgage  to  Captain  Ambush,  and  I  shall  be  turned  out 
of  tkds  house  before  my  marriage  with  Araminta  is  con- 
summated. Ah  1  how  unlucky  that  this  Uttle  villain  should 
be  so  deep  in  my  private  affairs — ^he  has  such  a  hank  upon 
me  I  [Ceiling  off,\  Where  are  you,  boy  ? 

Re-enter  Clod,  l. 

Clod*  Here's  poor  Clod. 

Chr.  Poor  1  —  Egad,  I  think  you  are  fat  Clod  1 — It's  as 
good  as  a  bad  dinner  to  look  at  you ; — ^you'll  save  me  half 
a  muffin  every  morning,  by  standing  before  me  at  break- 
fast. [Knocking^  l. 

Clod,  Haven't  I  to  open  the  door  now,  too  ? 

Chr,  To  be  sure  you  have,  you  dog ! 

Clod,  Oh,  very  well ;  I  knew  I  was,  and  that  was  the 
reason  I  asked.  [Exit,  l. 

Chr,  Ah,  this  fellow  will  take  a  great  deal  of  fine  fasting 
to  bring  him  down  to  Twig ! 

Enter  Captain  Ambush  and  Youno  Sadbot,  l. 

Ah,  my  Prince  of  Puritans  1  —  Captain  Ambush,  you're 
welcome  to  your  own  house ! 

Amb,  I  thank  you,  sir ;  but,  pray,  what  gave  you  pos- 
session of  my  house  ? 

Chr,  That  which  gives  possession  of  everything^^old. 
'Twas  I  that  advanc^  the  last  money  which  Shadrach  paid 
you  upon  the  mortgage. 

Amb,  But  now  I'm  able  to  redeem  it ;  produce  the  in- 
stmment,  and  the  money's  ready. 

Chr,  Why,  ready  money's  a  good  thing,  to  be  sure,  but 
I  can't  take  it,  you  know :  the  mortgage  was  made  in  Sha- 
drach's  name. 

Amb,  And  where  is  Shadrach  ? 

Chr,  How  can  I  tell  ?  Perhaps  he's  in  Lisle,  or  Spa, 
or  Hamburgh,  or  at  the  Blossom's  Inn.  You  know  he's  a 
^wandering  Jew. 

Young  8,  [Crossing  to  Chronicle,]  Friend  Chronicle, 
thy  hand. 
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THE  YOUNG  QUAKER. 

Chr.  My  haad — there  I 

Voting  8,  IShaJting  ii  three  iimBt.}  Damn  you  and 
Shadrachl 

Ckr.  What  now  ? 

Vtmng  8,  Yea,  I  did  hear  a  pretty  young  man  aay  m 
jost  now,  and  I  resolved  to  tell  thee,  iMt  thou  become  a 
nay  word  in  the  months  of  my  neighbours. 

Chr.  I  don't  care  a  pinch  of  snofiT  for  thy  neighbowi  1 
Why  do  yon  tell  me  of  yonr  neighbours  ?  Go  along,  both 
of  you ;  1  don't  know  what  you  want  I 

Voung  8.  Wouldst  turn  a  gentleman  out  of  his  own 
house? 

Ckr,  (n.  c.)  Yes,  I  would.  Captain,  march  out  of  yov 
own  house ! 

Young  8,  (c.)  [7b  Ambuth.']  Friend,  I  would  not  pro- 
mote B^e,  but  was  I  a  captain  instead  of  a  quaker,  I 
would  kick  that  man-— yea,  wily,  I  would  kick  lum  hard  I 

Chr,  Kick  me  I— Mind,  I  do  no  more  buaineiB  tot  you, 
young  Abednego  1 

Young  8.  No  I— Then,  damme,  I'll  settle  my  alKaiiB  my- 
self, old  Wigsby  i 

Chr,  Aye,  that  you  will,  and  soon,  too.  Oh,  I  wish 
your  father,  old  Zachary,  was  to  see  the  way  you  go  on  I 

Young  8,  C^ytain,  doin't  I  go  on  like  a  gentlottaa  ? — 
Ah,  ah,  old  Chronicle  1  if  you  was  but  to  see  me  danee  a 
pas  de  deux,  or  a  chaccone  1  Zounds,  captain  1  I  wish  I 
could  see  you  once  a  lord,  and  in  your  own  house  here  1— 
A  charming  room  this  for  a  ball— «hey,  old  Chroniole  I 
you  should  cross  OTcr  and  figure  it  1 

ICt^jtering,  and  putting  Chronich  nhrnU. 

Chr,  I  desire  you'll  figure  out. 

M$'9nter  Clod,  l. 

C^od,  Here's  a  person  below  in  a  red  coat  has  a  mcssige 
from  one  Miss  Hariminturs. 

Chr.  Araminta,  you  blockhead  1    Bid  him  send  it  up. 

Clod.  What? 

Chr,  Why,  his  message,  booby  I 

Clod.  I  don't  know  what  you  call  a  message  here,  but 
he's  got  a  little  square  bit  of  pasteboard  in  his  hand,  with 
writing  upon  it ;  and  so,  says  he — ^that's  what  he  said. 

[Art/,  L. 
Chr.  Ah,  that  fellow's  too  fat  to  do  any  good 
three  weeks  1 


•nter  Clod,  l.,  ybltoieed  by  SpATTtBDAgH. 
[To  ^MtlerdatA.]  Sir,  thmt'i  mf  matter  in  th« 

iia*j|  cPOMf*  to  Chronieh,  and  timdt  Aim  a  eard. 

■o  JDS  belong  to  Ladf  Rouncetal? 

fee,  air,  he  taid  he  belonged  (o  Lad;  lUmncefMiL 

'Atide,  going.]  Oh,  the  old  white  Uoa  I   [Lanf/t- 

!  he.  hel  [Bnf,  l. 

8.  [^Aparl  to  Amiutk.]  Th;  mao,  Spatterduh. 

4>t^,  L.}  Mj  muter  herel 

'l.  e.)  Wiiat  are  fou  aboot  here,  urrah  ? 

t.)  What  ii  he  about !    Let  me  tell  7011,  captain, 

)t  like  a  gentleman,  to  abue  anj  ladj'i  HTrant 

ienant !— Why,  thia  it  mjr 

Wain;  lignt  to  Ambnih.]  Yee,  tir,  to  abiue  me, 
'lue  b;  that  lady'i  desire  to  brin);  aboat  on  inter- 
the  gentleman  ahe  lovea. 

je,  air,  with  the  gendeman  she  lona  \  [Aridt.'] 
nighty  pretty  apokeo  young  nan,  and  I'll  gat 
I  haven't  a  liipence  about  me.  [Sfadiag  the 
Lady  Roimenal  priitnii  htr  eomplinttnli  to  Mr, 

Aoiue,  lie  lAall  da  htrtt\f  Iht  honour  <if  paying 
I  Hit  evtniaff,  tmtead  qf  lit  Aappinei*  tAe  Aopr^ 
•inn;  Mim  at  ker't." 

Apart  to  Spallardati.]  Watt  for  me  at  Mn. 
■*.  [Exit  Spalitrdodh,  L. 

one  hare  tMj  erening!  —  Oh,  tha  deiil  1  the 

j'.  What  ii  the  matter,  friend  ChrouUIe  ? 
liy,  famale  caprice  ia  the  matter — diuipation 
I  the  matter  I  Hens,  nben  I  thoaght  I  had  no- 
0  but  to  go  to  Lady  Rounceral'a  nithoot  a  ahil- 
mae.  (for  I  ah'onid  hare  nalked  there  in  my  ga- 
me whimaical  deril  hai  pnt  it  ioto  Araminta'a 
:  (he  moit  come  rattling  up  here  to  my  hooae, 

ly  banae,  if  you  please. 
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Amb.  [Laughing J]  Ha,  ha,  ha !  Well,  then,  to  ayoid 
the  heaviest  imputation  on  a  soldier,  I  will  he  at  the  ex- 
pense of  this  evening. 

Young  S.  There's  a  valiant  captain  for  you  1 

Chr,  Captain  I — A  generalissimo  1 

Young  S.  [Apart  to  Chronicle.']  The  coward  was  a 
good  hint. 

Chr,  [Apart  to  Sadboy,]  Capital  1 — ^There  I  touched  the 
captain  1     Zounds!  what  a  treat  he*ll  make  I   [Aside,"]  The 
things  he'll  lay  in  will  keep  my  family  these  three  weeks. 
-'Amb.  Well,  I'll  go  and  give  orders  for  the  entertain- 
ment. [Ejpitt  L. 

Chr,  Do  80 ;  and  I'll  trot  to  Lad  Lane,*  to  meet  Sha- 
drach. 

Young  S.  Well,  Chronicle,  this  is  a  test  of  human  na- 
ture :  in  vain  thou  didst  offer  love  and  interest, — honour 
is  a  spring  that  actuates  every  English  soldier  1  Isn't  the 
captain  a  brave  fellow.  Chronicle  ? 

Chr.  Brave !  —  He  has  the  soul  of  a  Wolfe  in  the  body 
of  an  Elliot  1  [Exeunt,  l. 

SCENE  II. — A  Parlour  at  an  Inn — a  table  and  two 

chairtf  c. 

Enter  two  Waiters,  meeting,  r.  and  l. 

F^rst  W.  (r.)  Who's  come  in  the  Plymouth  Diligence  ? 

Second  W,  (l.)  [Laying  down  a  email  trunk.]  A  young 
Quaker-looking  girl,  a  Jew,  and  a  naval  officer.  They 
have  been  robbed,  it  seemp,  coming  to  town.  [Looking  off, 
L.]  Oh,  here  comes  the  Jew.  [A  bell  rings,  r. 

First  W.  Coming,  sir — coming  !  [Exit,  r. 

Enter  Shadrach,  with  a  portmanteau,  l. 

Second  W,  This  way,  your  honour.  If  you  please,  I'll 
take  care  of  your  portmanteau. 

Sha.  No,  I  vill  take  care  myself — ^it  is  rather  too  much 
to  be  robbed  twice  in  von  day ! 

Enter  a  Man,  l.,  carrying  a  large  trunk — he  puts  it  down, 

and  exits,  l. 

Ofa,  you  have  brought  my  new  trunk.     Put  it  down,  waiter. 
Did  the  porter  take  avay  my  letter  ? 

Second  W,  Oh,  yes,  sir,  and  is  returned. 

Sha.  If  an  oldish  gentleman,  von  Mr.  Chronicle,  asks 
for  me,  send  him  dis  way. 

c2 
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SAa.  And  yoa  vst  brought  up  in  America  ? 

Dmah.  Yea  I — Mj  father,  by  a  run  of  croii  accident!, 
thoogbt  it  expedient  to  return  to  London;  leaving  me,  then 
an  infant,  to  the  care  of  Mr.  Sadbo;,  ■  wesltby  Qaakerin 
Fbiladelphia. 

Sha.  Sadboy — in  America  I     Vat  ie  yonr  name  ? 

IHttah.  Dinah  PrimroBe. 

SAa.  lAMide.}  ¥e«,  jei, 'tia  she!  [Aloud.^  Where  are 
jour  parents,  mj  life  ? 

Dinah.  1  hear  mj  fti^ier  i»  in  England. 

SAa.  And  hii  name  Frimroie  ! 

Ditiah.  Yea. 

Site.  lAiide,^  She  doesn't  know  be  bath  changed  it  to 
Chronicle.  No,  ihe'U  never  find  him  outl  {Alood.-]— 
Should  jon  know  jonr  father,  my  aweet  one  ! 

Dinai.  Nay,  'tis  ao  long  eince  1  siw  him,  every  idea  of 
hia  person  ia  fled  from  my  memorj. 

SlM.  lAiide,}  Dat'a  goodl  [Aloiuj.]  Hare  yoa  any 
monies? 

JOinah.  Nay,  the  man   that  stopped  onr  carriage,   did 

Sia.  [Aiidt.']  I  am  glad  of  dat '.  [Aloud.]  Ah,  and  the 
rogue  did  take  all  mine,  except  fifty  guineas,  dat  I  put  in 
my  wig.     Ah,  no  ataying  at  an  inn  widont  money  I 

JMnai.  And  where  to  go,  I  know  not. 

SAa.  If  yon  Til  go  with  me,  miai,  I  shall  take  a  pretty 
little  lodging  for  yon. 

IMnaA.  Friend,  1  thank  thee. 

8Ma.  And  1  vill  gire  yoa  a.  draft  for  a  httle  moneys  apoQ 
Mr.  Bnlruah,  one  of  de  firm  of  our  hoase  in  the  Old  Jewry, 
till  yon  can  raid  yonr  father. 

Dinah.  If  not,  hearen  repay  the  kind  benerolence  I 

Sha.  We  most  try  to  get  some  ani^,  neat,  reputable 
place.  Mias,  yoa  must  be  Tery  vary — dia  is  a  very  ticked 
town.  1  know  aS  de  vickedneia  of  dia  town,  and  de  many 
■nsret  laid  to  aednce  such  beautiful,  sweet,  innocent,  lovely 
young  girls  as  yourself.  {_Aiide,}  Yes.  1  shall  have  her  I 
lAloud.]  Mias,  have  yon  any  luggage  ? 

JXnaA.    [Going  «p  1.-1   I  have  a  small  trunk. 

SAa.    [Aiidi.]   Indeed  yon  have  not  I 

Ee-mter  Second  Waitbb,  t. 

Stcond  W.  Sir,  one  Mr.  Chronicle  inquires  for  yoa. 

CAronivU.   [WUhout,  i..']  Where's  my  friend  Shadrach? 

SAa.  Miaa,  yon  had  pest  step  into  de  next  room. 


\ 
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Chr.  Ah  t  welcome  to  (<nra.  Shadiacfa  1    Senurt,  ■>'•■! 
.  Shadneh,  ii  that  the  loTe  iffur  i 

3BO       '   '  sha.  (c.)  Yei,  dU'i  de  goodi. 

Chr.  (L.  c.)  A  fine  firl.  fiith  • 
JX<  »*"*■  ("  )    [7*"  ""  W"'"-  ]    Bring  my  portBoMi 

^^  to  mj  room  ;  it  hu  Duuh  Prunrete  written  ■»•  iL 

rX<  Chr.  \_SMrprutd.}   Dinih  Primroie  I    Son,  thk  cn'l  h 

As  «nj 

'3^  £Aa.   [Piif/w;  Dhuh  mU,  K.]   Um>,  itcp  tnto  dc  KU 

Ti  room,  »nd  I  Till  fitch  jfonr 

Chr.  Hold  I  itopl 
Ska.  Be  qaiet ! 
<y*  CAr.  Didu't  ihe  mentiDn  Diiuh  PrimnMC  ? 

£4a.    [Sillittg  Mm  dinim.-\   Y«,  the  did  ;  ^don. 
frcDiul  fT.  PoitDuntMa  1   I  mo  qd  portnuoteeo,  BM 1 ! 

CAr.  But,  I  MT 

painted  Sha.  I  «*;,  be  quiet — 'tU  ter;  odd  jon  cu'l  be  qaiR ! 

Sit  down,  1  U]r ! — yon  kuoir   I'm  ■  mui  cepabie  <rf  iB 
JOO  cell  rriendsbip. 

Ckr.  Yei,  lou're  a  frieodlj  fellow  enoa^.  in  jov  xf. 

SAs.  I  Till  proiD  mjHlf  joor  tnaoA. 

Chr.  Do. 

Shu.  Yon  saw  dat  foan^  ting  dat  Tcnt  oat-' 

Chr.  What,  the  goodi } 

Shm.  Yei,  shociiing  pad  gooila — ■  great  ragae ! 

CAr.  Indeed!— How'  where.' 

Sha.  At  Pljmouth. 
9  Chr.  At  Plymouth  I     Well ! 

Sha.  In  converutioTt  tid  »me  of  de  goDd-BBtw^  pb    j 

dat  Titche*  where  de  >bipi  are  paid  off Yo«  kov*  in    I 

Y.,-I  J».j»  U.len.  I 

Chr.  Yei.  1  know  yon  do.     Bat  didn't  Ae  — n  L— it  I 
PrimroM— Dinah  Primro»e?  J 

Sha.  Sbedidl    she  did!    I  oTerheaid  the  leheK :  ^ 
.  knowt  ell  apout  jout  dealingi  mid  Old  Sadboj,  de  Q 

■  iu  Philadelphia  ; — she  comci  from  PhOadclpbia. 

CAr.  Tbe  devil  >lic  doei  I 

She.  Yei,  and  yoar  having  a  daoghter  in  hii  ear 

Cii  haven't  lecn  due  twelve  jeaia  ;   and  ihe'a  a 
Ddon  to  (17  to  pau  herself  upoo  JOU  for  tow  te 
I  WB.  ihocked  at  her  riUaoj  ! 
r-  Chr.  I  dare  i*r  JOU  waa. 
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SAa.  Yes,  I  was.  So,  when  I  did  make  love  to  her  in 
the  Dilly — you  know  my  vay,  I  told  her  I  overheard  all  her 
vickedness,  and  that  I  did  know  you. 

Chr,  Then  she  was  shocked,  I  suppose  ? 

Sha.  No,  indeed  she  was  not:  Directly  she  find  I  vas 
your 'friend,  she  proposes  dat  I  should  assist  in  de  plot,  and, 
if  we  had  good  luck,  I  should  marry  her. 

CAr,  And  so  you  sent  for 

Ska.  For  you  to  give  your  consent,  and  den  I  shaU  have 
all  dat  I  vant,  you  know. 

Chr.  [Rising,]  Oh  ho  ! 

Sha,  Vere  are  you  going  ? 

Chr,  For  a  couple  of  constables.     1*11  have  her  secured. 

Sha,  Pooh  !  pooh !     Sit  down. 

Chr.  What ;  an  impostor — a  harlot,  to  think  to  put  such 
a  trick  upon  me ! 

Sha,  Why,  an*t  I  in  the  plot  ? 

Chr.  Yes,  and  the  dvvil  a  bit  the  better  that  makes  it ! 

Sha,  What !  not  when  I  have  warned  you  of  the  impo- 
sition ?     Now  you  shall  be  taken  in  by  it ! 

Chr,  Shall  I  ? 

Sha.  You  shall ! 

Chr.  I  shan't ! 

Sha.  Yes,  yes,  I  tell  you,  as  if  she  was  really  your 
daughter  ;  and,  as  such,  give  your  consent  dat  she  should 
marry  me. 

Chr.  Me  I — I  don't  care  twopence  who  she  marries,  but 
off  she  goes ! 

Spa.  Be  quiet !  You  wouldn't  be  so  unfriendly  as  to 
hinder  my  love  going  on  ? 

Chr,  Well,  weli,-go  on  with  your  love ;  but,  eood,  I  never 
thought  you  so  gall&nt  a  fellow.  But,  Shadrach,  this  thief 
of  a  girl  is  so  very  pretty,  and  so  like  me — just  what  I  should 
suppose  my  daughter  Dinah  to  be,  I  should  certainly  have 
been  taken  in  by  her.     Come,  we'll  go  and  abuse  her. 

Sha.  No,  no :  though  she's  a  rogue,  she's  pretty ;  and 
I'll  never  again  abuse  a  pretty  girl.  You  had  best  keep 
out  of  de  vay,  or  she  may  discover  you  to  be  Primrose. 

Chr:  True,  true ! — Zounds  1  if  I'm  found  out,  and  old 
Sadboy's  son  here  in  town,  he  sues  me  for  all  the  cash  that 
I  was  deficient  in  our  partnership. 

Sha.  Yes,  and  so  you  must  be  cautious.  Yell,  I  must 
go  and  take  a  lodging  for  de  sham  Dinah,  in  some  of  de 
Marybone  buildings. 

Chr.  And  I  must  go  and  prepare  a  grand  entertainment 


32 


THB  TOUNG  QUAEBR. 


[act  IIL 


33o 

Hi 

Ai 

Q 

•  T 

paintp 


that  I  give  this  evening  to  Araminta  and  Lady  RoonceraL 

Ska,  You  give  an  entertainment  1  ILtm^hmff.']  Ha, 
ha,  ha! 

Chr.  What  do  you  laugh  at  ? 

Ska,  *  Cause  I  tought  you  said  you  gare  it. 

Chr,  Yes,  1  give  it ;  but  Captain  Ambush  is  to  pay  for 
it.  I  can't  stand  his  house  in  Grosvenor  Street ;  so  he  gifei 
up  his  present  lodgings  to  me  for  a  fortnight ;  I  marry  Ara- 
minta ;  then  farewell  that  side  of  Temple  Bar,  and  hey  for 
Aldermanbury,  a  snug  box  upon  Hackney  Marsh,  sind  a 
trip  to  Margate  in  the  dog-days  I  IBxeuni,  l. 

END  OF  ACT  II. 


ACT  III. 

SCENE  h'-An  Apartment  in  Captam  Ambuah*9  Houte— 
a  table  elegantly  eet  forth,  with  teveral  bottlee,  tfc. 

Spattkkdabh  dieeovered,  c. 

Spa.  ITahing  up  a  bottle."]  How  comes  this  bottle  im- 
corked  ?  Champagne ! — Oh,  then,  the  sooner  it's  drink 
out,  the  better.  lUfrinhing.']  Ay,  I  must  do  all  this  busincn 
myself;  it's  all  upon  my  brain. 

Enter  Youno  Sadboy,  l. 

Vomng  8,  So,  Spatterdash,  I  see  thou  art  sumptuous  in 
thy  preparations. 

Spa.  Yes,  sir,  I  have  done  my  best. 

Voung  S.  Sparkling  champagne !  brilliant  Bnrgaody ! 
Of  those  will  I  carry  off  three  flasks ;  1  could  drink  four 
were  I  not  a  Quaker. 

fijpa.  The  same  wine  sir,  that  you  and  my  master  dnnk 
at  Willis's. 

Vonng  S.  Oh  !  I've  had  a  bottle  of  each  since  dinner. 

[Knoeiing  without,  l. 

Spa.  I  fancy,  sir,  these  are  the  ladies. 

Voung  S.  Ladies !  Egad !  I  dread  their  presence.  If  I 
drink  too  much,  I  may  come  to  shame.  [Aiide.]  I  did 
offend  my  Dinah  once  by  intoxication.  I'll  pray  cautkiB 
from  Spatterdash.  [Aloud.]  Spatterdash,  thou  know*!!  I 
lore  the  juice  of  the  grape. 

Spa.  Yes,  sir,  I've  seen  your  honour  pretty  hearty. 

Young  S.  Mind  my  words ;  I  do  fear  to  tipple  when  ii 
the  company  of  ladies  ;  for,  after  the  second  bottle.  Bed- 
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zebub  himself  cannot  keep  me  from  running  up  and  down 
among  them,  and  talking  amorous  nonsense ;  therefore,  I 
do  beseech  thee  to  have  an  eye  upon  me ;  and  if  thou  dost 
find  me  making  too  free  with  the  bottlci  do  thou  give  me  a 
hint,  lest  I,  by  drinking,  should  expose  my  folly. 

Spa,  I'll  watch  you,  sir,  and  if  a  hint  from  me  can  pre- 
vent you,  you  shan't  get  tipsy,  I  warrant  you. 

Young  S,  Til  requite  thy  care.  Wine  in  moderation 
giveth  and  imparteth  joy ;  but  the  man  that  is  drunk,  a  wo* 
man  of  sense  despiseth.  [JSortV,  l. 

Spa.  So,  I  shall  have  enough  upon  my  hands  for  one 
night,  where  I  have  two  masters  and  a  mistress  under  the 
same  roof.  Chronicle  thinks  I*m  Lady  Rounceval's  ser- 
vant, she  imagines  I  belong  to  him,  while  Lieutenant 
Godfrey  is  my  real  master,  and  Captain  Ambush  his  real 
name. 

[^Ejcitf  with  a  bottUf  r. 

Enter  Chronicle,  Lady  RouNCBVAL,am7  Araminta,  l. 

Chr,  This  way,  my  lady  I  Yes,  my  lady,  yes,  the  house  is 
well  enough. 

LadyR,  Magnificent,  I  protest.  Araminta,  have  you 
nothing  to  say  in  praise  of  such  a  house — not  even  a  com- 
pliment ? 

Ara,  Praise  I  I*m  quite  disappointed  in  it ! 

Chr.  How  disappointed,  miss  ? 

Ara,  It  contradicts  my  expectations.  Where  could  you 
have  picked  up  such  ideas  of  splendour  and  taste  ? 

Chr.  Picked  up !  I  bought  it,  miss. 

Ara.  Buy  taste  1  [Laughing.']  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Chr.  To  be  sure ;  your  may  buy  anything  in  Ltf^don,  if 
you  have  money  enough. 

Ara.  Well,  you  are  an  elegant  wretch,  that  I  must 
say! 

Chr.  An't  I,  miss  ?  I  made  this  purchase  for  you,  my 
sweet  bride.  [Aside.']  But  luckily,  Pm  not  to  pay  for  it ! 

Lady  R.  Some  very  fine  pictures,  Mr.  Chronicle. 

Ara.  Pictures !  [Aside.]  Bless  me,  the  features  of  my 
dear  Godfrey. 

Chr.  What's  the  matter,  my  angel  ? 

Ara.  Nothing. — Pray  whose  picture's  that  ? 

Chr.  He  in  the  red  coat  ?  Oh,  that's  Captain  Ambush. 
[Aside.]  Must  not  tell  her  he's  master  of  this  house. 

Ara.  Captain  Ambush !  Thank  you,  sir.  [Aiide.]  Ama- 
zingly Uke  my  dear  Godfrey. 
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Enter  Clod,  l. 

Clod.  Sir,  here's  Captain  Rambush  below. 

CAr,  Ambush,  you  blockhead  I  Shew  him  up.  [£n/ 
Ciod,  L.]  Ladies,  you  will  now  see  the  original  of  that 
picture. 

Enter  Captain  Ambush,  l. 

Ara,  (r.  c.)  lAiide,']  Oh,  heavens  1  *tis  my  Godfrey 
him  self  I 

Chr.  (c.)  Ladies,  this  is  Captain  Ambush,  a  rery  clever 
gentleman,  as  you  see,  he  has  a  title  at  his  elbow,  and,  what's 
better,  a  fine  estate  ;  for  Lord  BeWille,  to  whom  he's  next 
heir,  will  soon  waddle  out  of  the  alley.  [Apart  to  Ambmtk.] 
There's  an  introduction  to  a  well-jointured  widow,  yoo 
rogue!  [Aloud.]  Captain,  Miss  Araminta,  my  spouse- 
Lady  Rounceval,  my  intended  mother-in-law. 

Ara,  [Aride,]  What  can  this  mean  ?  But  I  won't  seem 
to  know  him. 

Lady  R.  [Aride."]  A  fine  young  man,  indeed  !   [7b  Am- 
buth,']  We  were  just  admiring  your  picture,  sir. 
Amb,  You  do  me  a  great  deid  of  honour ! 

[Lady  RouneewU  and  Chronicle  retire  up  to  view  tie 
picturett  k.  u.  k. 
Ara.  Pray,  Mr.  Godfrey,  what  am  I  to  think  of  this  in- 
troduction ? 

Amb.  Think  of  it  as  I  do,  and  you'll  make  me  happy.^ 
My  resemblance  to  Captain  Ambush's  picture,  which  ChrO' 
nicle  bought  of  the  painter  who  had  it  returned  upon  hii 
hands^.  put  him  upon  the  thoughts  of  introducing  me  to 
your  mamma  as  the  original,  merely  as  a  piece  of  Tanitj 
to  her,  that  he  is  acquainted  with  persons  of  rank  and  oon* 
dition. 
Ara,  Well,  I  never  saw  such  a  likeness. 
Amb.  Yes,  it's  as  like  as  if  it  was  drawn  for  me. 
Ara.  Well,  Godfrey,  you  haven't  yet  secured  me :  bate 
a  care  1  it  may  be  a  most  unlucky  thing  for  you,  if  this  Cn^ 
tain  Ambush  comes  in  my  way ;  for  I  actually  believe  I  ihill 
fall  in  love  with  him.     If  his  picture  be  at  all  like  him,  bi 
must  certainly  be  a  most  beautiful  man. 
Amb,  How  can  you  flatter  me  so,  my  love  ? 
Ara.  You,  yon  conceited  thing  I     1  mean  that 
Ambush. 

Amb.  [Ande."]   I  don't  like  this  raillery.   [Atoud.]  Mi* 
dam,  I  can  never  be  offended  at  an  partiality  yon  may  kip- 
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pen  to  entertain  for  the  orig:inal  of  a  picture,  which  so  much 
resembles  your  humble  adorer. 

[Chronicle  and  Lady  Rounceval  come  forward. 

Lady  R,  (l.  c.)  I  am  no  connoisseur,  Mr.  Chronicle, 
but,  in  my  opinion,  they  are  very  choice  indeed. 

Chr.  (c.)  A  few,  but  all  good,  madam.  Hey,  Captain  I 
whereas  your  comrade  ? 

Amb,  Who,  Mr.  Sadboy  ? 

Chr,  Aye. — Ladies,  here's  a  cunning  spark  for  you :  he 
carries  a  young  Quaker  about  the  town  with  him,  only  aa 
a  foil  to  set  off  his  pretty  person. 

Re-enter  Clod,  l. 

Clod,  Sir,  here's  Mr.  Badboy  below. 
Chr.  Sadboy,  you  dog  I  you  can  never  remember  a  name. 
Clod,  Yes,  sir,  he  .ax'd  for  Captain  Rambush.    [Baeit,  l. 
Chr,  The  identical  young  Quaker.  A  genius,  I  assure  yon  I 

Enter  Young  Sjlbboy, fbrmally,  l. 

A  young  primitive  I  Ladies,  this  is  Mr.  Reuben  Sadboy. 
[Apart  to  Sadboy,"]  Zounds  1  send  the  Quaker  to  Philadel. 
phia,  and  be  a  gentleman  for  half  an  hour  I 

Young  S,  [Taking  Lady  RouncevaPt  hand,  and  Mhakmg 
it  three  times,']  Friend,  thy  servant  I  [Croesing  to  Ara- 
mintOf  taking  her  hand^  and  ehaiing  it  thrice,]  Young  wo- 
man, I  am  glad  to  see  you. 

Chr,  [Knocking  off  Sadboy^e  hat,]  Come,  unlock  your 
beaver  to  the  ladies. 

Young  S,  [Taking  up  his  hat,]  Pshal  d — ^n  your  non- 
sense, you  old  fool  I     Ladies,  the  man  Chronicle  here  is 
a.  ancient  sinner ;  the  snow  of  winter  is  sprinkled  on  his 
ate,  but  the  wisdom  of  years  enlighteneth  not  his  mind; — 
is  head  is  as  a  ball  stuffed  with  straw  and  covered  with 
ather ;  yea,  my  friend  Chronicle  hath  a  leather  head.— 
ipart  to  Chronicle,]  Oh,  d — ^n  your  leather  head. 
Chr,  Here's  a  fellow !  curses,  swears,  and  abuses  a  man 
icording  to  chapter  and  verse  1     Oh,  you  orthodox  pro- 
gate! 

Lady  R.  A  very  promising  young  gentleman,  indeed  1 
Ara,  What  a  strange  creature ! 

Enter  Spatterdash,  drunkt  R. 

Spa,  Did  you  call,  sir  ?     I've  done  everything ;   I've 
tea  and  coffee  ready ;  and  I've  laid  in  the  wine. 
7hr,  Yes,  yes,  I  see  you've  laid  in  the  wine. 
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^pa.  And  now,  sir,  only  give  your  orders,  and  it  is  done ; 
for  I  want  for  nothing  but  a  pinch  of  snuff. 

{Take$  out  Chroniclers  box. 

Chr,  Here's  an  impudent  son  of Lady  Rounocral,  if  ^ 

he  was  not  your  servant 

Lady  R,  My  servant  1     Isn't  he  your's,  Mr.  Chronicle  ? 

Chr.  Mine  I — Oh,  no — he's  not  mine. 

Amb.  [ArideJ]  I  must  disown  the  scoundrel ! 

LadyR,  Why,  he  brought  me  a  letter  from  you  to-day. 

Ckr,  Oh,  no;  he  brought  me  a  message  from  you,  indeed. 

Ara»  Oh,  lord  1  here's  a  discovery,  I  fear. 

Chr.  This  is  some  thief !  Who  are  you,  sirrah  ?  and 
who  brought  you  here  ? 

Spa.  Sir,  I  am  very  well  known  to  the  ladies.  [Atide."] 
Oddso !  I'm  in  a  fine  humour  for  giving  the  token ! 

Chr.  Who  do  you  belong  to  ? 

Amb.  Oh,  he's  very  drunk ;  let  him  withdraw. 

Chr.  Ajt  ay  1     Get  out  I  get  out  1 

Spa.  No,  I  won't  leave  the  room  1  And  now  I  recollect, 
I  have  business  here ;  I  must  take  care  of  Mr.  Sadboy,  as 
he  desired  me.  [Staggering  to  Sadboy. '\  Oh,  gracious !  he's 
getting  drunk  ;  I  must  take  him  away  1 

Chr.  Come  out,  you  drunken  wretch ! 

Spa.  [Dragging  Sadboy."]  Ay,  come  out,  yon  drunken 
wretch  I 

Chr.  Quit  the  room ! 

Spa.  Be  quiet  1  leave  him  to  me.  Sir,  you  had  be«t 
leave  the  room — you  are  very  far  gone ! — you  know  yon 
asked  a  hint !  [PulU  him. 

Young  S.  Avoid ! 

Spa.  I  can't  avoid  it ;  you  must  come  out  I 

Voung  8.  1  shall  be  dragged  out  in  earnest !  Haikef, 
Spatterdash — you  mistake.  It  was  Mr.  Chronicle  desired 
you  to  take  care  he  didn't  drink  too  much. 

Spa.  Ay  I  what  ? — Now  I  recollect,  so  it  was  I 

Voung  S.  Only  see  the  condition  he's  in ! 

Spa.  Oh,  scandalous  I  He  must  have  drunk  a  great  desl ; 
but  I'll  get  him  off.  [Pulling  Chromde,  l.]   Come ! 

Chr.  What  now  ? 

Spa,  Out  you  go  I 

Chr,  What  is  the  villain  at  ? 

Spa,  Ah,  I'm  a  villain  now ;  but  you'll  thank  me  forthii 
when  you  are  sober  in  the  morning. 

Chr.  Let  me  go,  I  say ! 

Spa.  If  I  let  you  go,  you'U  fall.   [They  all  laugh.]" 
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There,  there !  they  are  all  laughing  at  you.     Why  will  you 
stay  and  expose  yourself? 

CAr.  Help  1  help  I     What,  will  nobody  help  me  ? 

Spa,  An't  I  helping  you  ? 

CAr,  Help,  ladies  and  gentlemen  1  dear  ladies  I 

Spa.  Ladies!  Oh,  now  he's  amorous !  Ay,  ay,  it*s allin 
vain ;  out  you  go  ! 

[^Drags  Chromeleofft  l. — the  rest  exeunt  n.,  laughing, 

SCENE  II.-— ul  Boom  at  Mre.  MiUefiew'e. 
Bitter  Mrs.  Mi£lefl£ur,  r. 

Mre,  M,  Yes,  I  must  give  these  gentlemen  warning. — 
Captain  Ambush  is  tolerably  regular  for  a  gentleman  and 
an  officer,  but  there's  no  bearing  his  companion,  the  young 
duaker:  such  hours  and  doings  in  a  house  would  tire 
the  patience  of  fifty  Quakers.  Oh,  here  he  comes,  and  I 
-will  give  him  it  soundly,  that's  what  I  will  I 

Enter  Young  Sadboy,  l. 

Young  8,  Ha,  ha,  ha  I  poor  Spatterdash,  how  drunk ! — 
1  set  him  to  warn  me  of  the  pit,  and  he  tumbles  into  it 
liimself !  Egad  I  Ambush  has  got  a  fine  house  there.  He 
must  turn  the  broker  out.  Ha  i  Mrs.  Millefleur  I  Thou 
unit  soon  lose  thy  captain ; — but  one  comfort,  I'U  lodge  with 
you,  nobody  knows  how  long. 

Mrs.  M.  Yes,  sir,  but  I  know  how  short. 

Young  S.  ^Calling  oJj^J]  Hallo,  Lounge !  Goliah  !— 
yoicks !  my  beagles ! 

Mrs.  M.  Lord,  sir !  do  you  think  you  are  in  a  wood  ? 

Young  S,  True ;  I  should  not  hallo  till  I'm  out  of  the  wood. 

Mrs.  M.  Then  get  out  of  this  as  soon  as  you  please,  sir. 

Young  S.  Did  the  man  bring  my  masquerade  dress  from 
Tavistock  Street  ?  I'U  go  to  the  Pantheon  in  the  character 
of  Ailexander,  my  old  Sysigambis ! 

Mrs,  M,  None  of  your  gamebitches,  sir  I  I  don't  under- 
stand your  nicknames,  and  I  won't  take  them,  nor  you 
shan't  tear  down  my  house  in  this  manner  \  I'll  not  bear 
such  usage  from  ever  a  Quaker  that  ever  wore  a  head  ! 

Young  S,  That  ever  wore  a  hat,  you  mean.  Hallo ! 
yoicks  I  my  brace  of  beagles  I         [Exitf  r. — Knocking,  l. 

Mrs.  M.  Oh,  my  poor  unfortunate  door  I  how  it  is 
banged  about  from  morning  tUl  night  I 

Enter  Shadrach,  l. 
Ska.  (l.  c)  Nevw  Hoind ;  I'll  go  up  to  her — ^I  must  see. 
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her.     Oh,  here  she  comes !     Oh,  Mn.  Millefleur,  I  kxiev 
you  Tas  at  home. 

Mrs.  M.  (c.)  What,  you  are  come  up  from  Flymoutfa ! 
Welcome  to  town,  Mr.  Shadrach  I 

Sha.  How  do  you  do,  Mrs.  Millefleur  ?  Is  all  yov 
lodgings  full  ? 

ifn.  M.  Why,  no,  I  can't  say  full. 

8ha.  *Cause  I  yant  apartments  for  a  young  lady. 

Mr»,  M.  A  young  lady  I 

Sha*  Oh,  a  very  modest  one,  though. 

Mrs,  M.  Because  you  know,  Mr.  Shadrach,  how  nice 
and  particular  I  am  about  who  I  take  into  my  house. 

ska.  'Pon  my  Tord,  as  Pm  honest  an  man,  'tis  a  yonnf 
lady  of  reputation. 

Mrs.  M.  Oh,  very  well. 

Sha.  But  I  hope  you  haye  no  gentlemen  in  your  house. 

Mrs.  M.  No,  none.  [Aside."]  I  need  not  mention  Cap- 
tain Ambush  and  the  young  Quaker,  as  I  am  determioed 
they  shall  go. 

Young  Sadboy,  \_8mging  without ^  b..]  "  And  a  huntiiig 
we  will  go,  &c.*' 

Sha.  Bless  me,  what's  dat  ? 

Mrs.  M.  Oh,  it's  only  the  maid. 

Young  S.  [Singing  unthout,  n.]  "  And  a  hunting  we 
will  go." 

Sha,  Vat  I  does  your  maid  go  a  hunting  ? 

Mrs.  M.  Maid  1 — Oh,  I  fancy  that's  the  foolish  youg 
Quaker  who  comes  here  sometimes. 

Sha.  De  lodgings  won't  do ;  dey  are  not  de  ting. — Ob, 
here  is  de  lady. 

Enter  Dinah,  l. 

Mrs.  M.  A  yery  pretty,  modest  looldng-body,  tmly.^ 
Ma'am,  you  are  welcome ! 

Dinah.  I  thank  thee,  friend. 

Sha.  No,  no ;  I  tell  you  de  lodgings  are  not  de  tin^ 
dey  won't  do. 

Mrs.  M.  But  they  are,  I  tell  you ;  only  come  and  look 
at  them.     We  must  beg  your  pardon  for  a  moment,  madam. 

Sha.  No,  no,  de  lady  must  not  stay  here,  because^— * 

Mrs.  M.  Perhaps,  ma'am,  you  wish  to  view  the  apart- 
ments? 

Dinah.  As  it  pleaseth  thee. 

Sha.  Well,  let's  see.     Stop  I  do  you  stay  here, 

Mrs.M.  Whatl  stiU afraid  of  th«  Quaker ? 


I 


y 


8CBNB  II.]     THE  YOUNG  QUAKER.  39 

8ka,  I  clon*t  like  hunting  Quakers. 

[Ej^eunt  Shadrach  and  Mrt.  Millejleur,  r. 

Dinah.  This  man  giyeth  himself  great  trouble  on  my  ac- 
count, and  seemeth  to  have  no  other  than  a  righteous  mo- 
tive. What  had  I  done  but  for  his  kindness  I  Yet  my  con- 
science rebuketh  me,  and  sayeth,  Dinah,  take  not  his  mo- 
ney, for  thou  can'st  never  make  a  return.  Heavens  !  what 
-will  become  of  me  ?  a  wretched  fugitive  in  a  strange  land, 
without  a  friend  I  How  unkind  of  Mr.  Sadboy,  to  banish 
me  his  hospitable  roof  I  I  did  not  entice  his  son  to  love  me. 
But,  alas  I  I  shall  never  see  him  more ;  and  even  if  my 
dear  father  lives,  I  know  not.  Affliction  is  my  lot,  and  pa- 
tience my  only  comfoi*t  1 

Re-enter  Shadrach,  r. 

Sha,  [Aitide.']  Yes,  here  I  shall  have  her  all  to  myself. 
[AloudJ]  Ah,  Miss  Dinah  I  'tis  a  very  pretty  place — a  neat 
lodging,  indeed. 

I>inah.  I  am  much  beholden  to  thy  goodness  of  heart. 

Sha,  Oh,  yes,  I've  a  mighty  goot  heart. 

Dinah.  And  humbly  thank  thee,  friend. 

Sha.  Yes,  I  viU  be  your  friend. 

Dinah.  You  shall  ever  command  my  gratitude. 

Sha,  Yes,  I  alvays  expect  gratitude  vhen  I  confer  a 
favour.  As  I  have  given  earnest,  'tis  time  to  strike  de 
bargain.  Now,  my  dear,  listen.  As  you  have  nobody  to 
depend  on  now  but  me,  you'll  never  find  your  father  in 
dis  great  town.  You  have  no  monies  to  pay  your  passage 
back  to  America,  and  here  you  are  in  London  as  poor  as 
Job,  vidout  even  a  change  of  clothes,  as  de  rogue  did 
cut  your  trunk  from  behind  the  Dilly ;  and,  besides  dat,  I 
did  lend  you  monies,  which  you  vill  never  be  able  to  pay 
me.  So,  I  vill  tell  you  how  we  shall  settle  accounts.  I 
vill  draw  a  bill  upon  your  beauty,  which  your  virtue  must 
accept;  you  pay  me  vid  your  honour,  and  den  Cupid,  my  Ut- 
tle  clerk,  vill  give  you  a  receipt,  and  I  vill  stamp  it  vid  a  kiss. 

Dinah.  I  did  look  upon  thee  as  a  star  of  light,  deputed 
by  Providence  to  conduct  me  through  the  vsde  of  adver- 
sity ;  but  I  fear  now  that  thy  goodness  was  but  a  false 
meteor,  sent  by  Satan  to  mislead  me  from  the  path  of  vir- 
tue into  the  wilderness  of  vice  and  infamy. 

Sha.  Oh,  dis  is  fine  talking,  of  stars  and  comets,  vhen 
)u  have  not  sixpence  in  your  pocket  I 

Dinah.  Then  conscious  innocence  be  my  only  guardian ! 

Sha.  Innocence  1 — Stuff ! — Your  innocence  won't  pay  for 
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a  twopenny  cheesecake,  if  you  rat  atarnttg.  Fll  take  jroa 
vnder  my  protection,  toad  den  your  iBBOcence  Till  be  out 
of  de  ray  of  temptation. 

Dinah.  Ayoid,  thou  tempter  1 

Ska,  Nay,  I  can't  avoid  it ;  and  if  yon  don*t  like  vat  ii 
for  your  own  good,  I  must  force  you. 

[Atitm^U  to  kim  ktr. 

Dinah.  Help  1  Heaven  defend  me  I 

Sha.  Pohl  nonsense  I  stuff  1 
[Strugrglet  with  Dinak^-^he  brtaitfmm  Aim,  and  eteiti,  l. 


Re-enter  Young  Sadbot,  &. 

Vounff  8.  Oh,  hey  I  what  have  we  got  ?  Anmon  here, 
and  Tamar  fled  1 

Sha.  Who  sent  for  you,  sir  ?    You're  very  rude ! 

Ybttnff  S.  Yea,  thou  wert  rude. 

Sha.  I  mean,  your  intrusion. 

Young  S.  True,  friend ;  my  intrusion  was  a  paradox  of 
right  and  wrong :  'twas  right  to  prevent  the  ruin  of,  per- 
haps, an  innocent  maiden,  but  'twas  wrong  to  hinder  thee 
from  doing  a  thing  that  would  bring  thee  to  the  gallows. 

Sha.  You  are  an  impudent  puppy!  [A9ide.'\  1  may  ven- 
ture to  beat  him,  for  Quakers  never  strike  again.  [Ahmi.] 
I— I— [^/nJrwi^  Aim.]  There— take  dat ! 

Young  S.  Yea,  I  do ;  'twas  a  good  blow,  and  that  which 
is  good,  should  be  returned  ten-fold. 

\_Beate  and  kitkt  htm  round  the  room. 

Sha.  [Bawling  out.^  Oh,  lord !  oh,  lord !  Here's  i 
pretty  devil  of  a  Quaker !  Here's  meekness  and  Christi- 
anity! 

Re-enter  Mrs.  Millktleur,  r. 

Mre.  M.  Hey !  what's  going  on  here  now  ? 

Yowng  S.  (c.)  Only  a  little  struggle  between  the  flesh 
and  the  spirit,  and  the  spirit  did  overcome. 

Mre.  M.  Fie,  fie,  sir  I  you  are  a  Quaker. 

Sha.  (l.)  Yes,  he's  a  devil  of  a  Quaker ! 

Mrt.  M.  This  your  patience  and  resignation,  to  tknaip 
a  gentleman  about  in  this  manner  1 

Sha.  Yes,  to  thump  me  about  in  dis  manner  I       a 

Mrt.  M.  What  did  you  do  to  him,  Mr.  Shadrach^? 

8?ui.  Nothing — nothing  at  all,  as  I'm  an  honca|pis. 

Young S.  Thou  didst  give  the  first  buffet.      .  W^ 

Sha.  Yes,  but  I  tought  if  I  struck  a  Qiqjj^  b^bB  «V*  ^ 
cheek,  he  vould  turn  de  oder  to  me.  ^er  ? 
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Vounff  S.  Yea,  I  should  have  done  so. 

Sha.  I  wish  you  had,  wid  all  ma  heart !     Adso !  but 
the  goots  is  gone.     I  must  go  seek  after  de  young  lady. 

Mn.  M,  N0|  no  ;  1*11  seek  after  the  young  lady. 

IRnt,  R. 

Young  S.  Friend,  take  my  hand. 

Sha,  No ;  I  have  had  too  much  of  thy  hand  already  ; 
but  I  vill  have  satisfaction. 

Young  8.  \_Shaking  hit  Jist  at  him,"]  Art  thou  not  sa- 
tisfied ? 

Sha,  Yes,  yes — I  am  very  veil  satisfied. 

Young  S,   [Calling  off^  l.]  Here,  Goliah !  Goliah ! 

Sha,  {Aside, '\  Oh,  de  devil!  he  calls  the  champion 
upon  me  I 

Enter  Goliah,  (a  hoy)  l. 

Young  S,  Goliah,  show  that  man  down  stairs.  [Aiide^ 
going."]  I  could  smite  that  Amalakite  until  the  going  down 
of  the  sun  !  [Exitf  l. 

Sha,  [Aside.']  This  Goliah  is  a  terrible  feUow,  I  dare 
say ; — I*m  afraid  to  look  at  him  ;  I  warrant  he  has  got  a 
great  weaver's  beam  in  his  hand ! 

Gol,  Lo,  I  wait. 

Sha,  [Aside.]  That's  a  very  puny  voice  for  a  champion. 
[Looking  round.]  What,  is  this  Goliah  ? 

Gol,  Wilt  thou  walk  ? 

Sha.  Vill  I  walk  ?  [Beating  him.]  I'll  make  you  run, 
you  little  rascal  I 

Gol,  [Bawling,]  Help — help  I  the  Philistines  are  upon 
me !  [Ewitj  running,  l. 

Sha,  1*11  Philistine  you  wid  a  bunch  of  rods,  you  little 
dog !  [Exit,  L. 

END  or  ACT  III. 
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ACT  IV. 

SCENE  I.  —  Captain  Ambushes  Lodgings  at  Mrs, 

Millefleur's, 

Enter  Mrs.  Millefleur  and  Lounge,  r. 

Mrs.M,  (c.)  I'm  glad  of  it,  Mr.  Lounge,  for  I  was 
lieartily  tired  of  your  master  as  a  lodger. 

Lounge,  (l.  c)  Well,  but  now,  since  Captain  Ambush 
is  a  lord,  that's  ail  over  with  you,  Mrs.  Millefleur. 
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Mr»,  M,  Bat  is  it  true  ? 

Lounge.  Certain:  the  letter  arrived  last  night,  itatin; 
that  Lord  Belviile  died  in  Frcmce. 

Mr9,  M,  And  Captain  Ambush,  my  lodger,  lucceeds  to 
his  title  and  estate  ? 

Lounge.  Oh,  yes ;  we  carry  on  our  frolics  in  fatnre  at 
his  house  in  Grosvenor  Street ;— so  you'U  send  everybody 
up  there  that  inquires  for  my  master. 

Mr*.  M.  Oh,  here  comes  my  lord  and  the  old  gentle- 
man. \Rxit  Lowge,  u 

Enter  Captain  Ambush  and  Chroniclk,  a. 

My  lord,  I  wish  your  lordship  joy  I  Pm  sorry  to  lose 
your  lordship ;  but  I  hope  everything  has  been  agreeable 
to  your  lordsldp,  since  I*ve  had  the  honour  of  your  lord- 
ship's lodging  in  my  house,  my  lord. 

Amb.  Oh,  very  well,  Mrs.  Millefleur.  This  is  the  gen- 
tleman to  whom  I  give  up  my  lodgings  for  the  rest  of  the 
time  I  took  *em  for. 

Mrs.  M.  Very  well,  my  lord.  [^*irf*,  going. 1  My  ^or 
quaker  girl  is  in  no  danger  here,  I  think.  {.EJcitf  a. 

Chr.  Well,  captain,  I  must  see  about  removing  your 
things  from  off  your  premises. 

Amb.  But,  Chronicle,  don't  you  regret  leaving  Gros- 
venor Street  ? 

Chr.  Not  I,  my  lord ;  no  more  fashionable  entertain- 
ments for  me  1  To  suffer  such  disgrace  befbre  ladies !  t 
rascal  to  haul  me  out  of  company,  like  a  pick -pocket  oat 
of  Garraway's  !  Ay,  ay — one  of  young  Sadboy's  jokes, 
for  I  saw  him  whisper  the  fellow. 

RC'Cnter  Mrs.  Millbflbur,  k. 

Mre.  M.  Everything  is  ready,  my  lord.  [£rt7,  a. 

Amb.  Chronicle,  excuse  me  for  a  few  minutes.   [£n7,  a. 

Chr.  So,  Pve  the  lodging  here  for  a  fortnight — a  good 
bargain,  to  get  things  for  nothing !  This  is  the  room  the? 
have  put  my  trunks  into — and  not  locked !  Oh  ho  1  I'd 
best  take  out  my  white  and  silver  suit,  to  have  it  properly 
tricked  up  against  my  wedding.  Oh,  I  long  to  get  badE 
to  the  city  I  iExit,  &.  d.  f. 

Enter  Spatterdash,  l. 

Spa.  Well,  certainly  my  master  and  I  are  a  couple  of 
lucky  fellows  !  If  fortune  had  not  listed  us  under  one 
banner,  instead  of  his  being  a  lord,  and  I  his  gentlenuDi 


\ 


*   M 


y 


\ 


8CBNB  I.]      THE  YOUNG  QUAKER.  43 

he  might,  in  twenty  years  hence,  have  been  upon  half-pay, 
and  I  finishing  my  studies  at  Chelsea  College.  Yes,  I'm 
in  the  road  to  preferment — a  lord's  own  valet; — I  must 
keep  proper  company ;  I  must  not  know  a  livery  servant, 
as  they  are  to  wait  behind  me  at  the  second  table ; — I 
won't  be  seen  in  a  beer-house  :  a  toffee-house  lounge,  in- 
deed, or  a  card-club,  with  some  valets  of  distinction. — 
Shall  I  marry  Pink  ?  I  know  the  jade  has  hopes  of  being 
Mrs.  Spatterdash.  A  wife !  No,  no  ;  I'll  never  put  my 
honour  in  a  woman's  keeping  1 

Enter  Clod,  l. 

Clod.   [Callinff.']  Splutterdash  !  Splutterdash  I 

Spa.   [Aside,  c]   Spatterdash !  freedom !   lAlottd.J^  Im- 
pertinent bumpkin  1  D  13 

Clod.  (l.  c.)  Oh,  Splutterdash,  where  shall  I P^*'  • 

Spa.  Stop  ! — ^Who  do  you  talk  to,  friend  ? 

Clod.  Who  do  you  talk  to  ?     Why,  I  was  going  to  talk 
to  you. 

Spa.  Then  pray  learn  how  to  address  me. 

Clod.  I  learn  "how  to  dress  you ! — For  what  ? 

Spa.  There's  now  some  difference  between  you  and  me. 

Clod.  I  don't  want  to  have  any  difference  with  you  ;  I 
think  you  are  as  civil  a  young  man  as 

Spa.  Young  man ! 

Clod.  Well,  you're  as  civil  a  middle-aged  man 
*'      Spa.  Hold  I 

Clod.  Why,  you  are  neither  an  old  man,  nor  a  little  boy. 
What  the  devil  are  you  ? 

Spa.  I  am  now  my  lord's  own  gentleman. 

Clod.  You  a  gentleman  1   [Ltmphinff.']  He,  he,  he ! 

Spa.  Less  familiarity,  or  I'll  kick  you  down  stairs  ! 

IBjpitt  R. 

Clod.  Ecod,  that's  a  good  beginning  of  a  gentleman,  to 
kick  a  man  down  stairs  I  If  that's  being  a  gentleman,  I 
fancy  I  could  make  a  very  good  one  myself.  [Mimicing 
Spatterdash,  consequentiallj/.]  Hem !  do  you  know  who 
I  am  ? 

Enter  Pink,  l. 

Pink.  Mr.  Godfrey  seems  to  be  recovered.     Pray  jdo 

you  belong  to  the  captain  ? 

Clod.  [Pompously.']  Who  are  you  talking  to  ?  1  i 

Pink.  Who  am  I  talking  to  ?     Why,  indeed,  I  don't  tlettC  I 

very  well  know,  and  that's  the  reason  of- 
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Clod,  [Strutting  about.]  There*8  now  fome  difference 
between  you  and  me ! 

Pink.  What  is  the  man  at  ? 

Clod.  You  must  learn  how  to  dress  me. 

Pink.  [Laughing.]  Ha,  ha  I    What  a  strange  beait  it  is ! 

Clod.  I  am  a  gentleman. 

Pink,  A  what  ?   [Laughing.]   Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Clod.  Less  flummilarity  1 

Pink.  The  fellow's  mad,  I  beliere ;  but  I  most  find 
Spatterdash.     A  gentleman  I — Ha,  ha,  ha  1  .         [Bxitt  a. 

Clod.  [Strutting  about.]  If  it  had  been  my  Inck  to  lin 
with  a  lord,  I'd  be  a  flourishing  fellow.  Yeas,  I'll  leate 
Mr.  Chronicle :  as  good  be  out  of  bread  as  hare  nothing 
to  eat.     Oh,  this  Splutterdash  is  in  a  rare  way  1 

Re-enter  Chronicle,  r.  d.  f. 

Chr.  Eh  I  what,  have  you  nothing  to  do  but  strutting 
about  here  ? 

Clod.  Less  flummilarity,  or  I'll  kick  you  down  stairs  1 

Chr.  Hey — what? 

Clod.  No,  I  can't  do  it  without  a  cane. 

Chr.  A  cane ! — Oh,  then,  you  shan't  want  a  cane. 

[Beats  kim. 

Clod.  What's  that  for,  man  ?  Do  you  think  it's  a  moon- 
seer  of  a  Frenchman  you  have  got  ? 

Chr.  Go,  rascal ;  wait  for  me  at  the  house  in  Grosvenor 
Street,  or  I'll  give  you  another  touch  of  the  cane. 

Clod.  I  be  no  mounseer ;  I  be  a  true-bom  Englishman, 
and  scorn  to  take  a  blow  from  any  he  that  ever  wore  i 
head,  without  giving  two  blows  in  return  1  [Bxit,  l. 

Chr.  Ay,  ay,  this  is  English  liberty — threaten  his  mss* 
ter  !  This  fellow  would  eat  up  my  beef,  and  beat  me  sf- 
terwards.  Most  of  my  things  are  now  deposited  in  thii 
room ;  so  I'll  lock  the  door. 

[Locke  the  door,  r.  r.,  andpute  the  key  in  hie  pocket. 

RC'Cnter  Captain  Ambush,  r. 

Well,  my  lord,  have  you  have  compliments  to  the  widov? 
for  I'm  full  trot  to  pay  my  devotions  to  the  shrine  of  Ars« 
mints.  You  shall  soon  wish  me  joy — the  day  is  near  ^ 
we  shall  be  the  happy  couple  !  [£jn7,  l. 

/2«-«n/er  Spattkroash,  r. 

Spa.  Oh,  my  lord  !  as  I  live,  there's  Mr.  Sadboy'i  fii- 
ther  below — the  very  old  gentleman  we  left  in  America.— 
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He  lias  been  telldiig  to  a  porter,  and  I  dare  tay  enqid* 
ring  for  this  honse. 

Amb.  Old  Zachary  t — What  can  hare  bronght  him  over 
to  England  ?  He'll  find  a  wonderfal  improTement  in  his 
young  plant  of  piety :  if  'tis  possible  to  make  a  Quaker 
nngry,  be  must  be  highly  incensed  at  his  son's  conduct. 

Old  Sadboy.  [  Without,  l.]  I  would  speak  with  Reuben 
Sadboy. 

Spa,  I  fancy,  my  lord,  I  hear  him  below. 

Amh.  Spatterdash,  do  you  amuse  old  Mr.  Sadboy  here, 
till  his  son  gets  notice  of  his  arriyal. 

[Exit  Spatterdash,  l. 

Old  Sadboy.  [Without.]  With  Reuben  Sadboy,  young 
nan. 

Spatterdash,  [Without,  l.]  Pray  walk  up,  sir. 

Amb,  Old  Zachary,  indeed  !  —  But  1*11  not  be  troubled 
with  his  tedious  inquiries  ;  my  own  affairs  are  sufficient  to 
perplex  me.  [B^^t  ^ 

Re-enter  Spattkrdash,  l.,  followed  by  Old  Sadboy 

and  Malachi. 

Spa,  Yes,  sir,  you'll  see  him  presently. 

Old  S,  Then  thou  knowest  my  son  ? 

Spa.  Yes,  sir ;  and  a  very  good  gentleman  he  is. 

Old  S,  True,  friend ;  he  is  now  a  man,  and  I  do  wish 
him  gentle,  but  a  gentlesMui  I  would  not  have  him.  But 
is  this  his  home  ? 

S^,  Oh,  yes,  sir,  he's  quite  at  home,  I  assure  you. 

Old  S.  My  son's  dwelling ! — ^Why  sojoumeth  he  at  this 
end  of  the  town  ?  I  bade  hjm  bide  in  the  city,  in  Thread- 
needle  Street,  or  in  Leadenhall  Street — yea,  near  the  Ex- 
change called  Royal  did  I  bid  him  dwell.  Moreover,  I 
hear  he  doth  shine  in  gold  and  silver,  and  that  he  doth 
drink  wine  from  the  vineyards  of  Burgandy  ;  and  that  he 
doth  ride  in  phaetons,  and  that  he  doth  drive  his  gig — jea, 
also  in  one  Tim-whisky  doth  he  ride. 

Spa.  Ah,  sir,  you  are  not  to  believe  half  the  things  you 
hear  in  this  town.  He'll  be  soon  in,  sir,  and  I'U  give  him 
notice  of  your  arrival.  [Exit,  n. 

Old  S.  Since  these  are  his  evil  doings,  I  do  repent  me 
that  I  did  send  him  to  this  great  city.  Malachi,  Malachi, 
Malachi !  I  feel  the  spirit  of  anger  riseth  against  my  son  I 

Mat,  Yea,  thou  dost  wax  exceeding  wroth. 

Old  S.  I  will  examine  his  rooms  and  his  closets,  his 
trunks  and  his  chests  will  I  rummage,  and  his  garments  of 
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the  wine,  {^ffes  to  a  door^  knocks) 
Dort ! 

Enter  Dort  from  the 

Dort.    {carelefs  and  diJreffeSlfi 

matter  now^  mafter  Dipembeck 
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gold  and  niter  will  I  detpoQ  him  of.  IGom^  tgf,  b.] 

hath  he  here  ?     Nor  bolu,  nor  locks,  nor  doon 

keep  me  from  knowing  the  thingi  that  I  would  knc 

IHe  hunti  open  the  door,  r.  r.,  amd  exiU  into  ih 

_^  OldSadboy.    [Without.']    Yea,    it  it   tme,    M 

here,  upon  my  8on*8  elothes,  is  needle«work  of  p, 
needle-work  of  silver ! 

Re-enter  Old  Sadboy,  r.  d.  r.,  with  Chromieli^s  • 

clothet. 

These  clothes  will  I  bom,  and  I  will  bequeath  my 
and  my  goods,  cmd  my  plantations  in  America,  to 
gers  among  the  brethren — ^yea,  to  such  as  are  strai 
my  blood.     Come  along,  Malachi  I  [Exi 

Enter  Mrs.  Milleflkur  and  Dinab,  r. 

Mrt.  M.  Well,  child,  you  may  make  your  mind 
easy,  as  the  rogue  of  a  Jew  supposes  you  ran  into  th 
when  the  young  Quaker  rescued  you  from  his  rude 
Dinah.  I  am  indebted  to  that  person  for  more  d 
Mn.  M.  Ah,  he  has  been  the  plagne  of  my  houi 
did  give  little  Shadrach  the  truth  of  a  trimmii^ 
shall  be  nothing  to  what  I'll  giye  him,  if  he  has  tk 
V  ranee  to  enter  my  doors  again ! 

«*  Dinah.    And  yet  this  honest  house  must  hav 

^'  pointed  out  to  him  by  the  finger  of  Proridenoe. 

^  fit  for  his  purpose,  I  had  been  undone.     I  do  oi 

many  thanks,  and  will  do  all  things  cheerfully  wi 
Q  thou  dost  command  me. 

Tg  JIfrt.  M.  That's  right,  my  child,  keep  up  yov  i 

^  who  knows  but  there  may  be  many  good  days  in  sti 

O  you  ?  [E 

v\  Dinah.  Though  this  woman  be  not  one  of  the  fi 

and  dwelleth  among  the  tents  of  the  profane,  yet  tfc 
"^  sions  of  her  heart  are  as  a  spring  of  fair  water — Chi 

pure  and  undefiled. 

a  Enter  Pink,  r. 

J  Pink.   Where  is  this    Spatterdash  ?  —  An  uaias 

'  coxcomb,  to  leave  me  alone  in  his  room,  and  then  to 

oat  I  [Seeing  Dinah.]  Oh  ho !  Mr.  Godfrey  sees  la 
find,  and  poor  Miss  Araminta  thinks  him  all  her  ov 
Quaker  I  Ay,  ay,  these  girls  take  all  sorts  of  shape 
see  her  fmotf  that  I  may  luiow  her  again.  [7b  Dinah. 
Godfrey  at  home»  ma'am  ? 


1^ 


^ 


-How  innocent 

I'fuA.  Hast  thou  aaj  bouDesa  with  me  ? 
int.  Thon  I  —  Many,  come  np,  indeed  I  1  ihSuld  not 
I  thought  of  tnch  a  thing  as  you,  to  thee  tmd  thon  peo< 
:liat  earn  their  bread  honestly  1  [Laughing.']  Ha,  ba, 
—A  Quaker  1  —But  Misa  Araminta  ihall  know  what 
DTB  TUitOT*  Mr.  Godfrey  seea  at  hii  lodging.  Than  I 
rj,  come  op,  indeed  1  [Bxil,  L. 

inah.  She  ntteieth  parablea  whicb  I  do  not  under- 
1.     I  perceive,  tbongb,  by  ber  acoffing,  that  tli«  faith- 
lere  in  London  are  but  object!  of  acorn. 
iadratA.   iWitAoul,  L.]   Only  Ton  Tord,  I  tell  yon  I 
■luA.   Oh,  heaveuB  I  the  wicked  Jew  I     Where  ihall  I 

me  !  IJBxil  into  the  raoia,  s..  D.  F. 

Enter  Cbsoniclb  and  Shadhach,  l. 
Ir,  Well,  now,  what  is  it  yon  want  with  me  ?     I  waa 
B  off  like  an  amarana  turtle  to  viiit  my  pretty  little 
— jnat  hopping  over  the  threshold- 
la.  Then  do  hop  out,  and  don't  hop  in  again. 
\r.  Not  hop  in !— Why  bo  ? 
in.  Ah  I  dia  house — dia  honse  I 
\r.  Why,  what'B  the  matter  with  the  hooae  f 
4a.  It  is  not  honcBt. 
ir.  Indeed! 
ha.  Yira  know  de  conning  rogue  of  a  fprl  dat  Tai  to 

for  yoar  daughter  ? 
hr.  What,  the  goods? 
to.  Yes,  de  goods.     She  did  trick  me. 
tr.  Trick  you !     Then  aha  must  be  a  cnrmiDg  ragtur 
edi 
ha.  She  did  btirraw  my  monies,   and  then  mn  aviy 

Ar.  But  you  had  personal  aecnrity — hey,  Sbadrach  ? 

ha.   Ob,  no  matter  for  dat. 

hr.  Butwhat'a  your goodsandyourgirlatothis home? 

ha.  I  hear  Mrs.  Milleflenr  did  harbour  her. 

hr.  Hey  ? — Gad  I  then  I  may  be  robbed  here  I 

ha.  Aye,  dey  Till  cot  your  troat  in  de  nightl  l]el^r*A  • 

hr.  Will  they  ?— Then  I'U  more  off  in  the  day.  [ioo*.  ^-^tCC  I 
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Entar  Do»T  /rem  ibi  Houji 
Dor*.    (turtUfs  and  Ji/nfMShn    VPf. 
>n«tcr  now,  mafter  Dipembick? 
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ing  towardi  ike  door,  a.  f.]  Hey  I  the  door  open,  and  the 
key  in  my  pocket  1    I  suppose  I  am  robbed  1 

IBjrit  into  the  room,  n.  d.  f. 

Sha.  [Afide.]  Pray  heaven  you  may  I  [Turning  iv- 
wards  the  door.]  I  hope  not,  Mr.  Chronicle.  [Aeide.]  Ah, 
this  vill  frighten  him  out  of  de  house :  if  he  stays,  she'll 
find  dat  she  is  really  his  daughter. 

Chro9thle.  [WUAout.}  I'm  plundered!  I'm  ruined i— 
They  have  stolen  my  clothes !  my  beautiful  white  and  silTer 
is  gonel 

Sha.  [Aeide.']  Oh,rmgUd  of  dat  1  [SpeaJting  qf,  n.D.F.] 
I  hope  you  are  not  robbed,  Mr.  Chronicle. 

Chronicle.  [Without.]  I  am— I'm  robbed!  I  hare 
found  the  thief  I 

Dinah.  [Without.]  Help  me  1  save  me  t 

Sha.  Oh,  dear  i  *tis  his  daughter  he  has  got ! 

Chronicle,  [Without.]  Come  out,  here ! 

Re-enter  Chroniclk,  forcing  Dinah  out,  m.  n.  f. 

Shadrach,  here's  your  goods ;  but  where's  my  goods — hey  ? 
S?ui.  Break  open  a  door  I     Ok,  I  didn't  tink  she  tsi 
quite  as  bad  as  diit  I 

Re-enter  Mrs.  Milleflbur,  r. 

Mre.M.  What  is  all  this?  Mr.  Shadrach,  1  wonder 
you  are  not  ashamed  to  come  into  my  house. 

Sha.  (l.)  Yes,  I  am  ashRmed  to  come  into  it  —  'tii 
so  bad. 

Mre.  M.  (r.)  My  house  bad  I  -*  I'll  make  yon  profe 
your  words. 

Sha.  Thrt  gentleman  there  shall  prove  it  at  de  Old 
Bailey. 

Mre,  M.  I  defy  you  and  the  Old  Bailey  ! 

Chr.  (c.)  And  perhaps,  ma'am,  you  didn't  know  of  tbif 
young  Ninivite  breaking  open  the  door,  and  stealing  ny 
clothes. 

Mre.  M.  She  steal,  an  innocent  creature  ! 

Sha,  Innocent  1 — Be  quiet,  Mrs.  Millefleur,  he  knovi 
her. 

Dinah,  (r.  c.)  [Weeping.]  Then  he  must  know  nets 
be  a  wretched,  helpless  creature  1 

Mre.  M,  Don't  weep,  child.  If  you  can  find  your  Ci- 
ther  

Sha.  Father!   [Laughing.]  Ha,  ha,  hal     Shehaib«i| 
telling  de  story  here,  too  1 
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A  Street. 

Enter  Van  Dipembeck. 

piP£M3KCic«  {calls  off) 

JaQUELETTEI  come  along  girl;  Jaquclettc! 
d'ye  hear  ? — make  hjafte. 

Jaq.  {without)  Lord*  Sir,  do  let  me  pay  for 
the  things. 

Dip.  Well,  fo  much  for  jfparkettlng,  we  (hall  be 
pretty  well  for  the  eatables  ;  but  now  to  fee  about 
the  wine,  {goes  to  a  door^  knocks)  landlord  I  niafter 
Dort! 

Enter  Dor  t  from  the  Houje. 

Dort.  {carelefs  and  di/refpeSlful)  What's  the 
matter  now^  mafter  Dipembeck  ? 

Dip. 


3l4        THE  BLACKSMITH  OF  ANTXORP. 

'l[>if.  Did  your  man  kave  die  wine  at  my  hmSti 

Dort  {calls  off)  Oh,  John  !  did  you  leave  that 
pint  of  wine  at  Mr,  Dipembeck's  ? 

Dtp.  Pint!  I  ordered  fix  dozen — fix  dozen 
man !  a  pint  of  wine  at  my  daughter's  wedding! 

Dort.  {changing  bis  manner)  True,  Sir,  you  did 
order  fix  dosen  s  my  de^r  S|r,  I  ^)eg  you  a  thoii«- 
fahd  pardons — wont  you  walk  in,  and  reft  youri 
felf  ?  D'ye  hear,  fix  dozen  of  wine  to  Mynheer 
Van  pipcmbeck*s — ^pray.  Sir  walk  in,  and  take  a 
cruft  and  a  tQTi^isfcr-i  law  mqtning — one  drop. 
Sir. 

Dip*  No  thank  you  i  a  bufy  day  with  me ;  good 
bye, 

.  DorL  Good  meaning.  Sir— Sir,  I  wifh  you  a 
very  good  morning.  [Exit. 

Dip.  Ah>  my  landlord  nseafurcs  out  his  civility 
in  proportion  to  his  wine — ^^to  a  pint,  a  fmile;  and 
a  low  boW  to  every  JDottlc— Eh,  I'll  call  on  Van 
Dunderman,  my  intended  fon- in-law,  and  fee 
how  he  proceeds  in  his  nuptial  preparations; 
•  iS^?^  ^^  ^^otber  door  and  knocks)  Dunderman  I 
Mynheer  Van  Dunderman!  {Jacob  appears  at  a 
window) 

Jac.  What  do  you  want  ?  alk  pardon.  Sir. 

Dip.  I  don't  w^jnt  you,  I  want  your  matter. 

Jac.  (calls)  Sir,  here's  old  Dipembeck  wants 
you. 

Dip*  Old  Dipembeck,  you  mongrel!  never 
mind  opening  your  door,  I  only  called  to  roufe  the 
bridegroom.  [Jacob  retires 

But  I  fuppofe  .he*s  drefling  as  fine.— peep  out 
here,  you  gay  Narciffus.  {Dunderman  appears  at 
ike  window  in  a  rednight^cap-) 

Dun.  Ah,  is  dat  my  Fader-in-law  ? 

Dip. 


i|B  I.J  TBI  TOUNG  qVAKIIt.  tf  ' 

It.  Y»,  bat  tlut  fttlnr'i  not  lo  euUy  imptwed  opon 

J,  Sludnch  ? 

ha.  Ah,  7<Mi  iiaj  gin  np  de  gusa,  for  I'tc  let  Mr.  ,       . 

f  ma  into  ill  jomr  eaatiwuiet,  3°S 

huul.  H»B  yon  then  Toond  him  ? 

tr.  [Jfrt  to  Biadratk.]  She  doca  not  kwiw  ma  to  Krith 

HMiA.     [fiMcin;    fo    Sjiulrael.]     Oh,  lirt    u  thou 

it  hope  for  mercy  it  the  Uteet  honr,  tell  me  where  m;  '     j 

X  ii,  that  hi*  uretched  denghter  may  ahov  a  heart  re-  '    ^^ 

!wilb  filial  daty,  and  invoke  the  iniuhiM  Of  a  p*(«Dt'l 

S*  to  dry  Dp  all  her  torrmn  I 

ri.  it.  My  heart  bleed*  for  her  1 

br.  What')  the  matter  with  my  eyet  >  jg 

ka.  Ob,  dear  I  I'm  onl  of  inoff.  . 

br.  {Atidi.']  What  ihall  I  do>  — If  I  praieevla  bar  On- 

Iw  borgUry,  ehe'U  be  banged.    No — I  eaa't  hart  her  t  ■     jg 

JMaat.]  YoBD^  womaa,  I'll  let  yon  fUl  into  otheT  ' 

k  i — I'm  lonj  it'i  not  in  your  natora  to  be  honeit ; 

Aluk  of  aome  other  Kbeme,  for,  depend  upon  it,  the  ii'rC 

■TofDlnabPHmraaewillneTerbetmpaMdiMibythia.  " 

ha.  mt  Into  other  handt  I     Sbe  mut  g«t  oat  of  mine  IC-" 

r*.  It.   I  didn't  expect  to  lee  job  igaiB,  Mr.  8ha.  J 

li ;  and  I  beg  that  yam  now  ahorten  your  litit, 

[CVoMf*  fo  h.  e. 
ia.  I  (bortan  my  naiti     Oh,  dat'i  ell  itoff,  Mra. 

ri.  Si.  Don't  tell  me  of  atnlT,  air  1 — I  deiire  you'll 

my  home  ; — for,  thongh  I'm  obliged  to  let  lodgii^,  -^ 

tita't  aU  the  gold  in  Lombard  Street  that  eui  bribe  IQQt 

ta.  Conaeietice  I — Ob,  daft  more  atoff  i 

Bailif.  [Wlthnl,  L-]  Sir,  I've  the  king'a  authority.  tfO- 

ir.  Hej— what'atbat?  ^ 

N>.  Dat'a  my  beililT. 

ra.Jtf.  A  bailiff  in  my  boaie  I  —  I  miut  know  Ae  I'tC 

dngorthii.  [KHJ,  k. 

tf.  Come,  pay  me  my  moniea,  miae,  or  yoa  go  to  yOtl 


ir.  Come,  Bhadraeh,  yon  won't  nod  the  poor  creatore 

iaon,  neither. 

I*.  Till  yOD  pay  de  debt  ?    'Tia  only  twenty-three 

da,  two  tUIUDgi,  and  nine  pence. 

IT.  Two  and  ninepence  I    Gad,  if  Vre  *o  unoh  mOBcy 

t  Rft,  I  will.  I 


turbots,  ducks,  and  pattypans. 

Dip.    A    glorious    fight,     (aqucK 
me  have  no  wafte  though — D'ye  he; 
^  good  dinner  for  to-morrow,  as  1  *■ 
Ibo,  Albert,  home  from  Italy  ;   i  think 
iant,   and  a  couple  of  brace  of  panridg 
do  for  fupper  to-night  i 

\ou  II.  3  ° 
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Young  S.  Why»  zounds  1  are  you  mad,  old  Chronicle  ? 

Chr.  Chronicle  me  no  chronicles ! — My  name  is  Prim- 
rose, and  I  don't  care  who  knows  it  I     I'm  the  father  of 

Dinah,  and  the  happiest  of  all  the  happy  old  fellows  in  ^8^ 

England  I  * 

Dinah.  Merciful  Heaven  1  have  I  then  found  my  father  ? 

CAr,    You  have,  my  girl;  and  I  could  cry  with  joy! 
But,  Dinah,  where*  s  my  white  and  silver  ?  . '  -~- 

Dinah,  Sir  I 

Chr.  Well,  no  matter  ;  — you  thought  you  had  a  right  ;'^       dc 

to  your  poor  old  father's  goods ;  but  never  break  open  a 
door  again,  child — it's  a  bad  custom.     Well,  we  have  a  '^ 

noble  house-warming ! 

Sha.  Mr.  Chronicle,  you  have  used  me  ^  «- 

Vounff  S.  Thy  bailiff  is  gone,  and  do  thou  go  likewise.  CiC 

Sha.  I  go  !  .C^  ^o 

Young  S,  Yea,  thy  bailiff  is  gone,  and  do  thou  become  k  •  ** 

a  bailiff's  follower.  [Pushes  him  out,  l.  ^      «UI 

Chr.  (c.)  Well,  but,  Reuben,  did  you  pay  all  this  mo- 
ney without  knowing  who  it  was  for  ? 


>§ht 


Young  S.  (l.)  Not  I !     I  heard  she  was  in  distress,  and  ^^^  C^ 

that  was  claim  sufficient.  ^  ^^     . 

Chr.  Well,  young  Broad  Brim,  you  love  my  daughter  -w*^ 

nc.e  ?  J  a- 

Young  8.  If  thou  art  really  Primrose,  my  father's  old 
partner,  and  this  dear  maiden  thy  daughter,  with  your 
consent  and  her's,  I  take  her  lily  hand. 

Chr.  Will  you  ?  [Aside.']  How  lucky  !  —  This  marriage 
will  wipe  off  all  scores  I  owe  his  father.  [Aloud.']  Well, 
Reuben,  remember — Dinah's  your's  I 

Young  8.  On  two  conditions. 

Chr,  What  are  they  ? 

Young  8.  That  you  buy  a  ticket  for  the  masquerade, 
and  that  Dinah  learns  to  dance.  .^ 

Dinah.  How  art  thou  changed,  my  Reuben  I  ;*rO^ 

Young  8.  Only  polished,  my  dear ;  I  love  you  as  well 
as  ever.  V, 

Chr.  Now  up  I  scamper  to  my  Lady  Rounoeval's.  —  *  VC 

Reuben,  mum,  there,  that  I'm  a  daughter  in  pocket ! 

[Exitf  L. 

Young  8.  [Calling  off.]  Hey,  Lounge  !  my  vis-a-vis  1 — 
Come,  my  Dinah,  I'll  introduce  you  to  Lord  Belville — a  bufc 

friendly  peer,  and  a  peerless  friend,  I  assure  you. 

[Exeunt i  ».  ^S> 
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ACT  V. 

SCENE  \.-~Lady  BounewoTM  HouM. 

Enter  Ladt  Rounckval  tmd  Ajlamimta,  r. 

Lady  R.  (c)  Why,  mj  dear,  this  Captain  Ambvih,  at 
the  iirit  inteiriew,  aeems  to  haye  erased  your  faTOurite 
Godfrey  totally  from  your  mind. 

Ara.  First  interriew !  [AMtde,]  Charming  I  —  She  little 
thinks  it's  one  and  the  same  person  I  [SingimgJ]  *'  A  sol- 
dier he  is  for  a  lady  ! " 

Enter  a  Sbrvamt,  l. 

Ser.  Mr.  Chronicle,  madam. 
Ara.  Say  we  are  not  at  home. 

Lady  R,  Fie,  Araminta !  I  am  at  home  ;^-diow  Mr. 
Chronicle  up.  [JSn7  Serumi,  u 

Enter  Cbroniclb,  l. 

Chr.  (l.)  Lady  Rounceral,  your  most  obedient ! — ^Ara- 
minta,  my  sweet  blnshing  rose  I  Well,  my  lady,  thinfi 
are  drawing  to  a  conclosion  ;  the  law  affairs  are  all  settled, 
and  I  shall  soon  be  your  dutiful  son-in-law. 

Lady  R»  (c)  'Twill  make  me  yery  happy,  I  assure  yoa, 
Mr.  Chronicle. 

Chr,  We  shall  soon  take  the  matrimonial  road — Cupid 
the  coachman,  pleasure  and  enjoyment  the  horses,  content 
and  good  humour  the  wheels,  Araminta  my  parteer,  sad 
on  we  roll  the  happy  journey  of  life  1 

Ara.  (r.)   [SinyingJ] 

**  Your  journey  I  fear  wiU  do  you  no  good. 

Galloping  dreary  dun,"  &c.     [Bxiit  rwmMf ,  a. 

Chr*  Gad,  she'll  make  a  fine  galloping,  gigling,  gallowayi 

Lady  R.  But  you  must  not  be  a  timid  loTer,  Mr.  ChitK 
nicle.  When  Sir  Ralph  Rounceral  was  courting  mt,  ht 
hunted  me  about  the  house  like  a  doe. 

Chr,  But  my  young  doe  has  taken  cotct  in  her  chamba 

Lady  R.  Well,  you'll  soon  hare  a  right  to  her  chaaber. 
Follow  her,  Mr.  Chronicle ;  take  my  word  for  it,  she'll 
never  like  you  the  worse. 

Chr.  Follow  her  1 — Do  you  say  so.  Lady  Rovnoeral  ?-> 
Then  here  goes — *'  With  my  haily,  gaily,*'  &c. 

[Exit,  nn^ia§f  R 
'  Lady  R.  I  wish,  with  all  my  heart,  Araminta  was  ooot 
married  to  this  Chronicle  1 


[Jacob  rttirss 
jipofe  he's  drcfiing  as  finc^— prep  out 
^ay  Narciffus.  {Dunderman  appears  al 
■-  a  red  night' cap,) 

is  dat  my  Fader-in-Iaw  ? 

Dip. 
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Itt-mttr  Sbrtant,  with  a  letttr,  L.  —  kt  delittn  U  to 
Ziody  Rotmctvai,  and  exHi,  l. 
tiam   Lord  BelrillB  I  —  I   don't  know  him,     iReadimf.']  '      J&j 

"  Atadam — ardml poMtion^lille  andforitmt"  —  Uml  — 

"my  htart  and  hand"  —  Uml  —  "  Bklvillb."     Lord  il_  -  t. 

Belville  I— This  ja,  indeed,  a  conquest  I     Bleai  me  I  tbis  iVlta 

ii  the  verj  Captsin  Ambush  we  saw  last  night  ia  Groa-  j^ 

TCDor  Street ;   Mr.  Chronicle  laid  he  wu  next  heir  to  a  [       i 

title.     A  lord  \  and  the  Tery  person  Araminta  waa  beatow-  )     uC 

ing  aach  praises  on  just  now  I      This  is  a  much  better  < 

match  than  Chronicle,  the  stock .hroker.     I'm  sorry  things  < 

have  been  carried  so  far ;  but  hov  to  hit  upon  a  decent 

excuse  to  break  off  with  him ■  j' 

Re-enter  Chkoniclb,  k.  ■ 

Ckr.   [LaugMng.-]    Ha,  ha  l  —  Ttiealy  little  rogae  liaa  . 

locked  the  door,  and  would  not  let  me  in.  9     U 

LadyR.    Whj,   sir,    did   you    thick    of   fallowing   my 
daughter?  , 

Chr.  Yes ;  yon  know  I  shall  soon  haTe  a  right  to  jonr  U  fC 

daughter.  te-i. 

LadyR.  Sir  I  % 

CAT.  Ma'am  1  Ja- 

Ladj/S.  [Oiifitiff.]  Richard! 

Re-tttler  SiavAHT,  l. 
Mind,  neither  your  young  lady  nor  I  are  ever  at  home  to 
tliat  man  there  l  _  [Exit,  a.. 

Chr.  rmstonnedl 

Snfer  Captain  Ambush,  l.  )oht 

Ami.  Ah,  Chronicle  t — What,  you've  been  paying  jronr 
derolioDS  at  the  shrine  of  Araminta  ? 

Chr.  Oh.  yes!  »rO- 

Amb.  Shall  we  soon  wish  joa  joy  ? 

Chr.  Hey?  ^, 

AnUi.  Is  the  happy  day  near  ?  I  VC 

Chr.  What?  ■       -^ 

A«tb.  When  ara  you  to  be  married?  ^^^ 

Chr.   [lb  tht  Savant.']   Show  me  down  stairs  I 

[Exit  with  the  Senamt,  1.  .       , 

Amb.  I  fancy  roy  letter  has  taken  effect,  and  poor  Chro-  "" 

nicle  alread;  discarded.     I  feax  that  will  soon  be  poor  God-  D  j 

frey's  case ; — ay,  ay,  the  title  will  dismiss  me  j  but  if,  at- 


A 


turbots,  dujks,  and  pattypans. 

Drp.  ^^  glorious     fight,    jaqut 
me  ha'f-  no  wafte  though— D'ye  he^ 
3  good  dirtier  for  to-morrow,  as  I  ex^ 
ftm,  Albert,  home  from  Italy  ;   I  think  a 
iant,   and  a  couple  of  brace  of  partridges,   i. 
do  for  fupper  to-night  ? 
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tracted  by  a  coronet,  she  rqects  the  heart  of  Godfirej,  ib^ 
■hall  never  receive  the  hand  of  Belvilie. 

Re-enter  Araminta,  r. 

Ara.  Yea,  it  ii  indeed  my  Godfrey  I  Oh,  yon  impoalorf 
Mamma  actually  believes  yon  to  be  Lord  Belvilie. 

Amb,  Believes  me  to  be  Lord  Belvilie  1— Why  so  ?-— 
Oh  I  from  Chronicle  introducing  me  last  night  as  Captain 
Ambush. 

Ara,  Poor  Chronicle's  sent  off.  Your  letter  was  tbt 
happiest 

Amb.  iHstter!— What  letter? 

Ara.  Your  letter  to  my  mamma,  that  yon  signed  Lord 
BelviUe. 

Amb,  I  sent  no  letter ! 

Ara.  You  didn*t  send  it  ? — Oh,  then,  it  most  come  from 
Lord  BelviUe  himself;  and  I  must  retract  my  consent  I  so 
freely  gave  to  this  noble  peer. 

Amb.  And  did  you  consent  to  give  your  hand  to 
another  ? 

Ara.  Another ! — ^Why,  I  thought  I  was  giving  it  to  yoo, 
you  silly  man  I  What  1  forsake  my  Godfrey  ?  No,  not 
for  twenty  lords !  Well,  you  must  conquer  delicacy,  arow 
yourself  Uie  writer  of  the  letter,  and,  as  such,  receive  ftosi 
her  your  Araminta,  if  you  think  her  worth  having. 

Amb.  Yes,  my  love ;  but  can  I  in  honour  consent  thtt 
you  should  thus  sacrifice  every  hope  of  wealth  for  a  msa, 
doomed  by  his  sordid  fate  to  poverty  and  despair  ? 

Ara.  What,  you  refuse  me  ? 

AIR. — Ajlaminta. 

Then  farewell,  my  lover  dear ! 

Thy  loss  I  e*er  shall  mourn  ; 
While  life  remains  in  this  fond  breast, 

'Twill  beat  for  thee  alone  1 
What  though  unkind,  may  Heaven  on  thee 

Its  choicest  blessings  pour  1 
Ah,  gramachree,  my  lover  dear, 

My  Grodfrey  is  a  store  1 

Amb.  My  charming  Araminta  I  your  generosity  has  led 
you  into  an  error,  and,  by  consenting  to  my  feticiiy,  yoa 
give  your  band  to  an  impostor. 

Ara.  True,  but  'tis  an  innocent  imposition ;  and  vbes 
the  real  Lord  BelviUe  hears  that  the  motive  is  love,  if  k 
is  really  noble,  he  wiU  easUy  forgive  it. 


[Jacob  u tires 
'N.  he's  drcSing  as  finc^— peep  out 
Narciffus.     {Dunderman  appears  at 
red  night' cap) 
dat  my  Fadcr-in-law  ? 

Dip. 
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Ami,  Yet;  but  'tisjoa  alone  that  are  deceived,  An- 
minta.     In  your  poor  Godfrey,  behold  the  happy  BelTiUe  1 

Ara.  How  I 

Amb,  Forgire,  my  love,  a  stratagem  which  haa  proved 
your  purity  of  fool  1  I  really  am  Uie  penon  yoa  would 
have  me  aasume ;  and  the  name  of  Godfrey  I  took  to  pro- 
duce an  effect  that  haa  answered  my  most  ardent  wishes. 

Ara*  Godfrey  a  lord  1     Ah,  you  arch  deceiver ! 

Amb,  Yes ;  and  may  every  generous  woman,  who  does 
not  suffer  interest  to  supersede  affection,  be  thus  de- 
ceived! 

Ara,  And  thus  rewarded  with  the  man  she  loves  I 

[Bxitmi,  B. 

SCENE  ll,—An  Apartment  m  Captain  Ambush's  Houn 
— a  masquerade  dress,  with  helmet  and  plume,  tying  on 
a  couch. 

Enter  Cloo,  b« 

Clod.  Ah,  poor  Clod !  if  I  stay  longer  with  Mr.  Chro- 
nicle, I  shall  be  poor  Clod,  indeed  I  I  should  like,  now, 
to  live  in  this  house  with  Captain  Rambush.  Ah,  but 
he's  got  a  gentleman  of  his  own  already.  I  hear  he's  put 
master's  nose  out  of  joint,  and  is  going  to  marry  Miss 
Harrimintis.  Or  I  should  like  to  be  a  servant  to  Mr. 
Badboy,  the  young  Quaker. 

Enter  Young  Saobot,  l. 

Yomng  S,  [Calling,']  Lounge !  where  the  devil  is  this 
rascal — this  idle  fellow,  to  be  out  of  the  way  ? 

Clod,  No,  sir ;  I'm  in  the  way. 

Young  8.  Thou  1 — Oh,  thou  dost  live  with  Mr.  Chro- 
nicle. 

Clod.  Yes,  sir,  I  live — starve  with  Mr.  Chronicle. 

Voung  S,  Starve  I — ^Why,  you  are  in  good  case. 

Clod,  Yes,  sir,  the  case  is  good  enough,  if  there  was 
anything  in  it. 

Young  S,  Oh,  here  is  my  masquerade  dress.  I  think 
Alexander  the  Great  an  excellent  fancy. 

Clod.  [Aside.]  I  wish  he'd  take  a  fancy  to  1 1 

Young  8,  But  how  to  try  it  on  ?  Is  this  fellow  come  ? 
[Calling.]  Lounge  I 

Clod.  Lounge  1 — Lord,  sir,  what  a  bad  servant  you  have 
got! 

Young  8.  He's  not  a  good  one. 

Clod.  Now,  sir,  I'm  a  very  good  one. 


tuTbots,  ducks,  and  pattypans. 
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Ckromele.  IWitkout,  l.]  Clod!  whore  arc  you.  Clod? 

Chd,  Hey! 

KottN^  <S.  Thy  master  calls. 

Clod.  [Looking  off^  l.]  Yes,  sir !  [7b  Sadboy."]  Now, 
I*d  never  neglect  any  gentleman  that  would  take  me  into 
his  service. 

Chronicle.  [Without.^  Clod!  Clod! 

Clod,  Yes,  sir!  \To  Sadboy.]  Now,  I*d  fly  like  s 
pigeon  to  my  master  the  moment  I  thought  he'd  want  me. 

Vounff  S,  Thy  stay  while  thy  master  calls  doth  prote 
thy  words. 

Clod,  Yes,  sir,  I'll  prove  my  wordji.  What  can  I  do 
•for  yon,  sir  ? 

Young  S,  If  thy  master  did  not  want  thee,  thon  shooldrt 
help  me  on  with  my  dress. 

Clod.  My  master  1     Oh,  lord,  sir,  I  don*t  mind  him  \ 

Young  S,  True ;  thou  art  a  good  servant  1 

Clod.  Yes,  I  am,  sir.     Come,  I'll  dress  you,  sir. 

Young  S.  Didst  thou  ever  dress  an  Alexander  ? 

Clod,  Yes,  twenty,  sir.  This  he  main  fine  1  Is  it  yoar 
coat  or  your  waistcoat  ? 

Young  S,  I  do  recollect  there  is  a  large  looking-glass  ia 
the  next  room :  before  that  will  I  equip  myself,  and,  ia 
my  habit  of  Alexander  the  Great,  will  I  visit  my  Dinah  at 
Mrs.  Millefleur's,  and  she  shall  be  my  Statin.  Bring  mj 
helmet  and  plume  after  me.  [Esii,  a. 

Clod,  Ob,  he  means  his  cap  and  feathers  ! 

[He  takee  it  up,  and  is  going,  a. 

Bnier  Old  Sadbot  and  Cbroniclb,  l. 

Old  S.  [Apart  to  Chronicle.]  This  man,  perhaps,  csn 
tell.   [To  Clod.]  Hark  ye,  friend. 

Clod,  He's  no  friend  that  would  stop  a  man  in  his  road 
to  preferment.  [Exit,  strutting,  a. 

Old  8.  I  did  not  expect  to  find  friend  Primrose.  Bat 
why  call  thyself  Chronicle  ? 

Chr.  For  five  thousand  reasons,  and  every  one  of  'em  u 
good  as  a  guinea  ;  —  but  now  I'm  worth  a  plum,  a  fig  for 
all  reasons  I     I'll  pay  you  your  money. 

Old  S.  I  thank  thee,  friend.  I  am  glad  thy  Dinah  is 
safe,  and,  since  thou  art  rich,  shall  no  longer  hinder  her 
marriage  with  my  son.  But  doth  my  son  Reuben  walk 
with  the  righteous  ? 

Chr.  Yes,  he  doth  walk  and  ride  with  the  first  people 
of  this  town  : — Reuben's  a  pretty  lad ! 


,.    '  '  [Jacoh  retires 

ippofe  he's  drcffing  as  finC'^— p«p  out 
jay  Narciffus,     {Dunderman  appears  at 

•-  a  rcdnight-caf.) 

is  dat  my  Fadcr-in-law  ? 

Dip. 
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JldS.  I  heed  not  jnttt; :  it  b»  km<>  ? 
7Ar.  Yes,  he'i  prettj  good. 

MS,  1  wu  told  hii hurt  did  go  utraj after  pomp  md 

itie..  Jftj 

7ir.  YoD  were  told  liei  I    [.^ridc.]    Ai  he'i  to  marry 

daoghUr,    I'll  gije  him  a  good  character,  for  har  be  •  « 

uld  diiinheril  him.   [Alotid.}  M  to  jour  aon,  be'*  de>  Wltu 

t,  and  he'i  good,  and  he'a  virtnoiu,  and  be'a  piooi ; — 
ibort,  he')  quits  a  hoi;  young  man.  ,' 

JId  S.  Thy  tiding*  rejoieeth  my  heart.  □    dc 

ratings.   IWitiavt,  K.^   I'le  got  my  dr*aa  on.    Hallo  I 


t-enler  Youno  Sadbot,  in  the  nu4jiitTadt  drttt,  i 
MTf .]   If  my  father,  old  Jekil,  wa*  to  aee  me  now . 


n  de 
lora- 


I,  what 

hia  ?     Art  thon  my  con  Reubea  ?  1  j    *■ 

f'mmg  S.  Yea,  I  am  thy  dTtifol  aon. 

7td  S.  Priuid  Frimiote,  ia  thii  thy  hdy  lad  ?  *  - 

7»r.  Yea,  in  ditgtuH.  5U  fC 

OldS.  1  WDt  thee  over  to  Eogland  to  tnuuaci  great  ba.  tlC-r' 

Bsa  for  the  ftithfal  in  Philadelphia ;  hast  thon  dona  it  ? 
roungS.  Nay! 
JId  S.  Haat  thon  been  among  the  merchanta.  or  among 

tngar-baken,  or  among  the  tobacco-aellen  ? 
Vinag  S.  Nay  1 
lid  S.  But  thou  bait  been  among  the  lUk-wormi,  and 

hair-pawdBren,  and  the  horae-breakert,  wine-bibbera, 
1  baberdaahen. 

foung  S,  Yea,  I  confeaa  mine  iniquity. 
VdS.  Thon  art  naught. 
Voung  S.  Yea,  bnt  1  will  be  goud. 
OidS.    [7\t  CArtmich.]    "Fit  lucky  for  Reuben  that  nrO- 

daughtcr  hai  a  good  fortune,  for  I'U  cut  him  cff  with  pil^ 

7Ar.  Will  yon  ?    And  do  yon  tbiulc  I'll  gi«e  my  dangh-  1'»o 

to  such  a  reprobate  ai  that .'  '  '  ' 

Old  S.  Reprobate  !— What,  that  holy  lad  ?  VOU 

7Ar.    Holy!— Look   at   him  l~~Wby,  he's  dieved  ap  ' 

r  to  go  to  one  of  the  wlckedeit  placei  in  town.      The 
ain  ooght  to  be  toned  aa  well  aa  feathered.  but 

Bnler  Dinah,  l. 
Olds,   U  that   Dinah   Primrose?     I  do  r^ant  my 


Ja- 


ught 


:ing. 


turbots,  ducks,  and  pattypans. 

Dip.    A     glorious     iight,    Jaque 
me  have  p.o  wafte  though— D'ye  he. 
^  good  dij  ner  for  to-morrow,  )s  I  ei- 
fon,  Albei  ,  home  from  Italy ;   1  think  a 
fant,   and  'a  couple  of  brice  of  partridges, 
do  for  fupper  to-night  f 
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Amb.  True,  indeed,  madam  for  by  giving  your  daughter 
to  me,  poor  Godfrey  becomes  your  son-in-iaw. 

Lady  R.  What !  are  you  the  soldier  for  the  ladies,  that 
my  daughter  was  always  singing  about  ? 

Ara,  The  very  same,  mamma.  [<Stfa^tn^.]  *'  A  soldier 
he  is  for  the  ladies  !** 

Chr.  Well,  lords,  ladies,  quakers,  and  lieutenants,  I  wish 
yea  all  joy ;  and,  ecod !  lUl  give  an  entertainment  that  shall 
astonish  everybody. 

Young  S.  Yes,  if  it*s  good,  it  wHl  astonish  everybody  in« 
deed  1  Reflect,  by  thy  avarice,  thou  didst  abandon  thy  only 
child  to  danger  and  destruction. 

Dinah.  And,  but  for  my  dearest  Rueben,  who  rescued  me 
fxt>m  the  hands  of  a  villain,  I  should  have  been  an  object  of 
pity,  perhaps  contempt. 

Chr.  Well,  if  I  was  not  at  this  moment  very  glad  for 
what  I  am,  I  should  be  very  sorry  for  what  I  have  been. 

Young  8.  Right,  father-in-law ;  I  shall  be  glad  to  see 
thee  reclaimed  of  avarice,  as  I  am  of  prodigality ;  for  a 
miser  of  all  bad  beings  is  the  worst :  a  miser  is  an  enemy 
to  mankind ;  for  how  can  he  feel  for  others  who  is  ever 
cruel  to  himself?  his  breast  is  steeled  against  humanity  | 
his  heart  knows  no  mirth,  nor  does  the  tear  of  sensibility 
hedew  his  cheek ;  gold, -that's  a  blessing  to  others,  to  him 
doth  prove  a  curse ;  care  torments  him,  and  he  has  no  com- 
forter ;  for,  as  he  never  did  good  to  any,  the  soft  tie  of 
gratitude  has  never  gained  him  a  friend. 

Ckr,  [Aside,]  £a>d!  that's  a  good  sermon,  and  has  cost 
me  nothhig  I 

Young  8,  And  now,  my  Dinah,  what  have  you  to  say  to 
our  felicity  ? 

Dinah,  I  will  tell  thee,  my  Reuben,  and  this  good 
company : 

No  more  named  Primrose,  I*m  my  Reuben's  wife, 

And  Dinah  Sadboy  I  am  call'd  for  life ; 

There  will  I  rest,  though  alter'd  in  my  name, 

My  faith  and  manners  shall  remain  the  same ; 

No  pomps  and  vanities  will  I  pursue. 

But  love  my  home,  and  love  my  husband,  too. 

DISPOSITION  OP  THE  CHARACTERS  AT  THE 
FALL  OF  THE  CURTAIN. 

Old  S.  Chr.  Yocno  S.  Dinar.   Amb.  AftA.  Laov  R« 
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turbots,  ducks,  and  pattypans. 

Dip.  A  glorious  fight,  Jaqu< 
me  have  no  wafte  though— D'ye  I 
^  gqod  dinner  for  to-morrow,  as 
fon,  Albert,  home  from  Italy  ;  1  tl 
fant,  and  a  couple  of  brace  of  part 
do  for  fupper  to-night  i 
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'  Dtp.  You're  a  right  Dutch  Bridegroom^  ti^ith 
-your  red  night-cap  at  this  time  of  day.  ^ 

-'  Durif  Vat,  is  my  dear  yaflFrow,  Adela,  in  de 
pine  and  de  whine  for  me  ? 

Dip.  Ay,  come  along,  Dunderman. 

Dun.  Vel,    don*t  make  fo  great  noife  in  de 
fireec ;  and  I  will  pay  my  lofe,  and  my'  adora-* 
tion  to  the  charming  angel,  your  daughter,  as 
•foon  as  I  get  my  wig  on.  {retins) 

Dip.  Ah,  you're  a   good  painter,  but  you're 
•a  fine  ftupid  Dutchman — I  (hall  be  late  bome-^ 
what  keeps  the  girl  ?  {calls  of)    Why  you  Ja^ 
quelette ! 

Enter  J  a  quelette. 
• 

Jaq.  There,  Sir — now  every  thing  is  bought 
^nd  paid  for. 

Dip.  Paid ! — right — but  mind  you  keep  a  pro- 
per account  of  the  money  I  gave  you. 

Jaq.  I'ves^U  the  bills.  Sir  j  and  you'll  find  I've 
'laid it  out  to  the  beft  advantage;  I'll  Ihew  you 
a  handfome  wedding  Tapper. 
r  Dip:  Let  there  be  plenty  of  the  beft,  but 
no  wafte^  Jaquelette-— where  is  your  marketing, 
<girl? 

>  Jaq.  Sir,  I've  ordered  the  man  to  leave  it  at 
home  ;  d'ye  thioli:  I'll  be  feen  walking  thi^ough 
the  ftreets,  followed  by  geefe^  turkies,  hares^ 
turbots,  ducks,  and  pattypans. 

Dip.  A  glorious  fight,  Jaquelette  ! — Let 
me  have  no  w^fte  thoughr—D'ye  hear,  referve 
^  gqod  d1  ncr  for  to^-morrow,  as  I  exp<*ft  my 
fon,  Albe.  ,  home  from  Italy ;  I  think  a  phea- 
fant,  and^  a  couple  of  brace  of  partridges,  may 
do  for  fupper  to-night  ? 
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Ja^*  Why,  lord.  Sir,  do*  you  coniider  tlia 
grana  occafion  i — ^Your  only  daughter  f  o  be  roar« 
riedy  and  the  company  youVe  a&ed^-^all  the 
Painters  and  Pidure-^dealers  in  Antwdrp. 

Dip.  I  tell  you  the  wild  fowl  will  dp ;  only 
layout  the  fide'i^board  with  tafte — Painters.de-* 
light  in  (till  lif  e»  and  dead  game  is  a  treat  to 
tbeip. 

Jaj.  Yes,  Sir ;  but  their  wives  and  daugh* 
ters !  do  you  think  they'll  be  contented  with 
your  ftill  life  and  dead  game  for  a  wedding  fkjf^ 
per  ? 

Dip.  Ah,  you  wild  puUetj  go,  get  hocn^ 
keep  up  my  daughter's  fpirits  ;  let  me  hear  no, 
more  of  her  tears  and  fobs  for  Qu  in  tin  j^IarfySj 
her  Blackfmith-«-drefs  her  up,  trim  as  a  ndfegay, 
Jaquelette  ?  ^ 

Jaq.  Blefs  me,  Pye  a  thoufand  thing$  to  do  j 
to  fee  the  Watnfcot  dufted — the  rooms  liid  out-^ 
the  Bride  dreffed— fupper  ferved—the  beds  made 
-—the  kifs  go  round— rthe  fiocking  thrown— 
Pm  in  as  much  hurry  and  flurry,  as  if  I  wer^ 
going  to  be  married  myfclf.  [^Exil. 

Dip.  Ha^  ha,  ha!  All  in  good  tii|ie  girl-^ 
how  nimble  fhe  docs  run  !  There  (he  feuds  it 
away.  I  fear  fome  day  or  oth^r  ihe*ll  kick  up 
the  heels  of  my  old  hfeart,      v  ^Exii. 
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$CENE  II. 

A  Tavern. 

iJEnter  a  WAtxEK  introducing  Albert  and  Qvi^'^ 
TIN  Matsys,  in  travelling  defs. 

AL  Hey  !— hav*nt  you  a  better  room  than  this  ? 
«*-but  no  n\attcr^— *a  bottle  of  wine  and  fend  your 
matter  up.  \Kxit  Waiter. 

Dorc  is  a  right  communicative  landlord — no  harm 
to  know  what's  going  on  before  I  go  to  mf  fa- 
ther's s— my  dear  Floris,  now  welcome  to  An-* 
twerp. 

Siuin.  1  Hav'nt  fccn  a  city  that  has  plcafcd  me 
more  (ince  our  leaving  Rome,-^they  aptly  call  ic 
the  Florence  of  the  Netherlands* 

Al.  Yes,-^herc  we  hare  riches  and  vanitv  ;  here 
you  (hall  find  work  for  your  pencil^  and  money 
for  your  works-.— I  hope  you^li  excufe  my  not  taking 
you  to  my  Father*s-^tolerably  hofpitable>  and  the 
celebrity  of  your  name  as  a  capital  painter  would 
cnfure  you  a  hearty  welcome,  but  not  expedling 
tisj  perhaps  things  might'nt  be  altogether  To. 

^/».  Ah,  never  mind, — here  we  are,  and  fure 
of  welcome  at  an  Inn  ;  but  where's  this  fellow  of 
mine  ?  {jcalh)  Otho !  if  there's  a  bottle  of  Peter- 
man  In  the  Bar,  he  can't  pafs  it.  {calls)  Otho ! 

Enter  Otho. 

Otho.  Pm  glad  there's  a  looking  glafs  in  this 
room — {surveys  bim/elf) — very  weU,  that  will  do. 
Now  for  love  and  my  fweet  Jaquelctce,  he !  he  I 
hcl  {going) 

^in.  Where  are  you  going  ? 

Otho.  ToftemygirL 

^in.    Look  to  the  horfes^  Sirrah  ! 

3  2>  2  Qth^ 
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Otbo^  Look  to  the  horfes  !  What,  do  you  think 
youVe  talking  to  a  common  farrier.  Sir  ?  You're 
conceited  of  your  painting  !  who  grinds  the  co- 
lours ?  Oh  Jaauelette. 

yf/.  What,  nave  you  got  a  fweetheart  here  al- 
ready Ocho  I  Very  beautiful,  I  fuppofe. 

O/i&0.  Beautiful!  She  has  an  eyebrow  like  a 
xnoufes-tail,  the  blufh  on  her  neck  like  rafbcrry 
cream  ;  and  then  for  a  hand  !  oh,  the  dimples  of 
her  knuckles. 

^m.  (y?n^i  i^/;??)  mind  your  bufinefs. 

Otbo.  His  knuckles  !  my  (boulder !  I  wifli  you'd 
keep  your  hands  to  yourfelf!  the  knuckles  !  Oh, 
.ihe  i$,  1  wifh  you'd  find,  fomebody  elfeto  beat.  I 
go  to  you  Jacquelette,  Jacquelette  to  you  I  go. 

[Exit. 

^iiu  Ay,  you  (hall  go  from  me,  that  Tm  re- 
folv'd  on. 

Enter  Dort,  {with  mine.) 

Dort.  Here,  gentlemen— the  right  thing. 

AL  I  love  the  fight  of  a  Brabant  bottle.     {Al- 
hert  and  ^intin  drink) 
^  Dort.  That's  neat.  Sir. 

AL  I  think  I've  drank  as  good. 

port.  The  bed  bottle  of  cottoe  in  Antwerp. 

Alb.  {apart  to  ^intin)  Our  hoft  forgets  me ! 
{to  Dort)    Well,    Landlord,    what's  your  neweft 
.  news  here  ? 

Dort.  All  good,  Sir,  all  plenty ;  got  all  the 
trad^  from  Bruges ;  the  Nctheilands  is  the  field 
of  induftry,  and  Antwerp's  now  the  -granary; 
I  beg  your  pardpn,  gentlemen.  D'ye  hear,  fend 
thofe  hampers  of  wine  up  lo  Mynheer  Van  Di- 
pembeck's^  .near  the  Bourfe.     {calling  of) 

'     ''  AI. 
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Al  {Apart  to  ^inttn)  My  father !  {to  Dort) 
What  does  old  Dipembcck  lay  in  his  wine  by 
hampers  ? 

Dort.  Grand  doings  there,  Sir,  this  evening j 
only  a  wedding  of  his  only  daughter. 

Jl.  (Apart  to  Sluintin)  My  filler  ! 

^in.  {AJide}.  Confufion  !  myAdela? 

AL  {To  Dort)  And  pray,  who  is  my  new  bro- 
ther-in-law, that  is  to  be? 

Dort.  Gadzooks !  Is  it  poffible  you  can  \)c 
young  maftcr  Albert,  that  was  fent  to  Rome  to 
learn  to  draw  piftures  ? 

Al.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 
•  Dort.  'Tis  he— the  very  laugh,    (calls)    Here, 
Jordans, 

Enter  Waiter. 

Get  another  room,  and  lay  a  cloth,  (takes  up  the 
wine)  Take  this,  and  fetch  a  bottle  of  my  own. 

Al.  Landlord,  are  you  going  to  rake  the  beft 
bottle  of  cottoe  in  Antwerp  from  us  ? 

Dortl  Take  !  no,  TU  give  you  the  beft. 

^in.  Pray,  Landlord,  who  is  the  bride* 
groom  ? 

Dort.  A  very  ft«pid  fellow^  indeed,  Sir.  (turns 
$0  Albert)  begging  your  pardon,  for  talking  fo 
free  of  a  part  of  your  family.  You  remember 
Van  Dunderman,  the  painter  ? 

Al.  What  is  my  father  dill  in  the  whim  Qf 
giving  Adela  to  none   but   a  painter  ? 

Dort.  Ay,  Sir,  and  has  iffued  a  fort  of  prock- 
mation^  for  all  the  young  painters  that  wi/h'd  for 
his  daughter  and  money,  to  fend  in  a  fpecimen  of 
their  works,  as  the  beft  pidure  ihould  determine 
his  choice. 

^in. 
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^in.  And  perhaps  the  young  lady's  heart  may 
have  made  a  choice  of  it's  own. 

DorL  Why  that  it  feems  it  has^  Siri  if  there 
were  fifty  Raphael  UrbansofferM  to  hcr^  fhe  owns 
ftill  that  (he  prefers  one  Quintin  Matfys,  a  blacks 
fmiih  I  think  he  ,was. 

W»  {^/tdi)  My  dear,  my  fakhftil  Adela  ! 
fi.  'Sdearh,  Vm  afraid  it's  true,  as  honeft 
Dort  fays-^I  blufli  for  my  filter's  grovelling  \n^ 
clinations;  this  rafcally  low  fellow!  I  never  faw 
him^  but  he  had^  I  dont  know  hoWj  poiTefs^d  him^ 
fclf  of  her  afFeftions. 

^in.   {afide)  So  as  yet  I'm  unfiifpecced. 

AL  Where*s  this  bottle  of  the  old  you  pfoihis'd 
us? 

Dort.  On  the  table,  my  good  Sir.  (calls)  D'ye 
hear,  the  room  there  ready  for  the  gentlemen — * 
my  dear  Sir,  how  glad  I  am  to  fee  you,  and  your 
friend  is  welcome,  and  twenty  of  your  friends  arc 
welcome :  1  don't  care  how  many  of  you  come  to 
my  houfc— -all  welcome  to  Van  Dort.  {colls  out) 
Here,  waiters,  every  thing  capital  for  the  gen- 
tlemen. \fixit. 

Al.  Van  Dunderman  the  beft  paititer  in  Ant- 
werp !  he  might  have  been  fo  before  your  arrival, 
Floris,— I  wifh  you  had  feen  my  firter — I  wifh  fhe 
had  feen  you>  and  that  my  father  was  acquainted 
with  your  merit  in  his  darling  art.  In  (hort,  I 
wifli  niy  dear  Floris  you  were  my  brother-in- 
law. 

^iri.  I  thank  you.  This  may  be  fortunate. 
\afide)  Albert— but  you*re  partial  to  my  abilities 
-T-fuppofc  I  offer  myfelf  a  candidate — contend 
the  prize  of  your  lifter's  hand  with  this  Van 
Dunderman  ?— d'ye  think  I  have  any  chance. 
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vf/.  Chance  !  Vl\  (lake  itiy  foul  oh  your  fucccjfs  f 
—Poor  Adela  was  a  fine  girl,  without  a  faulty 
isxccpt  the  filly  paftiality  you  have  juft  heard  of— 
refcue  her  from  this  Dutch  brute  Dunderman  f 
^-^your  genius  muft  raife  her  to  affluence  and  ho- 
nor— your  good  qualities  make  her  happy. 

J^in.  My  dear  friend,  I  fear  your  high  opi- 
nion flatters  me,  but  granting  as  a  paintef,  I 
(conquer  Dunderman  in  your  father's  eftimation, 
.f  ihall  I  as  a  lover  triumph  over  the  farrier  in 
your  fitter's  affeftion  ? 

jiL  Oh,  he  has'nt  been  heard  of  thefe  eight  or 
Hind  years,  and  I  have  hopes  that  fome  trooper's 
borfe  has  kick'd  his  brains  out,  long  fince. 

^m.  {ajidi)  I'm  muchoblig'd  toyou. 

Otho.  {within)  V\\  take  in  the  wine  myfelf^  and 
then  I'll  be  with  you. 

Entir  Otho. 

» 

Here's  the  Hquori  Sin 

\dl.  (to  ^intm)  Only  try  it* 

Otbo.  Yes,  Sir,   Til  try  it.  {drinks) 

AL  It  muft  do*— 

Otho.  Yes,  it  will  do  very  well— which  of  you 
4r0pp'd  this  here  ?  {produces  ^fmatt piilure)     • 

AL  Oh  mine  !  {takes  it) 

Oiho*  Since  I  muft  aik  leave  may  I  go  to  take 
a  little  walk  if  you  pleafe.  Sir  ?— thank  you  Sir. 
{bows)  ru  be  here  again  when  I  come  back. 

[Exit  Otho^ 

AL  My  fiftef  is  an  artift  too.  {Jheufing  the 
pt^ure)  that's  her  work  j—het  favorite  bTacI&» 
5mith  drawn  by  herfclf>  which  I  fiiatch'd  from 
Jher,  and  preferve  as  a  remembrance  of  her 
folly. 

^in. 


'392         THE  BLACKSMITH  OF  ANTWERP- 

'    ^it.  (aJtJe)  My  pifture  indeed,  and  the  work 
of  my  Adda's  dear  hand. 

ylL  Eh !  by  heaven  the  pifture  is  very  like 
you. 

^//j.  It  IS  indeed,  as  if  it  was  drawn  for  me. 

u4L  You  have  every  feature — ^only  fomewhat 
older  I  think. 

^in.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! — My  accidental  likenefs  to 
this  piddrje,  ftrikes  me  with  an  idea— Albert, 
do  you  really  wilh  me  to  be  your  brother-in^ 
law  ? 

^l.  Nothing  more  defirable. 

J^ifn.  This  lover  of  her's  you  fay,  has^nt  been 
fecn  in  Antwerp,  thefe— how  long  ? 

yjr/.  Eight  years,  I  think. 

^in.  What  if  I^-r-ba,  ha,  ha,  a  wild  fcheme 
tho' — Suppofe  I  prefent  myfclf  to  your  fitter  as 
her  favorite  blackfmith  ;  if  I  pafs  on  her  for  him, 
we  m^v  imagine  her  confent  obtain'd,  and  on 
ihe  other  band,  you  (liall  (hew  a  pidlure  of  mine 
to  yc^'ur  tather,  and  introduce  me  as  a  candidate 
for  his  daughter  in  my  proper  cbaraftcr  of  a 
painter. 

JL  Excellent. 
"  J^in.  If  all  this  turns  out  fair  and  well,  your 
fitter  may  be  happy  in  the  idea  of  obtaining  her 
firft  love,  without  difgracing  her  family  by  a 
^afe  alliance,  and  your  father  gratifies  his  whim 
of  giving  his  daughter  to  a  painter,  without  do- 
ing a  violence  to  her  inclinations. 
."  JL  Capital! — Never  was  any  thing  better  de- 
'^xrifed — It  mutt  do — it  can't — it  (han't  fail— give 
•tne  your  hand— My  dear  Floris-^ray  friend— my 
»t)focher — 1  already  givT  you  joy. 
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.%/».  Not  a  moment  is  to  beloft,  you  hear  Dun- 
derman's  wedding  is  fix'd  for  to-day — but  to  per- 
fonate  this  fellow — this — what's  his  name  ? 

AU  Quintin  Matfys. 

^in.  Ay,  Fm  a  farrier,  or  a  blackfmith,  ha, 
ha,  ha ! — you  muft  tell  me  all  you  know  about 
him.— If  I  hav^nt  my  leffon  well,  ihe'll  find  me 
out. 

^    AU  I  warrant  your  extreme  likenefs  to  the  pic* 
ture  banifhes  every  doubt. 

^in.  Yet  I  muft  drefs  fomewhat  after  it. 

AL  For  a  drefs  any  of  the  Jews  in  the  Meer 
ftreet  here  can  fit  you, 

^in.  Well,  when  Tm  equipped  you'll  im- 
mediately  procure  me  accefs  to  your  fitter  ? 

AL  I  will ;  obtain  herconfent  a$a  lover,  an  das 
a  painter,  on  (hewing  your  works,  youVe  fure  of 
my  father's. 

Quin.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ril  about  it  immediately. 

AU  C^ick. 

^in.  Here,  Otho,  Otho — Where  is  this  fel- 
low!  -  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  HL 

A  Room  inVAS  Dunderman's. 

% 

Bnter  Dunderman  with  a  fipe^  elegantly  drefs^d^ 

but  a  nigbucaf  on. 

Dun.  Dc  divil,  vere  is  dis  coach  I  {looks  at  bis 
watch)^'th  now  j^dL&  twelve,  and  lihould  be  a; 
V   VOL.  11.  3  E  Van 
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Van  Dipcmbcck's  houfc — I  tink  I  look  very  well 
IQ  my  wedding  fuit ! — How  long  dis  coach  ftay^^ 
and  my  fweet  bride  is  vait  for  me  —Vat  a  deal  of 
piftures  I  have  here  unfini(h*d,  but  no  matter,  1 
vil  not  paint  to-day.  (calls)  Here — Yacol>— my 
man  Yacob  ! — Ah  dis  new  farvant  !— I  ave  him 
only  two  days,  and  he  «put  all  my  affairs  into 
confufion,  he  is  always  ready  too  foon^  or  he  is 
not  ready  at  all ;  he  underdoes,  or  he  overdoes^ 
(calls)  Yacob  ! — No  he  vil  not  do  for  me* 

Enter  }kqo^. 

Jlcy,  you  Yacob,  is  dis  coach  not  come  ? 

Jacob.  Not  yet^  Sir^  and  I  defired  him  to  be 
here  exad  ly  at  one. 

Dun.  One!  and  Idefired  you  to  bid  him  come 
at  eleven — when  1  give  you  a  meffage,  mind  al- 
ways fay  my  words  exaftly. 

Jacob.  Yes,  Sir,  I  will  Sir ;  but  here  Sir,  my  , 
Lord  is  come ;  he  fays  this  is  the  day  you  ap« 
pointed  to  take  a  fitting  of  him. 

Dun.  I  will  not  draw  any  body's  pifture  on  my 

weddingday  j  fo  he  may  take  his  ugly  face  fome« 

where  elfe. 

\  Jacob,  {goes  Jo  (be  door^  and /peaks  loud)  My 

Lord  you  may  take  your  ugly  face  fomewhere 

Dun.  $acre  loot !— Vat  you  talk  dat  vay  to  cny 
patrons  ? 

Jacob.,  Why,  Sir,  was'at  that  fpeaking  your 
words  exaftly.  There's  my  Lady  Frinfmerc  be-- 
low  ftairs  too,   (he  wantsto  fit. 

Dun.  Let  her  fit  in  the  great  chair  below,  and 
when  fhe's  tired  of  fitting,    let  her  waddle' off. 
«    Jacob,  (calling  arthe  entrxmcc)  My  lady  fit  be* 

JtoW 
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low  in  the  great  cbair^  aod  when  you're  tired, 
waddle  ofF. 

•  Dun.  De  devil  !  vat  you  mean  ?  let  my  cufto^ 
mers  aloaej  iince  you  can't  talk  good  manners  tcf 
dcm — 

(^  knocking  without — Jacob  going), 
flop  {ima  low  tone)  it  that's  Captain  Lillo,    don't 
&y  Tm  at  home. 

•  Jcuob.  {whifperingj,  I  Won't,  I  won't  Sir. 

Dun.  He  wants  to  be  my  bridefman,  and  I  do 
Iiot  like  Captains  for  my  bridel  men. 

Re-enter  Jacob. 

Jacob,  {in  a  lone  tone)  Sir,  \  told  him  what  you 
bid  me,  and  t^e's  in  the  next  room  wricing  a  card 
to  leave  for  you. 

Dun.  What,  what  ?  I  hate  whifpering^ 

Jacob,  {very  loud)  Sir,  Capta^in  Lillo's  in  the 
next  room,  and  1  told  him  you  wafn't  at  home  as 
you  defiled  me. 

Dun.  Hulh  !  de  devil's  in  your  tongue  ?  How 
I  am  perplex'd,  and  vex'd  at  this  time  ;   but  lee 
ine  get  out  of  de  houfe — vy  did  you  fay  I  was  at  * 
Jiome  to  all  dele  people  ? 

Jacok  Why,  lord  Sir,  one  doef'nt  know 
what  to  do  with  you  !  I  don't  know  when  to 
tells  lies,  nor  when  to  tell  truth. 

Dun.  Mind  Yacob^  tell  lies  to  all  de  world, 
but  truth  to  your  mailer, 

Jacob.   I  fhall  Sir, 

Dun.  Here  fetch  my  wig,  don't  break  my 
pipe— dere,  dat  vill  do  ;  Yacob,  I  make  a  tolera- 
ble fiiilk  Bridegroom,  ehj  J  tink  1  look  very 
well  to. day, 

Jacob.  Indeed  Sir,  day  or  night,  you  look 
frightful  always. 

312  Dun- 
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Dun.  Eh,  duijgenniet !  vat  yon  fay  fach  a  rude 
ting  to  mc  for  ? 

Jacob.  You  bid  me  always  fpeak  truth  to  my 
inafier. 

Dun.  Yes,  but  you  ftiould  not  be  fo  ready  with 
your  tongue. 

Jacob.  I  won't  Sir,   I  hear  the  coach  flop. 

Dun.  De  coach  !  come  den,  I  mud:  light  a 
frefh  pipe  to  take  vid  me,  mind,  have  a  guard 
over  your  fpeech  ;  you  flxould  tink  three  times 
before  you  fpeak  once. 

{lights  bis  pipe  andjiands  near  the  candle.^ 

Jacob.  1  ihall  Sir,  I  think  once,  1  think  twice,  I 
tb'»^^  thr  e  timesy^ — your  wig's  on  fire. 

Dun.  {Jirikes  him)  Ah,  you  Icoundrel !  you 
rifcal ! 

Jacob.  Help,   fire,  murder. 

\jLxeunt  Jacob  runnings  Dundetman  furfuirig 


SCENE     IV. 

A  Street. 
Enter  Otho. 


Otho.  {looking  ^boui)  So,  my  dear  Jaquelette  I 
find  is  gone  to  live  in  farvis  !  but  where,  is  the 
thing  I  want  to  know — Oh,  what  joy  it  is  to  a  bo- 
dy after  travelling  all  over  the  world,  wet  and  dry, 
to  come  home  again  to  the  place  where  one  is 
born  in  i  every  thing  fcems  fo  comfortable  and  fo 
quiet. 

Jacob,  {without)  Help,  fire,  murder ! 

Enter 
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Enter  Jacob. 

• 

Otbo.  And  fo  peaceable. 

Jacob.  Oh,  he  has  broke  my  bones  ! 

Otbo.  I'm  fo  happy — the  fight. 

Jacob.  His  wig  is  burn'djthough. 

OtAo.  It  warms  my  heart. 

Jacob.  {Jiops  Jhort  and  looks  with  furprife)  Is  that 
Otho  ? 

Otbo.  Is  that  Jacob  ? 

Jacob*  You  rogue  of  all  rogues,  where  have  you 
been  thefe  feven  years  ?  {tbeyjhake  hands,) 

Otbo.    You  dear  fcoundrel,  how  do  you  do  ? 

Jacob.  We  had  it  here  that  you  were  dead.  Well 
but  do  you  follow  your  trade  now  ? 

Otho.  Xrade  !  I  am  a  genius  !  travell'd  in  Rome, 
Campagnia,  Venice,  Loretto  and  Frefco — Studied 
cru;nbling  urns,  old  walls,  marble  and  mortar,— 
Oh,  the  Cabinets  and  Galleries,  Green  Copper 
Medals,  and  Stone-headed  Casfars !  I  left  Ant- 
werp aBlackfmith,  and  1  am  come  home  a 
Painter. 

Jacob.  A  Painter  ! 

Otho.  I  am,  and  fo  is  my  Mafter. 

?acob.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  oh,  your  Mafler*s  a  paint- 
^  . 

Otho.  He  !  why  yes, — blefs  hi$  dear  heart  !  to 
be  fure  after  I  grind  the  beautiful  colours,  upon  an 
elegant  marble  flab,  and  mixes  them  with  a  thin 
bladed  knife  of  tempered  fteel,  upon  a  fliining 
oval  mahogony  board,  the  poor  gentleman  my 
mafter  takes  and  runs  bis  thumb  through  it,  rubs 
the  colours  about  with  hogs  briftles,  and  then 
there,  flap  dafli,  he  daubs  upon  a  (quare  piece  of 
coarfe  linen,  and  perhaps  fometimes  makes  out 
^rees,*  clouds,  blue  mountains,  fivers,  dirty  cot- 
tages. 
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tage^t  fpotted  cows  and  fuch  like  nonfenfe^  and 
then  if  any  body  fits  upon  a  chair  before  him,  he 
makes  out  fomething  that  every  body  takes  for  a 
face,  and  then  the  people  give  bim  fifty  or  a  h)in« 
dred  ducats  for  a  yard  of  canvafs>  but  it's  all  on- 
ly becaufe  he  has  daubed  my  colours  upon  it. 

Jacob.  Ah,  if  you  come  to  that,  I'm  as  good 
3  genius  as  yourfclf, 
'  Otbo.  You  !       ^     ^ 

Jacob.  In  the  grinding  vay^ 

Oth^o.  No!    . 

Jacob.  Ay  I  why  I  live  with  a  painter  too, 

Oibo.  Indeed  ! 

Jacpb.  Yes  indeed,  and  my  matter  by  his  daaib^ 
xng  gets  a  fine  wife  to  day. 

J^tUcr  DUNDERMAN* 

Duft.  Vat  you  tell  me  of  coach  you  villain  1  ha» 
facre  locth  !♦. you've  ordered  no  coach! — non^I 
muftufe  my  feet,  {kicks  Jacobs) 

Jacob.  I  wilh  you'd  ufe  your  feet  lome  other 
way* 

Dun.  And  now  as  I  have  no  coach,  I  muft  only 
.fly  upon  the  wings  of  lofe. 
(^puts  his  pipe  in  his  mouthy  and  Exit  with  deliberat\^ 

on.) 

Jacob,  (pau/tfs  looking  after  him)^  Mind,  I  dis- 
charge you — you're  no  more  a  mater  of  mine,,! 
turn  you  off,  fo  provide  for  yourfelf. 

Otho.  Ha,  ha,  ba!  I  beg  your  pardon,,  but  I 
can't  help  laughing,  your  mafter.did  lift  up  his 
leg  (b  comical.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  If  my  nnafter  dare 
to  kick  n^e,  Fd  give  him  luch  a  rammacle. 


'y^i: 
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£nter  Quintij^. 


^tin.  What  ate  you  prating  here  you  rai- 
ical,  and  Tvc  been  waiting  fof  you  this  half-hour. 

Otho.  Sir,  I  was  alking  this  gentlcman^-ho>?ir 
tlie  day  went. 

^uin.  (Jirikes  him)  Take  that  you  idle  mif- 
creant,  and  never  dare  to  come  where  I  am; 

Otho.  {calling  after  htm)  Mind,  I  turn  you  off 
To  provide  for  yourfclf  young  man. 

Jacob.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  I  can't  help  laughing^  your 
mailer  did  lift  up  his  leg  fb  comical.  Ha,  ha^ 
ha  !  "  If  my  mafter  dare'd  to  kick  me,  Td  give 
•*  him  fuch  a  rammacle/'    (mimicking  Otho) 

Otho.  Keep  your  mouth  fliut,  youVe  as  ugly 
a  fet  of  teeth,  as  ever  I  faw. 

Jacob*  So  now  i*m  my  own  mailer. 

Otho.  And  I  am  my  own  fervant,  let  me  fee 
how  1  could  domineer  over  myfelf.— ^Here,  you 
rafcal  Otho — Go,  get  drunk  you  dog.  (altering 
his  voice)  I  Ihall,  pleafe  your  honor.  Oh,  1  like 
tny  new  mafter  prodigioufly. 

Jacob.  Never  thought  my  Dutchman  was  fo 
nimole  at  the  hoof. 

Otho.  My  mafter  too  is  only  a  Blackfmith  as 
well  as  myfelf  J  this  time  nine  years  wheedled  me 
over  to  Rome  with  him.  I  don't  know  how  he 
has  managed  it,  but  he  has  contrived  to  make 
himfelf  a  great  painter,  and  me  his  ferving  man» 
{hows  where  ^intin  went  off) — ^Thank  you  good 
Maier  C^intin  Matfys— that's  his  real  name,- 
though  the  tcllow  calls  himfcrlf  Floris. 

Jacob.  What,  is  that  the  great  Floris  ?  Zoun^ 
tifiih,  the  moft  capital  Painter  I — ^X've  a  thought 

-—oh. 
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—oh,  fuch  revenge  upon  our  two  matters  !-— 
have  you  ever  a  piAure  painted  by  that  Floris* 

Otho.  Eh  i  Why,  yes ;  we've  left  a  fine  pic- 
ture of  two  old  Mifers  at  the  Cuftom  Houfe. 

Jac.  That'll  do,  come  along  my  boy ;  I've  the 
mott  precious  fcheme  in  my  pate. 

Osho.  What! 

Jacob.  Say  no  more. 

Otho.  I  never  was  good  at  a  fcheme. 

Jacob.  It  fhall  get  you  a  fine  girl,  and  a  deal  of 
money,  and  I  touch  half.  Tol,  lol.  {^fings) 

Ohio.  Tol,  lol,  lol.  {ftngs  i  Jiops  Juddenly)  but 
why  are  we  fo  merry  now  ? 

Jacob.  Come,  we'll  fettle  it  over  a  glafs  of  Lou- 
vaine  beer. 

Otho.  Eh!  fhall  we? 
,    Jacob.  Yes,  we'll  bob  our  nimble  footed  maf- 
ters. 

Otho.  Hob  nob,  drink,  come  along. 

\^Exeunt. 


END   OF  THE    FIRST   ACT. 
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A  G  T    IL 

SCENE  I, 

'F 


t 


.  Dipembeck's  Hotf/e. 
JE^nter  Adbl  a  and  Ja(^t£LETT£< 

Ap£I.A# 


1S0|  Jaquelette,  'tisn't  Dunderman's  perfon  or 
brtital  mannersj  which  are  indeed  as  you  fay 
odious  enough,  that  difgufl:  m^ }  but*  that  all 
mankind^  except  my  (^intin,  are  tQ  vfxt  indif- 
ferent. 

Jaq.  Well,  t  vow.  Madam,  you^rc  the  vay 
Phoenix  of  conftancy  {  Your  lover  goqe  nine 
years — it's  muc|i  about  that  time,  iince  my  rov* 
iQg  blade,  Oiho,  difappear'd  from  Antwerp,  and 
}  have  had  twenty  lovet's  fince,  though  I  vow,  I 
never  chofe  qne,  and-*excufe  coiQparifons,  but 
my  Otho  was  a  Blackfmith  too,  the  fame  trade  as 
your  Quintin* 

Ade.  Ay,  Jaquelette,  'twas  that  trade,  that 
vile  trade,  that  my  poor  (^intin  was  put  to,  by 
jiis  fordid  uncles  'twas  at  that;^  my  brother  AU 

vo>.  IK  3  F        ,  Ijert'i 
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bert's  pride  took  fire;  *twas  that,  and  my  fa- 
ther's enthuiiafm  for  painting,  rhat  robb'd  me  of 
the  fwecteft  youth— the  kindeft — moft  tender—- 
(^weeps) 

Jaq.  Poor  foul  I  (crying)  My  Jieart  aches  for 
you  ;  if  I  wouldn't  give  all  ihe  money  I  ever 
earn'd,  to  free  you  from  this  marriage;  hang 
Dunderman,  and  his  painting^^  and  his  own  ug^ 
ly  picture. 

jide.  Ay.  Jaquelettf,  fuch  a  contraft !  fee,  i^ 
ficetch  I  was  making  of  Qiiintm,  from  memory^ 
(ogives  'jer  a  miniature) 

Jaq  (weeping)  Dear,  what  a  fweet  counte- 
narct^ — to  fofe  fuch  a  charming!  1  vow  {'ve 
drop*d  ^  tear  upon  the  face  j  I've  wafli^d  his  eye 
out. 

Dip.  {without)  Jaquejette  !  Jaqqelette! 

Jaq.  CoiTiing,  Sir. — I'm  forry  I've  put  out  thci 
dear  fellow's  eye, — (returns  the  pi^ure)  Coming, 
Sir.  [■^•^'^  runnings 

Enter  AttERT  iind  Qvi^tin^    the  latter   meanly 

drejsed.  '•.''- 

* 

j4l.  (apart  to  ^intin)  There^s  my  fiC^^r,  make, 
ufe  of  your  time. 

^iiri.  Hold  — u hat*s  my  name  ? 

AL  Qiimtin  Matfys. 

^uin.    True. 

A'  And  to  corfirm  her  in'this  opinion,  I'll 
go  1  nd  mv  father  in  upon  you  both,  [Exit. 

^uin  (ajuie)  How  my  pmud  friend  will  llorm, 
wh  n  he  finds  I  am  really  Qumtin  Matfys,  Oh, 
Lo  e,  thou  that  Ijaft  made  me  a  painter,  clofe 
my  labors  with  i  fv\eet  reward,  in  the  poffeflion 
of  my  Adela!  my  heart  flutters^  I  tremble  with 
awe— delight — how  beautiful!- 

Ade. 


THE  BLACKSMITH  OF  ANTWERP.:  *^ 

Ad€.  Worlds  ^ould  I  give  now  for  that  iketch 
of  my  Quintin,  that  my  cruel  brother  deprived 
nieof  i  but  his  dear  image  is  engraven  oil  my 
heart,  (^intin  unfeen  lays  his  pidure  on  the  table, 
before  her)  Ha!  is  this  Magic  !  or  has  fome  be- 
nignant power  heard  my  prayer,  and  in  pity  ref- 
tore  1 — {^uintin  Jhews  himfelf^  Jhe  Jhrieks  and 
faints. ) 

^iru  My  Adela,  my  life,  my  foul,  help  !  what 
has  my  folly  done  ? 

Dip  {without)  My  dear  boy !  my  dear  fon 
Albert,  you  re  come  home  in  fiich  a  joyful  mo- 
ment, to  be  prefent  at  your  filler's  wedding. 

Enter  Dipembeck  and  Albert. 

AL  But  where  \s  (he?  my  dear  dear  filler | 
Eh  !— What  fellow's  this  ? 

Dip.  Hey !  what  fcoundrel  are  you  ? 

jiU  What  bufinefs  have  you  with  my  filler  ? 

Dip.  What  have  you  to  do  with  my  daugh-« 
ter  ? 

AL  I  fee  Adela  you've  recovered  the  pifturc 
of  th^t  bafe  born  fellow  1 

Dip.^  But  who  is  this! — Who  is  this  fellow  ? 

AL  {comparing  the  piSfure  with  ^intin)  Hey  I 
.  the  very  face  !  By  heaven,  Sir,  this  is ! — {looks 
ut  the  pi6iurc  again)  Pray  friend,   is  not  your 
name  Quintin  Matfys  ?  {^uintin  bows) 

Dip.  Quintin  Matfys  come  back!^~Oh»  yoU 
villain — come  here,  Adela. 

Ade.  Nay,  but  dear  father 

Dip.  You  my  daughter !  I  difcard  you. 

Ade.  Brother! — 

AL  I  difown  you  for  a  fiften 

3  F  2  ^im 
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:^in.  Sir,  are  there  no  hopes^  no  means  to 
obtain  your  favor  ? 

Dip.  Tes,  you  may  obtain  my  h^OTy  very  ea* 
i!jf  too. 

^in.  Hove,  dear  ^r  ?  tell  me. 

Dip.  Only  be  obliging  enough  to  hang  yotir« 
ibif  for  half  an  hour  1— Pm  in  fuch  a  pamon  !--*i 
Ay,  girl,  cry  I  If  every  tear  was  the  Scheldt,^ 
fliower  would  not  quench  my  rage, 

Jde.  A  moment  to  reftore  my  long  loft  love 
and  the  lame  moment  to  be  torn  from  iiis  {mtc* 
fence.— Father — Brother— Quintin  ! 

Dip.  rU  Quintin  yoo^-^get  in  there. 

lExeuni^  Dipmbeck  and  Adela. 

Al.  ViAoria !— my  fiftei^s  yours  I 

^n.  Why,  fhe  certainly  don't  fufpeA  me  for 
any  other  than  C^intin  ? 

Al.  Not  in  the  leaft,  fo  her  confent  is  fore. 

^n.  Now,  if  the  piece  I  ifaall  fend,  does  but 
gain  your  fathcr*s— 

jV.  Your  piAure  of  the  m9ers ;  that,  that's 
t!ie  thing. 

^in.  It*s  yet « the  Cuftota-Houfe. 

vf/.  Send  Otho  inilantly  for  it. 

j^/«.  Hang  the  fellow,  I  muft  hire  another 
fervant,  I  can  get  no  goodx)fhim;  however, 
l>cfore  the  pifture  comes,  mind  you  acquait  youir 
father,  i^vho  I  reaily  am,  introduce  me  to  him  as 
myfelf,  out  Dunderman  goes,  and  my  bufindt 
18  done. 

Al.  Charming  !-— but  rioris,  liow  do  you  like 
my  lifter  ?  ^ 

^in.  A  Niobe  1  a  Madona  in  the  flight ;  a 
Virgin  Magdalen  veiled  in  inn9cencc*»But»  iier 
diftrefs  hurt  mec^ccecdingly. 

Al. 
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jdh  Piha!  you'll  bafk  in  ftiniliine,  after  this 
fiiower. 

^in.  But  hold—wont  your  father  remember 
me  to  be  the  fame  perfon,  he  was  jufl  now  in  fuch 
a  rage  at  finding  in  his  houfe  ? 

Al.  No,  no,  youf  <jhange  of  drefs— *the  pic-, 
ture — ^your  mifers>  their  beaming  gold  will  play 
upon  his  twinklers-^that^s  their  center  of  attract 
tion. 

J^i/r.  Well  ncyw  from  Quintin  Matfys,  the 
difearded  Blackfmith^  to  Frans  Floris,-  the  happy- 
Painter  I 

M.  But,  my  dear  fello\v — zounds  !  get  along 
you  infernal  1  (  fujhes  him  off ) 

jfl^-r»/^r  DiPEMBBCK. 

/ 

I>ip4  That's  right,  Albert,  turn  the  rafcal  out ; 
but,  how  did  he  get  in  ? — Oh,  what  fhall  I  do  ? 
—•What  fliall  i  fay  to  Mynheer  Van  Dunder- 
man  ? 

Ai  Sir,  you  muftn't  think  of  Dunderman  fdir 
afon  in-law. 

Dip.  Not  think  ?— But  I  will  think  of  him* 

AL  No,  no. 

Dip.  What  d'ye  mean  by  that,  you  puppy  ? 

AL  He  raultn't  have  a  filler  of  mine. 

Dip.  What,  firrah,  have  I  fent  you  to  Rome, 
at  the  expense  of  two  thoufand  florins  a  year, 
and  have  you  learned  only  to  thwart  my  favou« 
rite  defign,  of  j^ivinj^  her  to  a  painter  ? 

AL  Mv  dear  father  be  cool  a  itioment,  it^s  my 
refpcdl  to  your  favourite  defign — 1  have  inch  a 
hufband  to  recommend  for  my  filler. 

Dip.  £h!  why  firrah,  you're  as  bad  as  Adel^. 

AL 
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Jl.  Such  a  Painter  as  I  have  brought  with  me 
— the  Prince  of  Artifts  ! 

Dip.  What,  a  gi eat  Painter  ? 

jfL  Accompanied  me  from  Rome,  a  difciple 
of  Leonardo  de  Vinci. 

Dip.  Indeed  ! — a  great  matter ! — Eh,  Albert  ? 

yiL  A  foul  fired  by  genius  ;  a  mind  .  expanded 
by  fcience — but  I'll  lay  no  more,  let  his  works 
fpeak  for  hi  In. 

Dip.  His  works!  Oh,  Lord,  ffiall  I  fee  his 
works  ? — Science  ! — ha,  Hoy,  you  fhall  fee  a  work 
your  father  has  comple ated  while  yoii  were  away 
— ril  (hew  you  a  lecture  on  the  Clara  Obfcura— > 
»— but  here  comes  Van  Dunderman. 

Enter  Dunderm ant. 

Dun.  Mynheer  Dipembeck,  is  your  daughter 
ready  to  be  mairied  to  me? 

Dip.  ( Apart  to  Mert)  Eh,  Albert,  is  this 
other  fuch  a  very  great  Painter  ? 

AL  {apart)  I  expeft  a  pifture  of  his  here 
every  moment. 

Dip  {apart)  Hem !  Hufli  ! — Van  Dunder- 
man,  ^\\\  you  wait  a  few  minutes  ? 

Dun.  Oh,  I'm  in  no  hurries. 

Enter  Jacob. 

Vat  you  come  for  Yacob  ? 

Jacob.  Hem  ! — Sir,  my  matter,  the  moft 
capital  painter  that  ever  brufhed  canvas.-^^ 

Dip.  Well,  we  all  know  your  matter  is  very 
great. 

Dun.  Yes,  'tis  well  known  Tm  very  great. 

Jacob. 
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Jacoh.  Yes,  Sir,  I  fay,  my  mafter  hearing  of 
your  beautiful  daughter's  great  beauty,  has  fent 
me  to  let  you  know — — 

Dun.  I  fend  you  ! 

Jacob,  That  he'd  be  glad  to  marry  her. 

Dif    Well,  we  all  know  that  al  a  dy. 

Jacob.  And  to  prove  himfelf  worthy  of  yonr 
favour,  as  a  fpecimen  of  his  great  abilities,  he 
has  fent  by  me,  his  favourite  pidure  of  the  two 
niifers. 

Dvn.  De  Devil  1 — What  mifer  is  this  ? 

AL  {aft4e)  So^  Floris  has  got  a  new  fervant 
already. 

Jacob.  And  jcnoreover  he  hopes- 

Dun.  Vat  meiTage  is  dis  you're  giving  before 
my  face,  and  dat  I  did  never  fend  r 

Jacob'  Hold  your  tongue  Dunderman,  you're 
Bobody  now  a-days,  {calls  off)  Bring  in  the 
picture,  {the  piSure  of  the  mifers  brought  in) 

Dtp.  Oh,  beautiful! — .Oh,  delightful !-^moft 
excellent ! 

,    Jl.  {nftde)  Ay,  'tis  Floris !— There,  Sir,  look 
•—you  fee  what  an  artift  my  friend  is. 

Dip.  Oh,  then,  this  is  the  perfon,  you  were 
fpeaking  of  ? 

Al.  Yes,  Sir,  {apart')  Do  difniifs  Dudder- 
span,  iq  as  delicate  a  manner  a^  you  can. 

Dip.  Delicate  !  I  will  in  the  Dutch  way— % 
Dundermai},  y op  may  go  home. 

AL  I  think  you  may  as  well^  indeed  Myn- 
heer. 

Jacoh.  GoDunderman;  go  home. 

Dun.  I  did  come  to  marry  your  daughter !— - 
(throws  a  look  of  vexation  at  the  pidure')  But  if 
you're  bufy,  I'm  in  no  hurries,  fo  I  will  go 
hoxp^  and  ^niih  MaSrowXady  Frinsmere. 

[Exit^  Jialking /lowly ^ 
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Dip.  kj  troop,  you  get  no  daughter  of  mine 
indeed  Mynheer ;  but  pray  friend  is  the  Painter 
of  this  Picture  coming  ? 

Jacob.  Sir,  he*ll  be  here  in  five  minutes,  {goes 
to  the  door^  looks  ous^  and  calls  foftly)  Otho,  Otho! 
What  keeps  the  ra&al !  Tm  afraid  I've  let  him 
drink  too  much — If  I  can  but  pafe  him  here  for 
the  pamter  of  this  pidure^  and  he  marries  the 
lady,   and  we  fnack  her  fortune !    {jsfidi) 

lExiL 

Al.  ^ov,  dear  Sir,  receive  my  friend  hand^ 
ibmelyr— A  capital  matter,  I  promife  you. — So, 
ril  leave  Floris  to  fpeak  for  himfelf,  and  prepare 
Adela,  for  her  approaching  felicity,  {a/tde) 

[Exit. 

Dip.  Oh,  howl  long  to  fee  this  admirabilei 
this  great  man ! 

Oibp.  {mthout)  What,  did  you  get  my  fine 
big  picture  up  thefe  little  narrow  fiairs  ? 

Dip.  His  fine  big  piflure  ! — Yes,  this  ii^  he; 
this  is  the  great  mafter  ;  he  fliall  have  her }  h^ 
£hall  marry  my  daughter  this  day. 

.    Enter  Otho,  drejfed. 


Otho.  {bows)  Sir! 

Dip.  Sir,    you're  wellcome;  I  prefurne  yo^ 


Oibo.  You're  right,  1  am  fo,  Vm  now  the 
greateft  Painter  in  this  world. 

Dip.  {ajide)  You  might  let  other  people  fay 
that.— -Sir,  this  fpecimen  of  your  work,  \koking 
at  tbepiffure)  I  muftfay  is  a  matter  piece. 

Otho.  My  mafter's  piece  I— It's  my  piece. 

Dip.  Youroaafteri 
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Vtbo.  Yes,  Sir,  that  isj  the  man  that^— that 
taught  me,  I  call  him  my  mafter,  becaufe  I  was 
his  (cholar. 

Dip.  A  very  good  reafdn^  Sin 

Oibo.  Yes  Sir,  I  am  a  very  great  man,  and 
yet  I  have  fo  much  modefty,  tbat»  I  afiure  you, 
I  never  boaft  or  talk  of  it. 

Dip.  I  fee  you're  very  modeft. 
.    Otbo.  In  Italy,    Sir>  I   and  Michael  Angelb, 
carry  all  before  us» 

Dip.  Indeed! 

Otho.  Yes,  poor  Mick  is  a  decf  ht'^— - 

Dip    Decent! 

Oibo.  That  is,  he  has  a  knack. 

Dip.  Yes,  Sir,  hehasaknack  ofbeing  thibeft 
pointer  now  living. 

0/bo.  What  do  you  talk.  Sir  !— Beft  !— -You 
forget  I  and  Appelleis. 

Dip.  I  acknowledge  your  merit.  Sir  ;  but  if 
you  mean  the  Grecian,  that  is,  Alexander's  Apel- 
les',  he  happened  to  die  fome  eighteen  hundred 
years  ago. 

Oth.  Aleiattder  Apclles  !-^I  thought  you 
meant  my  friend  Tom  Apelles,  of  Boisleduc. 

Dip.  (looking  out)  There,  Sir,  chofe  Bufts '  are 
Angelo's  works. 

Otho.  Bufts  !~Oh,  the  Heads  yonder  ? 

Dip.  A  marble  Vitellius  and  Galba  ;  the  PIai{^ 
ter  caft  is  an  Otho. 
'  Otho.  A  me! 

Dip.  An  Otho. 
^  Otho.  O,  ho  I 

Dip.  That,  that's  my  favourite  head. 
.  Otho.  Yes,  Sir,  Otho's  head  is  a  great  favou^- 
rite  of  mine  too-- but  what  fignifies  them  things, 

VOL*  lu  3  a  look 
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look  at  my  ptdores  and  admire^  there V  the  grand 
gufto. 

Dif.  Admirable  I  confefs,  great  expri,0ion ! 
ricbf  warm  colouring. 

Ckbo,  Yes,  Sir^  you  know  mifers  are  ricbj  warm 
fellows,  he»  he,  he! 

Dip*  I  dare  fay  Sir,  youVe  performed  many 
great  works  abroad. 

Otbo.  Great  1  let  the  palaces  and  churches  of 
Italy  fpeak  for  me  s  I  painted  fifteen  cathedralSj 
in  fide  and  outfide. 

Di^.  Outfidel 

Otbo.  Oh,  yes.  Sir,  that  is  in  my  landfcape 
views,  all  fo  natural ;  fuppofing  a  cathedral  hap<* 
pen^  to  (land  behind  a  mountain,  or  a  cottage  be- 
hind a  cathedral,  or  an  af&  behind  a  cottage,  it's 
all  one  to  me* 

Dip.  You've  a  very  clear  fight,  if  you  can  fee 
a  cottage  or  an  afs  through  a  cathedral. 

Otbo.  All  from  my  profpedive  Sir,  my  great 
ikill  in  profpeftive.  TU  fliew  yoy ;  now  here, 
fuppofe  I've  my  pencil  ready,  this  here  chair  is  a 
cathedpai,  (plaia  a  cbmr  betvffHn  him  and  Di* 
petnbeck)—thcTe^    now  you're  an  afs.    So  here 

Dip*  Stay,  my  good  Sir,  as  this  chair  is  not  * 
cathedra),  nor  I  quite  an  afs,  your  example  is 
nfedlefs.  I  admire  your  coloring,  but  pray  do 
you  work  in  diftemper. 

Otbo.  No,  Sir,  I  never  touch  pencil  when  I  find 
itiyfelf  ill. 

Dip'  rU.  {qfide)  For  fo  great  a  man,  he's 
ftrangely  ignorant. 

.  Otba.  {afide)  I  don't  half  like  thefe  qaeftionsi 
^ir,  let's  come  to  the  poiati  I  fuppofe,  that  my 

pidnre 


pifhire  h^rCi  has  won  your  daughter,  fo^  \vith 
your  good  conicnt,  kt's  have  the  wedding  ac 
once. 

Dip.  iqfide)  Hey  I  he's  veryfinart  upon  it,  FU 
lee  him  do  fomething.  Til  try  his  band  upon  my 
picture,  that  Dunder  man's  doiug.  Sir,  here's  a 
piece  that  a  celebrated  artift  has  in  hand,  {foints  Uf 
Mn  unfinijh'd  for  trait  on  an  eajil)  glad  of  your  opi- 
nion, Sir 

Otho.  Clever,  a  great  likcnefs  ! 

Dip  Very  generous  of  you,  Sir,  to  praift  the 
lvoik>  of  your  rival  in  love  and  fenne, 

Otho.  {afide)  My  rival,  oh,  oh.  Vaftly  like 
indeed,  yet  upon  a  fccond  look,  'tis  rather  ^oo 
black  for  the  hangman  of  Duffeldorp. 
'  Dif.  The  hangman  of  Duffeldorp  !  why,  lord. 
Sir,  that's  done  for  me  !— -Dear  Sir,  do  pray  give 
it  a  touch  of  your  pencil — here's  a  palette  ready 
ifet. 

Otho.  {aftde)  Oh  lord,  now  I  fhall  be  found 
out! — Touch!  no^  Sir,  give  me  leave  to  talk  to 
you — Theory,  my  dear  Sir,  is  the  grand  work— 
imere  praftice  is  o  ily  em})leniatical  mazarienes  \  for 
'w  hen  your  vermillion  comes  tp  touchup  your  chin, 
like  ultramarine,  with  a  fitch  dipped  in  pulveriz- 
jcd  attitudes  ;  and  that's  the  rcafon  that  in  our 
fl  ^rentine  fchooK  fo  difplay  the  true  grace  of  re- 
4ievo  in  a  fombre  compoficion  of  Mofaic  gam- 
boge, we  beautifully  forefhorten  our  apotheofif^ 
tical  pedellals,  and  theq  grinding — you've  a  fine 
Roman  chin. 

Dip  Sir,  this  is  all  very  fine,  but  I'd  like  tpTce 
a  little  upon  the  canyafs,  {offers  him  tht  faUttl 
^ndpncil) 

m 

3  G  2  Otho. 
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Oibo.  What  Sir !  give  my  abilities  to  fuppoit 
another  man's  fame  ?  a  marble  pillar  prop  a  hogr 
ftye  !— Sir  I  muft  not,  cannot  do  it.  {traver/es) 

Dip.  (following  bim)  Sir,  yQu*ll  oblige  mcr-I 
requcft. 

OlAo.  Oh,  Sir,  to  oblige  you-^(/^i^Jf  the  palette 
and  pencils). 

Dip.  Here  Sir,  I  (it  herc;  but  never  mind 
that  Sir,  place  me  as  you  pleafe. 

Otba^  There  Sir,  your  cltjow  up ;  very  well  jj 
your  chin  out ;  look  pretty  -,  prettier. 

Dip.  1  can't  look  prettier  than  I  am. 
•  Oibo.  (places  bim)  Now  for  your  attitude. 

i>^.  £h !  this  is  a  very  crooked  fort  of  itr 
titude. 

.  Otbo.  Yes,  Sir,  nothing  like  grace,  (looting  at 
Dipembecjky  hewing  placed  him  in  an  awkward  d^ 
torted pofition)  Now  for  it.  (Jiands  at  Jome  dtf- 
tanccy  looks  alternately  on  Dipembeck  and  the  picture) 

£nter  Jacob, 

Jacob,  (ajde)  Hey,  my  Blackfmith  has  got  tq 
work,  but  ril  give  him  a  lift,  (/peaks  to  the  piSure) 
Sir,  I  fancy  there's  a  gentleman  wants  you  below 
ilairs. 

Dip.  Ym  bufy. 

Jacob,  (lopkinj^  at  Dipembeck)  Hhis  me!  what  a 
jtiiflake ;  1  abfolptely  thought  Sir,  when  I  faw 
the  pifture,  I  was  talking  to  you. 

Dip.     Eh,  that's  a  deception  indeed  ! 

Qtho.  Yes,  Sir,  ypu  fee  thg  magic  povter  of  my 
pencil;  hold  Sir,  your  he^d  4  little  this  way, 
(turns  bim  round  by  the  ear) 

Dip.  Ah ! 

Otbo. 
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Otbo.  Not  fo  much,  a  little  to  the  left. 

Jacok.  (  pulling  Dipembeck  round  by  the  other  ear) 
will  that  do.  Sir  r 

Dip.  Zounds  !  What's  that  for  ? 

Jacop.  Oh,  Sir,  this  is  part  of  my  bufinefs. 

D/^.  What  to  pull  my  ear  off?  you  never  did 
io  with  yQur  old  mafter,  Dundi  rman. . 

Jacob.  Yes,  Sir,  but  confider  he's  Flemi(h— 
this  is  the  Italian  fchool  i  my  new  mailer's  mode 
of  fettling  the  features. 

Dip.  .Between  you  both  you*ll  foon  fettle  my 
features— but  get  on. 

Otho. .  Yes,  Sir.  (apart  to  Jacob)  relieve  me 
inftantly,  or  I  give  up  the  game. 

Jacob,  {apart)  Daub  on,  I  will. 

Dip.  Havn't  you  made  that  cheek  there  too 
red? 

Otbo.  No,  Sir,  it's   your  cheek   is   too   pale, 
Jacob,  mind  your  bufinefs. 
'    ^acob.  Yes,  Sir,  (Jir  ikes  Dipembeck  on  the  cheek) 

Dip.  What's  that  for  you  fcoundrel  ? 

Jacob.  Vo  give  you  a  rofy  colour,  Sir ;  another 
part  of  my  bufinefs— 1  always  Itand  by  for  that 
purpofe. 

D^.  Colour!  .    ' 

Jacob.  Mafter,  look,  what  a  beautiful  bl  om 
Tve  brought — now  for  your  vermillion  !  a  blufli 
like  the  gills  of  a  turkey  cock. 

Dip.  Get  along  you  fcoundrel,  out  of  the  robm ! 
I'll  blulh  you  black  and  blue.  [^Exlt  Jacot^. 

Otho.  There,  Sir,  fit  down  again,  till  I   take 
your  head  off. 
-    Dip.  Take  my  head  off' 

Otbo.  Yes,  Sir,  now  I  muft  finiflh  you. 

Dip*  Finilh  me! 
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Otbo.  Yes>  Sir^  £6  look  good  humour'dj  and 
iit  down  again. 

Dip.  {looking  at  the  fiSure)  The  devil!  what's 
alKthis  ?  ruiii'd ! 

Oibo.  Sir,  I  was  fo  alarm'd, .  fearing  that  un- 
lucky dog  might  do  your  beautiful  face  fome 
prejudice,  my  hand  trembled  fo,  that  I— fit 
^wn.  ' 

Dip.  No,  no,  do  you  fit  down  now,  and  Til  read 
you  my  grand  ltdturc  upon  the  clara  obfcura. 
(afide)  I've  tried  him  in  praftice— now  for  his 
thtory .— (looks  at  bis  watch)  It's  now  odiy — y^ 
wtVe  four  houis  to  dinner. 

Otbo.  (fftde)  So,  he  has  a:e  on  another  tack. 
ifits) 

Dip.  Sir,  fome  vertuofi,  my  friends,  have 
honor'd  this  little  ticatife,  {opens  a  large  folic  ma-' 
nufcript)  with  their  appjobation,  which  1  wilh  con* 
firm'd  by  the  opinion  of  fo  great  a  man. 

Otbo.  (yawns).  This  Louvaine  beer  makes  one 
intoUerably  drowfy. 

Dip.  Where's  my  fpeclacles ! — {Puts  them  on  and 
reads)  "  When  a  man  begins  a  work  of  this  na- 
**  ture,  what  would  an  auditor  of  any  judgment 
•'fay?** 

Otbo.  Whv,  he*d  fav,  hold  your  prate, 

Z)/>.  What! 
^    Otho.  Get  on. 

Dip.  {reads)  '*  Thus  mufic  may  be  compared 
«  to  painting,  for  both  contain  harmony  and  lone." 
{Otbo  falls  ajleep)  '^  And  when  our  ears  are  ra- 
*«  vifh'd  with  fweet  and  melodious  lo*  nds.*' 
{Otho  fnores)  Afleep--^herc's  an  artiil !  here's  re* 
fpeA  for  the  clara  obfcura — rail  afleep  at  my  grand 
lefture! — what,   is  this  Albert's  fine  painter?  is 

this 
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this  one  of  hisjcfts,  to  rfcommend  ^this  fot  as  a 
hufband  for  his  filler  ? — Would  Dunderman 
fnore  at  my  lefture  ?  Not  he — Yes,  he  Ihall 
have  Adela  ^  he  (hall,  aAd  here  he  comes. 

jE«fer  DUNDERMAN, 

Welcome,  welcome,  neighbour — Hey,  Jaque- 
lettel  X^alls) 

Dun.  Mynheer,  I'm  told  that  you  won't  give 
your  daiighter  to  me,  and  that  you're  going  to 
marry  her  to  anoder  Artiftj  and  fb  I  am  come  to 
finoke  a  friendly  pipe  at  de  wedding. 

Dip.  Very   cool   and  friendly  for  a  lover.— 
You  fliall,  and  at  your  own  wedding  too  ;  d*ye 
think  I  ever  thought  of  giving  my  daughter  to- 
any  body  elfe  but  you,  my  dear  friend  ! 

Dun.  Vat  den  !  Shall  I  have  Yaff'row  Adela  ? 

Dip.  YxMi  fliall  my  boy* 

Dun.  Ob,  very  well,  (^looking  at  tbe^  figure) 
Take  my  foul!  who  has  fpoiled  my  painting 
here  ?  {ptbojnores) 

Dip.  That  fprightly  youth,  he  did  the  job ; 
but  come  along  to  my  daughter,  {going), 

m 

I  Enter  Jaqx/elette, 

t 

Jaq.  Did  you  want  me,  Sir  ? 
Dip.  Eh  I    Oh,    ay,    tell    my    daughter  to 
come  here — though,  nay;  (he  Ihant  come  near 
this  fpark. — Where  is  fiie  Jaquelette  ? 
Jaq^  In  her  own  room.  Sir. 
Dip.  Then  come  along  Mynheer.  lExit. 

Dun,  You  are  villain,  tbfpoil  my  work. 

{Strikes  Otho^  and  Exit. 

Otho. 
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0/bo.  (wakes i  feels  bis  cheek ,  then  looks  at  Ja^ 
queletie)  You've  a  hard  little  handj  but'  let  us 
try  your  lips,  ipjr  Jove  ?  f 

Jaq.  aftde)  My  runaway,  fcapc  grace  Otho  1 
and  the  fool  doeln't  know  me. 

Otho.  ril  revenge  with  fuch  a  rollcy  of  kifTes, 
that  itit  good  report  of  me  Ihall  go  fmack  from 
room  to  room,  in  a  thoufand  amoi^rous  echoe^^ 
and  fet  every  female  mouth  a  watering. 

{offers  to  kifs  her  J) 

Jaq.  Ycm'rc  very  free,  whoever  you  arc,  you 
flia'n'tl  tell  you. 

Otho.  1  fhall,  will,  can,  and  muft. 

Jaq.  You  {ha'n*t. 

Otho.  1  will  have  you. 

[^Exeunt  Jaquelette  and  Otbo. 

Re-enter  Dipembeck. 

Dip.  You  will  have  her!  Ay,  there  they  run 
—fine  jgoings  on ! — you  Jaquelette,  (looks  out) 
See,  fee,  they'll  throw  down  the  Bult  !  (a  noife 
without)  Ay,  they've  done  it,  my  Otho*s  in  twen- 
ty pieces, 

£»/^  Jacob. 

Jaceh.  Has  my  Mafter  done  Sir  ? 

Dip.  Yes,  and  he  has  undone  !  he  has  broke 
my  head. 

Jacob.  Broke  your  head  !  oh,  dear. 

Dip    (bewailing)  Otho  !   Otho  ! 

Jacob.  Otho ! — O,  then  the  ft upidrogue's found 
out;  but  Where's  Otho  now.  Sir* 

Dip.  Lying  on  the  floor  yonder, 

Jacob.  Ah,  the  drunken  rafcal ! 

Dip.  I  muft  pick  him  up. 

Jacob.  Oh  Sir— rU  foon  get  him  on  his  legs. 

{Exit. 
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Dip.  Get  a  buft  upon  his  legs  1  fach  a  mafter^ 
bod  man. 

En^er  AlbeiIt. 

#> 

'i^/.  What's  tlie  matter  Sir — ^where'smy  6iend  > 

Dip.  Get  out  of  my  houfe^  yoU  arid  your 
friend. 

Jl.  Sir  I 

Dip:  I  fay.  Sirrah,  hdvt  date  you  bring  fuch  d 
perfdn  ilhder  my  roof  ? 

A/^  What,  Sir^  don't  you  find  his  metit  equal 
to 

Dip.  Merit!  yes,  nature  indeed  has  thrown 
away  her  gifts  upon  him; — ^but.  Sir,  did  yoa 
ima|irie  that  my  pafllon  for  (iainiidg  had  ab- 
forb'd  all  my  fcnfes  for  evdry  thihi^  cilfe?  this 
your  fiery  genius,  and  fcidntific  mini^? 

JL  Sir,  1  don't  underftahd  yoU. 

Aip.  A  refpedablc  foh-in-law  yoiiVd  rdebm- 
mended.  ^ 

Jl.  Don't  you  find  him  fo.  Sir  ? 

Dip.  Find  him  fd.  Sir?  whait  i  fellow  that 
could  fall  afle^p  at  my  le^ure  upon  the  Clara  Ob- 
fcura — take  my  pidure  for  the  Hangman  of  Diif- 
feldorp-— arid  nere  now,  Only  I  come  in  at  the 
nick,  was  going  to  play  the  devil  with  poot  Ja^i 
quelette. 

jll.  Floris  do  all  this  ? 

Dip.  Come  to  vifit  my  c(aughtef,  itxd  not  five 
minutes  here,  before  ht  itid  htt  maid  get  run- 
ning after  one  another,  like  Daphtie  and  Apollo. 

jiL  This  behaviour.  Sir,  is  fo  inconfiftent  with 
his  former  conduct,  I'm  fo  much  amaz'd. 

Dip.  Well,  rione  of  your  amazes,  but  get  h{m 
out— -take  him — kick  him  out,  or  out  you  go 
together,  for  a  pair  of  impudent  profligates. 

VOL,  !!•  3  M  ^/. 
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At.  'My  dear  father^  moderate  your  anger;  if 
lie^s  capable  of  rudenefs,  Tm  much  deceived  in 
him.  Ha,  ha  ba !  you  know^  you're  apt  to  be  a 
little  odd  fometioies.  i  fuppofe  my  friend  had  a 
mind  to  amufe  bimfelfj  with  your  humour ;  hut 
however  V\\  inftantly  find  Iuni»  and  know  the 
meaning  of  all  this.  \Exit4 

Dip.  \h$khgokt)  Oh,  here  he  comes  again,  and 
Jaqudette  too— very  gracious  indeed-— oh,  yes ; 
ay  to  be  fure,  kifs !— upon  my  word !  very  wdl  5 
here  they  are — I'll  fee  wh?t  they'd  be  at.  [raires. 

EnfiT  Otho  and  Jaqjuelette. 

Jaq.  But  tell  me,  Otho,  ah !  you  were  ^^^ays 
fuch  an  arch  one !  In  your  rovingSj  did  you  think 
of  yx)ur  poor  Jaquelette  ? 

Oiio.  Jaquelette,  my  fwect  girl ;  fine  wotnen 
I  have  certainly  feen,  and  a  very  fine  mao '  you 
fee  I  am  now  myfelf,  but  tho'  I  traveled  about 
> — and — and  round  about,  through  feas  and  fo- 
reft^  and  towns,  and — little  lanes,  yet,  your 
bright  eye  was  my  northern  ftar,  and  the  com- 
pals  of  my  pole.  * 

Ja^.  But  why  won*t  you  tcU  me,  what  brings 
you  into  this  houfe  ? 
'  Otio.  Oh,  I'm  upon  a  great  point 

Jaq.  How!  •  , 

Olbo.  The  point  of  being  married.  :.. 

y^y.  Then,  My  dear  Otho,  I  find  you3l  taloe 
no  denial.    I  fee  you  will  have  me. 

Otho.  {aftde)  No,  I  won't. 

Jaq.  You'll  foon  be  my  lord  and  mafter. 

Otho.  (afide)  Yes,  when  I  marry  your  miftfefs. 

J(i^.  Indeed,  indeed  I  can't  refufe  you. 

Ofio. 
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Otbo.  Thus  aftdr  a  long  voyage,  I  bring  my 
cargo  fafe  to  the  port  of  Love^  and  thus  I  pay 
the  duXy .  {going  to  ki/s  her) 

Dip.  {advances)  Pay  duty!  Egad  k  looks  Ve- 
ry like  fmuggling  though;  Hey  I  you  Jade!^— 
what  do  you  mean  by  all  this  ? 

Jaq.  No  harm.  Sir* 

Otho.  No,  Sir,  we  won't  hurt  one  another. 

Dip.  But  huffey,  do  you  know  who  youVc 
got  there? 

Otho.  {ajide)  Ah,  now  I  Ihall  he  blown.: 

Jaq.  Do  I  know  i  yes.  Sir,  it's  only  a  young 
pan 

Otbo.  (apart)  Hufh,  Pm  not  a  young  man ! 

Jaq.  A  very  honeft  lad. 

Otho.  (apart)  Be  quiet!  Tm  not  an  honeft  lad. 

Dip.  Why  girl  I  he's  the  Artift,  that  is— 

Jaq.  By  trade,  a  Blackfmith. 

Dip.  A  Blackfmith! 
.    Otho.  {afiie)   Ah,  it*s  all  out  \  [retires. 

Dip.  What,  the  great  Painter !  {calls)  Here, 
Albertj  you  Albert. 

JSie-enter  Albert, 

Sirrah,  did  you  want  to  impofe  upon  me^  or  have 
you  been  impos'd  upon  yourfelf? 

yf/.  Sir ! 

Dip.  Why  here  you're  going  to  introduce  ano- 
ther Blackfmith  into  my  family. 

jiL  Me! 
-  Dip.  Yes,  your  great  Painter  I 

4^.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 
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Otho.  UJide)  My  maftcr  I  then  all's  over. 

M.  Why,  Floris^  myfa^er  here  is  deceiv'd 
in  yoa  as  well  as  Adela ;  he  will  haye  it  too,  that 
you're  the  Blackfmith.  Ha^  ha,  ha ! 

Dip.  What's  the  puppy  at  now  ?   Who's  this  ? 

^in.  Then  my  intent  is  anticipated ! — I  don't 
know  how  this  work  of  mine  got  here,  (^looking, 
attbepiSure)  but  I  had  hopes  that  iuch  a  proof 
of  what  I  am,  might  obliterate  the  memory  of 
wliat  I  have  been. 

Dip.  This  picture  a  work  of  yours  ?  (jurning 
to  Otho)  Then  who  are  you,  you  dog,  that  have 
been  pulling  my  ears  about  ? 

OthOf  Meaning  ^e^Sir!  (to  ^intin}  dWiny 
dear  Sir,  my  kind,  gp/:^4  M^^^^*  Jl^^w  S^^A^ 
to  find  you.  f  i*     - 

^mn.  What  have  yqu^^CA  about 3  heigf;,^ jSjf^ 

ral?J— aijdthi^pi£^ur^-T—       -       M^ts  vir^/ 


Oibo.  (looking  at  it,  with  £jfe3td  fifrfrife^^^^. 


^ifi.  How  cainc  it  herci  ^     ,  .  (^ 

Otho.  {to  Dipembeck)  Ay, .  fpcak-^how  caflsijp  it  * 

^in.  YouVe  been  at  foq?fefpgi?f i^y^  ^(/i^  . 

Otho*  (to  Bipetnbeck)  Yes,  you  certainly  have 
been  at  ^me  rogi^ery* 

Dip*  {to  Otho)  You're  a  very  comical  fi^^^w^^ 
Otho.  I  lay  he  is  not  a  comical  fdlow^t-t'-^v 
^in.  {to  Otho)  Coipc,  noibuffling.  ^ .     .  ■  ,^ 
Otho.  {to  Dipembeck)  Ay,  none  p'your  i%uf^ 
fling — ftand  ftill,  fill  I  tell  what  J  know  of  this 
affair  \  Sir,  you  faw  the  fellow  that  I  was  talking 

to 
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to  in  the  fireet  this  morning  when  you  did  me 
the  honor  of^-- {lifts  tip  bisIegy—thMLt  very  lad-— 
Jacob  his  name,  I  left  here  in  Antwerp,  as  ho- 
neft  a  1>oy<^-^But  here.  Sir,  I  find  him  on  my 
coming  home,  an  errant  thtef^about  an  hour 
ago  Sir  thinking  of  no  more  harm  than  a  babe, 
fays  I  to  myfelf,  I  think  I'll  fhave ;  taking  up 
my  razor  in  the  right  hand— ^ — 

^in.  What's  all  this  to  the  piaure  ? 

Otbo.  Yes,  Sir,  at  that  inftant,  Sir^  in  came 
this  rogue  Jacobs— ~ 

Enter  Jacob. 


Opens  his  villainous  fcheme— 

Jacob.  Oho! 

Otio.  But  fays  I,  pufhing  him  out,  as  I  might 
this  young  m^n;  go  awayj  fays  I,  for  this  may 
be  a  hanging  matten  {fujhes  Jacob  out)  And  to 
be  fare,  to  get  him  fafe  out  of  the  houfe  I  was 
refoJv'd  to  follow  him ;  thinking  it  beft  to  get  off, 
I  mean  to  get  him  off,  fo,  I^— went-— out-— down 
— {g-^///»f  to  the  door  by  decrees)       {Exit,  fuddenly. 

Dip.  {after  ^  faufe)  yft\\>  Yii\  he  is  down 
{looks  dut)  arid  I  fancy  out  too. 

jil.  Ha,  ha,  ha, — wbat  father,  was  it  Otho 
y bu've  been  telling  me  of? 

Dip.  I  don't  know  what  you  mean  by  Otho— 
but  that  is   the  Cathedral^  paintel^,  inlide  and 
onitfide. 

\/il.  Ha,  ha,  ha! — Why  Sir — this  {pointing  f^ 
^intin) — this  is  my  friend. 

Dip.  What,  are  you  the  pamter  of  this  pifture  ? 
{^intin  bows)  Oh  this  is  fomething  like  the  fon- 
in-law  I  wilh'd  for— Enough — my  daughter  is 
your's* 

AJ. 
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jR.  Flora,  I  g^ve  yoa  jojr— as  my  f  fter  fop* 
pofea  yoo  to  be  ber  lover  (^inCiD,  you've  so 
difficulty  there. 

^im,  She^s  right  Albert,  I  now  ba&ifli  tlie  Ide^ 
fcorn  of  obtaining  her  by  a  fraud,  tbo' 
without  her  I<:annot  exift — I  am  really  her  tover^ 
Qgintin  Matfys* 

Al  How! 

.  J^/».  My  dear  Albert,  I  found  by  your  pride 
of  birth  your  prejudice  fo  firong  againft  me, 
that  I  judged  as  myfelf,  your  confent  I  never 
ihould  obtain— Therefore  excufe  the  decep- 
tion, I 

Dip.  Never  mind  him,  fay  fomething  to  me. 

^«i».  {turning  to  Dfpembeck)  Sir,  when  but  ai 
poor  lolackfniith,  forgetting  my  humble  ftation, 
I  afpircd  to  your  daughter's  heart — you.  Sir, 
declared  you'd  give  her  to  none  but  a  painter »—* 
Love  lent  me  induftry  to  apply,  genius  to  excels 
sad  the  hope  that  my  Adela  might  be  one  day 
the  bright  reward,  fweeten'd  all  my  labours. 

Dip.  Then  you  (hail  never  lofe  by  a  truth, 
what  you  might  have  gained  by  a  falfehood— * 
ITou  defervc  my  daughter,  and  you  (hall  have 
htr. 

Ent&r  Adela  and  Dundekman. 

Ilcre  Adela — take  your  blackfmith. 

jidela.  My  dear  Quintin— my  kind  father  ! 

Dun.  I  fmoke  dis  affair,  {puts  bis  pipe  in  bis 
mouth) 

Dip,  Then  go  fmoke  fomewhere  elfe  ? 

AL  Quintin,  I  blulh  for  my  ridiculous  pride, 
and  (hall  now  think  myfelf  honored  by  your 
alliance. 


'jk^ 
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Dip*  Ha,  ha,  ha!— this  is  ftraftge!--fo  you 
threw  by  the  hammer  and  took  up  the  pencil,—* 
but  with  your  leave,  your  pi&ure  here  Til  pre- 
feot  to  an  Eoglifh  nobleman  now  in  Antwerp^ 
who  is  collecting  pidlures  for  Windfor  caftle. 

^i^Hn  And  as  love  could  change  a  blackfmith 
into  a  painter,  let  lovers  of  fucceeding  ages^ 
when  they  look  on  my  pidure  of  the  mi^rs^ 
fay  with  the  Pai&ter  of  Antwerp :  Love  o^er-i 
comes  all  things. 
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ACT   /. 

S  CE  N  E    I. 

St.  Jameses  Park. 

Enter  Captnin  Bellcamp  and  Servant. 

Capt.  Bkll^amp, 

Here,  Robert! 

Serv.  Sir, 

Caft.  £•  Defire  my  man  to  fee  |he  baggage 
removed  from  the  hotel, 

Serv.  Yes.  Sir.  lExit. 

Cap.  B.  1$  not  this  my  friend——* 

Enter  LARSt 

Ha!  Qoy  dear  Lake! 

Lake.  Captain  Bellcamp !   Welcome  to  Eng* 
land ;  when  did  you  arrive  ? 

Capt.  B.  No(  eight  hours  ago.    But  my  lovefy 
Cornelia—— 
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Lake.  I  ihall  fee  Mifs  Tacit  this  morning. 

Capt.  B.  My  Cornelia  ? 

Lake.  I  faid  Mifs  Tacit.  In  half  an  haur^ 
Lady  Tacit  fits  to  me, 

Caft.  B.  My  comely  mother-in-law  that  is  to 
be. 

Lake.  That  is  not  to  be.  {aftde)  You  had 
better  not  vifit  there  immediately. 

Capt.  B.  Why?  has  any  thing  happened  during 
my  abfence  to.— is  Cornelia — fpeakv 

Lake.  Cornelia,  to-morrow,  is  to  be  wedded 
to  another, 

Capt.  B.  Another!  Is  it  poffible — can  flic  be 
falfe  ?  

Lake.  No,  no,  you  wrong  her— her  heart  is  m 
true  to  ypu  as  you  c^n  wiih.. 

Enter  Maurics. 

Mau.  Oh  Matter !  I — Mr.  Lake !  by  the  wol^ 
of  a   traveller,  Tm  glad  to  kit  your  honour.    , 

Lake.  I  thank  you,  Maurice*     Bellcamp,  yon«« 
der  goes  your  rival, 
.     Capt.  B.  What  that  tawdry  (park ! 

Lake.  Yes,  that's  young  Rupee.  ' 

Cojp/.  B.  He  Ihali  refign  her,  TU  oblige  him 
to  it. 

Mau^  Don't  do  any  thing  to  oblige  him.  Sir; 
but  if  you  pleafc,  rUjuit  walk  over,  and  decently 
knock  him  down. 

Lake.  Stop !  Have  a  care— no  quarrels  here, 
Maurice.  * 

Mau.  Quarrel !  I  know  my  diftance.  I  make 
fo  free  as  to  affront  a  gentleman!  No,  no,   I'd 

only 
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pnly  handfomely  knock  him  down,  and  then  leave 
my  mafler  to  quarrel  with  him. 

Capt.  B.  Who  is  that  fea-faring  lobking  man, 
arm  in  arm  with  him  ?   . 

Lake.  That,  Sir,  is  'f'om  Grog ;  formerly  be- 
longed to  the  Royal  Navy,  but  fmce,  acquiring  a 
tolerable  fortune  in  the  Eaft-Indies,  under  Ru- 
pee's father,  he  is  moft  gratefully  attached  to 
the  fon ;  tho'  fuch  a  whimfical  contraft,  they  arc 
conftant  companions. 

Capt.  B.  A  whimfical  contraft  indeed. 

Lake.^  Yes,  Rupee  the  Beau,  dances  Tom 
Grog,  the  Tar,  to  every  place  of  falhionable  re- 
fort  at  this  end  of  the  town  :  and  the  Man  of  War. 
convoys  the  Indiaman  from  the  Gun  at  Billings- 
gate, to  the  Articlioak  at  Blackwall.  They  are 
now  at  a  pifture-fale  in  Pall  Mall,  prefently  to  lee 
a  (hip  launched  at  Portfnnouth  :  to-night  they  may 
be  feen  Aiding  the  promenade  at  Soho,  and  to- 
morrow, fmoaking  a  fegar  at  the  Anchor  in  Wap- 

Ping- 

Capt.  B.  A  Greyhound  and  a  MaftifF  coupled. 

Mau.  By  the  wprd  of  a  traveller,  a  fea-gull  and 
a  jack-daw  might  as  well  put  their  horfes  to- 
gether. 

Capt.  B.  But  what  did  you  want,  Maurice? 

Mau.  Faith,  Sir,  I  wanted  only — oh,  I  thought 
your  honor  might  want  this  card  that  Mr.  Lake 
left  at  the  lodgings  juft  nowj  I  brought  it  along 
with  me,  but  forgot  it  on  the  table — but  now  that 
he  is  here,  he  may  deliver  it  to  you  himfclf  by 
word  of  nnouih.  [Exit. 

Capt.  B.  My  dear  Lake,  you're  going  to  Sir 
Toby  Tacit's  :  will  you  convey  a  few  lines  from 
me  to  Cornelia  ? 

Lake. 
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Lake.  With  pleafurc— but  corneal  ciburage 
captain  ;  ^hat  a  loldier,  and  afraid  ! 

Capt.  B.  Oh,  my  dear  Lake,  to  lofc  the  field 
when  I  thought  I  had  only  to  claim  the  triumph 
of  viftory .  [  Exeunt. 

Enter  Rupee  and  Grog. 

Grog.  Avaft,  d*ye  fee,  yon  fteer  right  in  the 
wind's  eye. 

Ruf.  Pardon  me>  pardon  mc,  dear  Tom  Grog* 

Grog.  Your  brain  is.  {hoal-watcr  d'ye  fee,  and 
you  come  bump  upon  the  rock  of  nonfenfe. 

Rup.  But,  my  good  friend,  a  coach  is  a  vehicle 
out  of  your  element — Ha,  ha,  ha  I  A  coach, 
built  by  a  ihip  carpenter;  I  fuppofe  youM  have  a 
Lion  for  your  coachman,  apropos,  I  loft  ten 
rouleaus  at  an  E.  O.  Table  laft  night — Oh,  but 
Tom,  you  accompany  me  to  Ranelagh  ? 

Grog.  A  bargain  i  and  remember  you  take  a 
meridian 'with  me  at  the  Three  Jolly  Sailors. 

Rup.  Meridian  I  Apriapos,  we  are  to  be  at  the 
Mafquerade  next  Thurfday  night  %  do  you  go  in 
a  domino  ? 

Grog,  ril  go  in  a  coach. 

Rup.  Plha !  take  me,  Tom. 

Grog.  I  will,  if  you'll  come. 

Rup.  Still  wrong — Underftand  me,  I  mean 
what  drefs  ? 

Grog.  Drefs  !  Oh  V\\  fail  to  the  Pantheon  as  a 
Britilh  feaman. 

Rup.  Oh  there's  no  difguife  in  that— now  V\\  * 
go  like  a  fool. 

Grog.  Not  much  difguife  in  that  either. 

Rup.  Apropos — I  am  to  fee  Signor  Squalini, 

the 
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tbc  opera  finger  prefent|y  at  the  Orange  Coffee 
houfe  i  Tom,  will  you  meet  me  at  the  Orange, 
over  a  dilh  of  coffee  ? 

Gro^.  Damn  the  Orange  antl  coffee !  Ill  meet 
you  at  the  Cannon^  over  a<li(h  of  gunpoW^trJ 

Ent^  Quid,  crfiffing. 

^id.  Oh,  Matter  Thomas,  flian't  we  taken 
facer  in  the  evening  at  the  Blue  Anchor? 

Grog.  Stop,  you  Qujd,  fing  my  friend  Rtfpeej 
iny  favorite  cnaunc  about  little  Nan. 

AIR.— Quid. 

»».  *  '■ .  - 

Wha^  ihould  Sailors  do  on  fhorCi    . 

KiTs  the  Girls  and  tofs  the  Can  ; 
When  the  Cannons  ceafe  to  roar> 

Sweet  the  voice  of  fmiling  Nan. 
Love  the  boatfwaini  whiftle  blows. 

Pipes  all  hands  to  pleafure^  boys ; 
'Round  the  joyoas  bumper  flows, 

£eadty  then  compleatf  onr  joys. 

Bring  me  firft  a  fpacious  Bowl, 

Deeper  than  can  plummet  found; 
Give  me  next  a  generous  Soul, 

That  in  loving  knows  no  bound. 
Flowing  ever  let  it  be. 

If  the  tide  good  liauor  prove ; 
Then  my  hearts  let's  keep  to  Sea, 

Sailing  with  the  Girls  we  love, 

Nancy  is  my  true-love's  name,  '^ 

And  to  convpliment  my  dear. 
Bonny  (hip  fecurc  thy  fame  5 

You  the  darling  title  bear. 
Rough  the  Ocean,  rude  the  Wind, 
^    But  when  honor'd  by  my  La£s> 
Qne  ihali  be  as  Zephyr's  kind, 

T'otl^q:  ihAOOth  as  Itooking-glafs. 

^  iExit. 

Rup. 
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Rup  T  drink  tea  at  Sir  Toby  Tacit's  this  even- 
ing. Tom,  you'll  cotnct  Til  introduce  yoa  to 
the  ladies,  you  fhall  fee  my  intended  fpofa^  Cor- 
nelia. 

Grog.  Aye,  give  me  her  little  waiting  maid, 
Nancy  t  if  I  can  get  her  to  my  birth  in  the  mi- 
nories,  I  (hall  be  as  happy  as  an  Admiral. 

Ruf.  Admiral !  Apropos — I  Ihall  be  married 
to-morrow — Tom,  you'll  drefs  to  honor  my 
wedding. 

Grog.  Yes,  if  the  taylor  brings  home  my  new 
rigging.  But  now  you  talk  of  a  wife,  the  firft  time 
I  ever  faw  my  wife  the  pretty  Peggy,  was  on 
Portfmouth  ramparts,  full  drefs'd,  ftrcamers  fly- 
ing, gay  as  a  cprnmiffioner^s  yatch  at  ^  naval  re- 
view—What cheer  my  heart  ?  fays  I — flie  bore 
away;  love  gave  fignal  for  chace,  fo  I  crowded  fail, 
threw  a  falutc  (hot  acro(s  her  fore- foot  to  make 
her  bring  too ;  prepared  for  an  engagement,  we 
came  to  clofe  quarters,  grappled,  I  threw  a  volley 
of  kiflfes  at  her  round-top,  (he  (truck — next  day, 
with  a  chear,  I  took  my  pri2;e  in  pw  to  Farum 
Church,  and  the  parfon  made  out  my  warrant  for 
command — Captain  of  the  Pretty  Peggy  fifteen 
years  j  then  (he  foundered  in  Blanket  Bay-— 
Death  took  charge,  and  left  me  to  fwim  thro*  life, 
and  keep  my  chin  above  water  as  long  as  I  cou'd. 

Rup.  Tom,  you  may  be  chin  deep,  but  water 
can  never  reach  your  lips,  unlefs  mixed  with 
brandy — brandy  !  apropos,  now  for  the  ladies. 

Qrpg.  Well,  fhcar  oflF  d'ye  fee,  I  have  bu(inefs 
at  the  Admiralty,  and  then  I  bear  away  for  Tow- 
er Hill,  to  meet  fome  Hearts  of  Oak, 

RMp.  Adieu,  my  Man  of  War,  my  vis-a-vis  is 
at  St.  James's  Gate,  fo  Tom  farewell,  and  now 
hey  for  the  land  of  love.  [Exit. 
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Grog  Now  muft  I  cruize  in  the  channel  of  Cha- 
H  ng  Crofs,  to  look  out  for  this  lubber  that  affronted 
me  aboard  the  Dreadnought.  I  heard  he  put  in 
at  the  Admiralty — Hold !— is  Rupee  gone,  if  he 
thought  I  went  to  fight,  mayhap  he'd  bring  the 
Mafter-at-arms  upon  me,  and  have  me  in  the 
bilboes. — Smite  my  tinibers  there  goes  the  enemy. 

Enter  Ste^^.  {trojfing) 

ru  hail  him— Yo  !  ho! 

Stern.  What  qhear  ? 

Grog.  YotiVe  Sam  Stern  \ 

Stern,  Yes. 

Grog.  Do  you  remember  me  ? 

Stern.  Remember!  Yes,  thofyour'e  rich  now, 
youVe  ftill  T^om  Grog. 

Grog.  You  affronted  me  aboard  the  Dreadi- 
iiought,  the  Spaniards  were  then  in  view,  and  I 
didn't  think  it  time  to  refent  private  quarrels  whcfn 
it  is  our  duty  to  thrad  the  enemies  of  our  coun- 
try, but  Sam  Stern,  you  are  the  man  that 
affronted  Tom  Grog.  . 

Stern.  Mayhap  fo. 

Grog.  Mayhap  you^lI  fight  me  ? 

Stern.  1  will — when  and  where  ? 

Grog.  The  where  is  here— the  when  is  now  ; 
and  flap's  the  word,  {^lays  his  band  on  his  hanger^ 
But  hold,  we  muft  fteer  off  the  open  fca  into 
feme  creek. 

Stern.  But  I've  neither  cutlafli  norpiftols* 

Grog.  I  faw  a  handfome  cutlafli,  and  a  pretty 
pair  of  barking  irons,  in  a  pawnbrokers  window 
— Come  it  lies  in  our  way  to  the  War-ofEce. 

Stern^  I  fliould  like  to  touch  at  .the  Victuallings 
office  in  our  voyage. 

vou  II.  3  K  Crogn 
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Greg.  Why  an't  you  dined  ? 

Stern*  I've  none  to  eat. 

Grog  A  feaman  in  England,  without  a  dinner ! 
that's  hard,  damned  hard  !— there's  money — ^pay 
mc  when  you  can.  (gives  a  baneful  of  money) 

Stern.  How  much  ? 

Grog.  I  don't  know— get  your  dinner— buy 
the  arms,  meet  me  in  two  hours  at  Deptford, 
and  fliiver  me  like  a  t»fcuit  if  I  don't  blow  your 
head  off. 

Stem.  Then  I  can*t  pay  you  your  money. 

Greg.  True — but  mayhap  you  may  take  off 
mine,  and  if  fo,  I  fhall  have  no  occafion  for  it. 

Stern.  Right,  I  forgot  that,  (wipes  bis  eyes) 

Grog.  What  do  you  fnivel  for  ? 

Stern.  What  a  dog  am  I  to  ufe  a  man  ill^  and 
now  be  obliged  to  him  for  a  meals  meat. 

Grog.  Then  you  own  you've  ufed  me  ill — alk 
my  pardon  ? 

Stern.  Til  be  damn'd  if  I  do  ! 

Grog.  Then  take  it  without  afking,  you're 
curfed  faucy,  but  you're  a  good  feaman^  and 
harky'e  Sam,  the  brave  man,  tho'  he  fcorns  the 
fear  of  punifliment  is  always  afraid  to  deferve  it. 
—Come,  when  you've  ftow'd  your  bread-room, 
a  bowl  of  punch  fhall  again  fet  friendihip  afloat. 

Stern.  Oh  !  I'm  a  lubber ! 

Grog.  Avaft  !  fwab  the  fpray  from  your  bows, 
poor  fellow !  don't  heed  my  foul,  whilft  you've 
the  heart  of  a  lion,  never  be  afham'd  of  the  feel- 
ings of  a  man.  lExeunt. 
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SCENE  IL 

Sir  Toby  Tacit's. 
Enter  Ylokiuel  tf»rf  Nancy* 

Nan.  My  old  Matter  Sir  Toby!  whatagcntle* 
man  to  break  his  word  with  Mifs  Cornelia  and 
the  Captain,  and  divide  two  fuch  fweet  young 
lovers* 

Flo.  But  who  knows  but  my  brother  may  yet 
obtain  your  miftrefs  and  you  be  happy  with  your 
llibernian  Lover  Mr.  Maurice  O'Finnigan. 

Nan.  Oh  my  dear  Madam  1  how  can  that  be? 
isn't  Mr.  Rupee  the  great  Nabob  to  be  married 
to  my  young  lady  to-morrow  ?  and  would  you 
think  it  Madam,  who  fiiould  bowl  up  to  me  this 
morning  but  Mn  Grog,  he  faid  I  was  a  tight  vef- 
iel  for  port — ^Yes  Ma'am,  and  he  fwore  he'd  be 
my  top-gallant,  and  that  he'd  engage  to  grapple 
and  attack  me  'till  Td  ftrike  ;  Perhaps  fays  I  Sir 
I  fcorn  your  port,  FU  have  no  top-gallant^  Sir, 
fays  I,  and  when  he  attacVd  me  to  fhew  him  I 
could  flrike,  I  lent  him  a  box  o'the  ear. 

Flo.  Nancy  I  want  to  fpeak  to  you  on  very  par- 
ticular bufmefs — but  yonder  comes  your  miftrefs 
f— let  me  fee  you  prefently 

[^Exit  Nancy. 
poor  Cornelia  !  how  melancholy 

Enter  Cornelia. 

Cqt-  My  dear  Floi  imel — 'fentence  is  paft,  My 

3  K  2  father 
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father  and  mother  ^re  inexorable  and  I  mud  givQ 
mv  hand  to  Mr.  Rupee  to-oiorrow. 

Flo  Well  the  man  of  my  heart  with  all  my 
heart  Dl  marry,  and  none  clfc  for  me  Cornelia  ; 
where  1  love  Til  honour  and  obey,  'tis  well  Tve 
none  to  controul  me,  but  if  I  had  my  girl  (con- 
fident With  honor)  I'd  give  you  a  fpirited  exanci- 
pie. 

Cor.  Oh  Florimel  were  Belcamp  here,  I  lhou'4 
have  no  occafion  for  example. 

AIR. — Cornelia. 

liOve  thy  filken  banners  wave 
Home  invite  the  young  and  brave 
Let  him  quit  the  hoilile  field 
Frohi  the  foe  his  miJlrefs  fhield  ; 

Come  my  Gallant  Soldier  come^ 

To  the  call  of  Cupid's  drum. 

Down  bf  Doves  thy  coat  of  Mail 
Softcft  founds  thy  triumph  hail. 
Myrtle  wreaths  thy  brOws  entwine 
And  that  pleaiing  talk  be  mine  ; 

Come  my  Gallant  Soldier  come. 

To  the  call  of  Cupid's  drum. 

Hufli'd  tjie  trumpet's  brazen  throat 
Hark !  the  flute's  melodious  note. 
Mars  fhall  fleep  and  difcord  ceafc 
AH  be  harmony  and  peace  ; 

Come  my  gallant  Soldier  come. 

To  the  call  of  Cupid's  drum, 

[  Exit. 

Flo.  The  dear  girl  Ipves  my  brother  with  a  con- 
flant  and  fincere  affcftion— Oh  here  comes  Nancy, 
}  think  1  may  venture  to  truft  her. 
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Enter  Nancy. 


Nan.  You  faid  Ma'am  you  wanted  me,  and 
I*m  come  to  receive  your  commands. 

Flo.  Nancy  you're  a  good  fenfible  girl — do  you 
approve  of  this  wedding  ? 

Nan.  Oh  dear  Ma'am,  they  never  alk'd  my 
opinion  about  it. 

Flo.  Indeed  ! 

Nan.  No  Ma'am — fettled  it  among  themfelves, 
I  was  too  inlignificant  to  be  confulted. 

Flo.  You  muA  know  Nancy,  I  have  fome 
hopes  of  preventing  this  match — This  is  my 
fcheme  ;  Til  have  a  letter  conveyed  to  Mn  Ru- 
pee, which  fhall  inform  him  that  your  young 
lady  has  an  improper  intercourfe  with  a  certain 
young  Officer.  I  have  by  me  the  firft  fuit  of  re- 
gimentals my  brother  ever  wore,  they  fit  meex- 
aftly ;  in  them  when  drefs'd,  I'll  be  the  gallant, 
with  my  hat,  cockade,  brazen-face,  andltruta- 
la-militaire. 

Nan.  Charming!  I  underftand  it  all;  dear  mc 
Ma'am,  what  a  fine,  fierce,  fmart,  wicked,  little 
devil  of  a  harmlefs  Officer  you  will  make. 

Flo.  Now,  I  charge  you  not  to  drop  a  wo^-d  of 
this  affair  to  any  body. 

Nan.  Oh    Lord,  if  Mr.  Rupee  fhou'd  refufe, 
,  and  the  dear  Captain  fhou'd  come  home  and  mar- 
ry her ;  and  Mr.  O'Finnigan  my  fweet-heart  was 
to  fay,   airah  Nancy  will  you  marry  me ;   lord 
what  merry  times  we  fliould  have  ! 

Flo.  Away,  away \_Exit  Nancy. 

Here  comes  Sir  Toby  and  Lady  Tacit  in   their 
old  hupaour,  flic  really,  pofuive,  tho'  feemingly 

all 
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all  compliance,  while  Sir  Toby,  having  neither 
idea  or  opinion  of  bis  own,  moft  violently  and 
obftinately  lays  hold  of  every  one  that  is  fuggeded 
by  any  body  elfe. — I  muft  avoid  them* 

Enter  Sir  Toby  and  Lady  Tacit. 

Sir  T.  You  know  my  Lady  Tacit  I  am  not  to 
be  controuled,  I  will  have  my  way. 

Lady  T.  Will !  and  have  my  fweet  Sir  Toby 
do  I  ever  prefume  to  have  a  will  of  my  own  ? 
but  indeed,  my  dear  love  you  are  a  little  too  poii- 
tive. 

Sir  T.  I  am,  I  am  a  pofitive  man,  I  own  it, 
and  I  will  infift  and  periifi  too,  that  this  new 
houfe  Tve  taken  in  Portland  Place,  is  charming-. 
ly  fituated.  I  challenge  England  to  afford  fuch  a 
delightful  profpcdl. 

Lady  T.  Sir  Toby,  pardon  me— do  you  really 
think  the  view  of  Higbgate  and  Hampfiead  fa 
very  beautiful  ? 

Sir  T.  Mc!  not  I— Vifto  the  landfcape  "painter 
commends  it  indeed,  but  he  knows  no  more  of  4 
profpeft  than  a  hedge-hog — the  houfe  though  has 
a  lofty  hall  it  ftrikes  you  with  an  air  of  grandeur. 

Lady  T.  The  hall  lofty,  Sir  Toby !  pardon  me 
my  dear  but  I  proteft  it  didn't  feem  fo  to  me* 

Sir.  T.  Nor  to  me  my  lady,  I  thought  indeed 
it  fccmed  tolerably  high  till  'tother  day  trying  to 
cut  one  of  Veftris'  capers,  I  hit  my  head  againft 
the  lanthorn — but  the  great  parlour  my  lady.  Til 
lay  any  man  an  hundred  guineas  that  parlour 
dines  forty. 

Lady  T.  Nay  Sir  Toby  when  once  you  form  an 

opinion 
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opinion,  you  willperfiftin  it,  you  arc  exceedingly 
obftinate. 

Sir  71  True  Lady  Tacit,  when  once  Vm  detcr- 
min'd  lam  not  to  be  mov*d  by  the  rhetorick  of 
Oxford,  Cambridge,  Sorbonne,  or  Salamanca. 

Enter  Servant* 

Ser.  Mr.  Rupee,  Sir.  [jEv/f 

Sir  T.  My  new  Eaft  India  fon«in-law,  here  my 
Lady  Tacit  pull  up  my  cravat,  and  pull  down  my 
ruffles. 

Lady  T.  Sir  Toby  !  aflc  me  fuch  a  thing ! 

Sir  T.  Then  my  lady  I  will  pull  down  my  ruffles 
and  pull  up  my  cravat,  I  am  determined. 

Enter  Rupee. 

Rup.  My  lady  Tacit  your  ladyfhip's  flave— 
flave  !  apropos  !  Sir  Toby  your  moft  obedient. 

Lady  T.  Sir,  we  are  exceedingly  proud  of  thi$ 
honor. 

Sir  T.  Sir,  we  are  exceeding  proud* 

Lady  T.  Sir  Toby ! 

Sir  T.  Proud  !  1  mean  Sir  we  are  your  humble. 

Rup.  I  hope  Madam  my  lovely  Cornelia  is  wclU 

Sir  T.  She  is  exceedingly  w^ll  indeed  Sir. 

Lady  T.  What  are  you  at  my  fweet  ?^ 

Sir  T.  Only  at  prcfcnt  fhe  has  got  a  moft  dan- 
gerous  cold. 

Lady  T.  Cornelia  !  a  cold  ! 

Sir  T.  But  now  (he's  perfeftly  recovered,  and 
my  daughter  will  be  fo  happy  when  flic  hears— 

Lady  ?'.  Your  daughter !  Sir  Toby  ! 
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Sir  T.  Mint !  I  am  an  obfttnate  man^  bat  iii 
this  particular  I  will  hot  be  pofitiVe. 

Lady  T.  Mr.  Rupee,  Dear  Sir — I  (hall  beg  but 
for  a  few  moments,  tho'  to  deprive  myfelf  of  the 
egregious  felicity  of  your  very  agtecible  compa- 
ny. [Ex//. 

Sir  T.  Egregious  felicity  !  Mr.  Rupee  what  a 
fine  fpoken  woman. 

Ruf>.  Very  Sir  Toby,  but  that  phrafe  of  egre- 
gious felicity  is — 

SirT.  Damn'd  nonfenfe, 

Rup.  Nonfenfe !  Apropos  did  you  ever  hear  me 
fpeak  in  Leadenhall  Street  upon  India  affairs. 

Sir  T,  Poor  Lady  Tacit !  all  obedience — hum- 
'^Wc  as  a  forfaken  Sultana,  but  Sir  in  this  houfe  I 
am  Turk  and  Tyrant,  Sir  I  am  a  very  Bajazet ; 
Not  my  fault  tho*  Mr.,  Rupee,  I  was  form*d 
with  a  hard  heart,  as  Othello  fays,  "  I  ftrike  it, 
and  it  hurts  my  hand** — now  Sir  as  to  my  wife 
^—file's  a  Lady  thanks  to  my  knighthood,  but  the 
moft  filly,  ignorant;  ridiculous,-— 

Re-enter  Lady  Tacit  ^^^  Cornelia. 

Hem! — fenfible, elegant,  and  fined  fpoken  woman 
in  England. — Ah  my  Lady  Tacit  we  were  juft 
talking  of  you. 

Lady  T.  Cornelia  child  receive  Mr.  Rupee  as 
a  gentleman  who  is  fliortly  to  be  your  hufband. 

Rup.  Oh  my  charming  Cornelia  !  Now  if  I  can 
but  recollect  my  oriental  compliment  (it  has  p!ea- 
fcd  both  black,  brown,  and  yellow,  now  Til  try 
it  on  the  fair.)  {tiftde)  Cornelia  fpeak  my  love, 
the  melody  of  your  voice  is  fweeter  than  the  found 
of  a  Nankin  bell,  your  breath's  cinnamon  of  Cey- 
lon diffufing  frDgrance  thro'  teeth  of  the  lagaci- 

ous 
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x)us  elephant,  and  coral  of  the  ormus;  permit  me 
Madam  to  touch  thbfair  hand^  foft  a$  weft  of  the 
Indoftan  worm,  your  eyes  arch'd  with  camels 
hair,  brilliant  as  the  diamond  of  Golconda^  and 
the  porcelain  tower  of  Pekih'sbtii:  a  faint  Em- 
blem of  the  excellent  fymmieiry  of  your  beauti- 
ful Tout-en-femble.  ' 
.  Sir  T.  Oh  charming !  elegant  1  Cornelia  fpeak 
and  make  a  handfbme  curtfey.        ^ 

Cor.  I  confefs  Sir,  f  am  incapable  of  anfwering 
fo  lavifh  and  polite  a  compliment. 
'     SirT.  What  a   delightful  curtfey  flie  taakes, 
Eh,   Mr.  Rupee  ? 

Lady  r.  Oh  fie  Sir  Toby  ! 

Sir  T.  True  my  lady,  fo  fo,  Corney  you're  a 
good  girl,  but  confound  your  dancing  mafter.— 
Well  Mr.  Rupee  what  fay  you  to  a  bottle  ? 

Lady  T.  What  do  you  mean  to  bottle  a  gentle* 
men  at  this  time  of  diy-^-Kichard/.— — * 

Enter  Servant, 

Get  tea. 

Sir  T.  Look'ye,  my  Lady  Tacit,  I  am  the 
lord  and  mafter  in  this,  I  will  be  pofitive — there- 
fore I  fay,  Riciiard  get  tea.  \^Exit  Servufit. 

Rup.  Tea!  Apropos,  Ma*am,  do  you  take 
fnufF? 

Cor.  No  Sir  I  Infignificant  coxcomb  !  {ajide) 

Rup.  True>  Ma'am,  ic  was  formerly  in  ftile, 
quite  the  rage  with  people  of  Ton  ;  -but  now  its  a 
vile  bore.  I  took  fnuff  once  in  fuch  profufion, 
that  in  moft  polite  circles  I  was  diftinguifhed  by 
the  title  of  Count  Macabah. 

Sir  T.  When  I  was  encamp'd,  I  took  fo  much 
fnuff,  tdat  they  cajl'd  me  Captain  Sirafbourgh. 

VOL.  IX,  3  I,  Rup, 
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BMf.  Strafb<)urgh !  Apropos  I  prcfume  ftom 
to-morrow  I  date  my  felicity. 

Sir  T.  Yes,  you  and  my  daughter  Cornelia 
bere^  fhall  be  married  do- morrow  mornings  thac 
1%^  my  Lady>  if  you  have  no  objedion. 

Lady  T.  Ah  Mr.  Rupee,  they  talk  of  female 
prerogative :  you  fee  how  weak  my  influence  with 
luch  a  pofitive  man. 

SirT.  Yes,  Mr.  Rupee,  when  the  guft  of 
paflion  blows,  my  La^y  Tacit  is  the  gentle  ozier 
of  compliance,  and  I  am  the  fiurdy  oak  of  oppo^ 
fition,  l^ExgwfU 


END  OF  THE  yiKST  AfT^ 
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ACT  n. 


asm 


SCENE  L 

J  Room  at  n  Tavern  on  Tower  Mil. 

Cablej  St£rn>  Quid,  BowspkiTj   ani  Saikn^, 

dif covered  drinking. 

Huzza  !Huz2a! 

Stern.  I  fay  boy,  more  punch ! 

Boy.  How  much ! 

Bow.  A  bay  !  \Enit  Byi 

^id.  A  fca! 
Stern.  An  ocean ! 

Re-enterHor,  {with  a  Bowl.) 

Here's  our  wooden  walls. 

j411.  Huzza  !  Huzza  1 

Stern.  Cpme,  Cabl^  tho'  the  (harks  have  fallen 
foul  of  your  wife,  never  heed— give  us  your  ]poor 
Poll  of  Plvmoudi. 

3La  AIR 
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AIR. — Cabl£. 

Sweet  Poll  of  Plymouth  w4s  my  dear ; 

When  forced  from  her  to  go, 
A-down  h^r  cheeks  rain'd  many  a  tear  ; 

My  heart  was  fraught  with  woe. 
Our  anchor  weigh'd>  for  Sea  we  ftood. 

The  land  we  left  behind ; 
Her  tears  then  fwell'd  the  briny  flood. 

My  fighs  encreas'd  the  wind. 

We  plough'd  the  deep,  and  now  between 

Us  lay  the  Ocean  wide ; 
For  five  long  years  I  had  not  feen 

My  fweet,  my.  bonny  bride. 
That  tike  I  fail'd  the  world  around. 

All  for  my  true  love's  fake ; 
But  preil  as  homeward  we  were  bound, 

I  thought  my  heart  wou'd  break. 

The  Prefs-gang  bold  I  afe'd  in  vain. 

To  fet  me  once  on  fhore ; 
I  long*d  to  fee  my  Poll  again. 

But  faw  my  Poll  no  more. 
And  have  they  twn  my  love  away,  ^ 

And  is  he  gone?  ihe  cried ; 
My  Polly,  fweeteft  flower  of  May! 

Then  languiih'd,  droopM,  and  died. 

^«/V. -Cheer  up,  my  hearty-^but  where's  Tom 
€rbg  all  this  while  ? 

Stern.  He  has  put  into  the  Mihories  t6  refit,  a 
neat  cabin,  and  a  fnug  birth  there.  Why  fun 
dazzle  my  Ian  thorns !  can  this  be  he  ? 

Enter  Grog,  (fashionably  dre/s^d.) 

.Row.  Ha,  ha/ ha!  What  p.  figure  of  fun  ! 
Grog.  Hey,  (^bows)  how  do  you  like  me  ? 
Boiv.    A   crow,    rigg'd  in   the  feathers    of  a 
maccaw.  ^  '^ 
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^td.  Or  a  collier,  careen'd  in  a  French  dock* 
Grog.  Ay,    you  may  laugh — How  they  ftiew 
their  grinders  •,    I'll  laugh  too — Ha,    ha,    haJ 
Now  you  all  think  me  a  monkey. 
Bow.  Yes,  to  judge  by  your  tail. 
Grog.  Then  1  think  you  all  boars,   and  you 
know  nothing  of  fafhion,  ftile,    rage,   or  gufto 
—Ben  Bowfprit,  was  you  ever  at  an  opera  ? 
Bow.  Aye,  at  many,  and  many  an  uproar. 
Grog.  Or  you.  Quid,  to  a  falc  at  Chriftie's 
^id.  No,  but  Tve  fail'd  to  St.  Kitts. 
Grog.  Or  you,  Cable,  at  a  tragedy  ? 
Cab.  No. 

Grog.  Then  don't  laugh  till  you  fee  all  thefc 
things,  you  Dromedaries  ! 

Siern.   I  fay  Tom's  a  fine  fellow. 
Bow.  Fine  !   Aye  we  fee  that  by  his  jacket. 
^id.  What  do  you  talk  of  fine — give  me  an 
honed  fellow. 

Siern.  Well,  Tom  Grog's  as  true  as  aahour 
glafs,  and  the  man  that  fays  no,  is  as  falfe  as  a 
fireftiip,  damme  ! 

Grog.  Avaft,  Sam  Stern  !  don't  fail  without  a 
quadrant ;  I  made  my  money  in  the  Eaft  Indies 
d'ye  fee,  and  fo  as  to  my  honefty — Ahem ! 

Bow.  Eh,  what  Cable,  fo  melancholy  ..  my 
heart  ?  ftill  thinking  of  Sweet  Poll. 

Cab,  Ay  round  the  world,  her  memory  is  never 
out  of  reckoning. 

Grog.  Round  the  world !  Apropos,  as  Rupee 
fays  J  Cable,  give  us  Captain  Cook. 


AIR, 
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Ye  Ctiieft  of  the  Ocean  ^our  Laurels  throw  hy^ 

Or  Cyprefs  entwiii6  with  a  wreath ; 
To  prove  your  homanity  heave  a  foft  figh^ 
And  a  tear  sow  let  fall  for  his  death. 
Yet  the  Geniiu  of  Britain  forbids  us  to  grieve. 
Since  Cook  ^er  honorM,  Immortal  (hall  live. 

The  Hero  of  Macedon  o'er  ran  the  world  i 

Yet  nothing  but  death  cou'd  he  give ; 
*Twas  George's  comm^d  and  the  Sail  was  anfurl'dy 
And  Cook  taught  mankind  how  to  live. 
Yet  the  jQenius  of  Britain  forbids  us  to  grieve. 
Since  Cook  ever  honorM,  Immortal  iball  live. 

He  came,  and  he  faw  not  to  conquer  but  fave. 

The  Cacfar  of  Britain  was  he. 
Who  fcorn'd  the  ambition  of  making  a  flave. 
While  Britons  themfclves  are  fo  free, 
'Yet  the  Genius  of  Britain  forbids  us  to  grieve. 
Since  Cook  ever  honor'd  Immortal  fliall  live. 

^iJ.  Eh,  what  bcftu  have  we  here  ?  (koking 
cut) 

Greg.  Oh,  this  is  my  friend  Rupee— now, 
my  boys,  you  fhall  fee  a  prince  of  fellows. 

Enter  Rupee. 

Ritp.  Ha,  Tom  !  here  I  am — good  as  my  word 
— Introduce  me  to  your  friends. 

Grog.  I  will,  lads  look  at  that  fmart— »tura 
about  and  fliew  your  fliapes — Walk  the  forecaftle. 
What  think  ye  boys  ? — This  d*ye  lee  is  my  friend 
Rupee,  the  very  flower  of  gentility  ;  the  tulip 
of  virtu  ;  the  lilly  of  bon  ton,  and  the  pink  of 
maccaronies. 

Ri^j).  Hem  ! — Tho*  my   eloquence  is   totally 

•  The  Mufic  of  this  Song  by  Mr.  Shield. 

inadequate 
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inadequate  to  the  Demoflheniaa  talk  of  exprefs- 
ing  my  gratitude  to  Tom  Grog,  for  the  fuper- 
lative  honor  to  which  I  am  permitted,  yet  be- 
lieve my  fmcere  aflurance,  that  I  am>  your  moft 
devoted  and  very  obiequious  flavc. 

Bow.  Can't  hefpeak  Englifli  ? 

Sfern.  Tip  us  your  fin — we're  hearts  of  oak. 
{^Jhakes  bands) 

Rup.  Yes  and  hands  of  oak.  (afide)  Apropos, 
^Imoft  fqueez'd  my  fingers  off. 

Grog.  Caft  anchor.  \RufieJits^ 

Stern.  Drink^ 

Rup^  Little  boy,  get  roe  a  pint  of  Burgundy  ? 

Boy.  Burgundy  !  Burton  ale  Sir,  is^  the  only 
we  fell. 

^tern-  Psha!  drink  grog,  {fllsaglafs) 

Rup.  1  will — Topa  Grog  your  health,  {drinks) 

AH.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Rup.  Where's   my   fmelling  bottle,    the    tar 
overcomes  me.  {takes  out  ajmdling  bottle) 

Grog.  And  may  the  Englifli  tar  ever  be  able  to 
overcome. 

Stern.  What  little  bottle's  that  ? 

fiup.  My  dalmahoy. 

Stern.  A  damme  hoy? 

Rup.  No  Sir,  my  fmelling-bottle — \  fhall  be 
poifon'd. 

Grog.  Boy,  get  us  fome  devil'd  bifcuit  to  make. 
u$  dry,  and  fome  burnt  brandy  to  quench  our 
thirft? 

Rup.  Don't  do  it  little  boy,  fct  on  fire,  and 
quenched  with  brandy ! 

Stern.  1  fee  by  your  pumps  you  dance  a  good 
hornpipe* 

Rup.  Sir,  I  am  tolerable  in  a  pas  feul. 

Stern.  Give  us  a  fong  ? 

Grog.  Aye,  a  roaring  fcng. 

AIR. 


.    > 
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AIR  CHORUS. 

Rup.  Gentle  God  of  Love  aflift. 

Softly  touch  the  Virgin's  heart ; 
Bonu.  If  that's  the  cafe  my  boy  your  fiil:. 

We'll  make  you  drunk  before  we  part, 
Rup.  Oh  la! 

^iJ.  Zounds  what  a  quaver.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Rup.  Heavens  what  behaviour.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

^uiil.  Jack,  d'ye  fee,  this  Roupee, 

What  a  comical  ihav^r*    ., 
Stern,  Grog,  mayhap  this  here  chap 

Is  then  a  Man  of  fafhion. 
Rup,  Friend  no  bam,,  for  that.I  am; 

Upon  my  reputation. 
Bow*  Come,  Sam,  pufh  the  bowl  about^ 

It's  almofl  out ; 
Then  £11  it  up  again  boys,  '"^^ 

See,  fee  it's  almoft  out, 

CHORUS. 

Our  tide  tho'  now  low*,         '^ '     '    'rttJi  1 
Shall  again  nobly  flow;        '  j  ".-^       'M  *»": 
And  Britons  again  ihall  be  £iO^  <if  J^e  l^fji, 

^'d.  Boy,  bring  in  the  booze. 

Rup.  Oh  my  Ea.u  de  Luce.  ^  '  '".T^uJC    ' 

^d.  Of  Beer  a  full  pot.  *'    /Oiid-i    " 

Rup.  Where's  my  Bergamotte#    ■"  ^.  *:-:.;?it>. 

Bow.  We  trample  on  our  fqes.  ,     '\,        ^  ** 

Rup.'^  Gads  curfe,  dear  Sir,  "^yltoes;  i    '    '^^^^' 

Sailors,  fee  a  lover  ferV^I,  '  ':i  ^-^ 
Ever  of  the  fair  obfervant,  •  -z  /  v 
Bqws  your  flave  jgid  humblejiervaBt. 

CHORUS.  5^*'         ' 

Our  tide  tho'  now  low 
Shall  again  nobly  flow ; 
And  Britons  again  (hall  be  Lords  of  the  Main. 

[Exeunt. 

•  Alluding  to  the  national  circumflances  of  thofe  times. 

SGliNE 
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SCENE    II. 

Sir  Toby  Tacit' s.  ' 

Entit  RutEE  and  Nan  Ci  with  a  letter . 

Nan.^\t,  Sir! 

Riif.  Want  me  my  dear  ? 

Nan.  Me,  no  Sir,  only  a  perfon  at  the^  door 
jtsfk  now,  defired  mc  to  give  your  honor  this  let- 
ter. 

Rup.  Who,  pray  ? 

i\r^.  I  can't  tell  Sir,  but  he  IbokM  like  a 
foldier,  and  be  gave  it  me,  and  then  ran  away. 

R^.  A  foldier !  apirojpos,  ran  away — very  well. 

Nan-  {qfide)  So  that's  done.  Now  if  Mifs 
Florimel  has  got  into  her  regimentals,  we  fhall 
go  od  delightfully.  \Exit. 

Rup.  A  love-letter  I  fuppofe.  (reads) 

**  Iijgot  Rupee,  fifq. — ^Sir,  the  Lady  you 
**  defign  to  make  your  wife  is  unworthy  of  that 
^^  honor,  being  connected  with  a  certain  young 
*^  officer**— Indeed !— — •*  To  prove  my  charge, 
*'  this  night,  you  may  fee  him  admitted  into 
*^  iier  ch^Mmben" — So,  foj  fo!— "  If  this  time- 
^^  ly  notice  prevents  your  ruin  and  difgrace,  the 
**  intent  is  anfwer'd  of  your  unknown  friend. 

Thomas  TELLTRutH.'* 
A  foldier  T  Your  humble  fervant  Tommy  Tell-^ 
truth.— Apropos,  if  thisfhould  be  thedlfcharge 
of  a  gun  to  niurdir  a  lady's  reputation,  (reads) 
**  Eleven  is  the  hour  to  prove  my  truth'/--truth ! 
Apropos,  it  muft  be  falfe — Officer !— Eh  t  I  did 
hear  of  one  Captain  Belcamp,  that-  ■  'but  he^s 
-  V9L'.  II,  3  M  in 
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io  America V\l  watch  tho* — Ye$^  III  try  the 

luftre  of  my  brilliant's  beauty  by  night,  and  if  I 
find  a  flaw  in  the  diamond^  it  mall  never  be  fet 
in  my  wedding  ring,  [£x//. 

lU^enteri^ AMcr,  (witbafword)  . 

Nan.  There  he  goes'^— precious  heart!  i|  he's 
vex'd  now,  how  mad  he  will  be  when  he  fees  our 
little  Captain-— I  muft  give  her  herfword  tho* 
Itafs  ai  the  door)  Ma*am,  ma'am  are  you  drels'd. 

Oh  here  (he  comes. 

I- 

^Enter  frcm  the  Room  Florimel  in  Regimentals) 

Flo»  Well  Nancy>  my  girl»  how  do  you  like 
Oie  ?  V 

Nan.  Oh  charming  ma'am,  I  believe  I  may 
venture  to  truft  you  with  a  fword,  I  fancy 
you  are  not  very  dangerous,      (gives  tbe  Jword) 

Flo.  There  now,  my  hat,  quick. 

Nan.  Oh !  I  forgot  that— -ril  run  fpr  it* 

[Exit. 

Flo.  YouMl  Hnd  me  in  the  room  where  I  drefs't. 
-—without  a  cockade,  what's  an  officer  ? 

Sir  T.  {without)  Ha,  ha^  ha!  well  done  Mn 
Lake: 

'  Flo,  Heavens — Sir  Toby !  he  has  cut  off  my 
retreat  to  my  dreffing-roora — I  muft  take  fanftu- 
ary  here.    ^  [jE^itinto  a  room. 

Enter  Sir  Toby. 

Sir  T.  A  very  capital  Diana  Mr.  Lake  is  mak-^ 
ing  of  my  goddcfs— but,  no  need  of  a  crefcent 

'tsrji^rc 
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where  the  face  is  a  full  moon ;  finte  Lady  Tacit 
IS  drawn  as  Diana,  Pit  be  Apollo ;  buthold,  caii 
I  wear  my  blue  and  gold  in  Apollo  ?  I  can't  dreft 
Phoebus  in  a  bag^wig  Vm  afraid,  let  me  fee, 
true,  the  prints  of  all  the  heathen  deities  are  in 
the  next  room,  I'll  fee  what  I  can  wear  id  the 
charader  of  Sol — ^Yes,  Til  ihine  upon  canvaft 
the  Phoebus  of  the  Northern  world. 

[£v//  in  at  the  door  from  whence  Fforimel  entered^ 

Re-enter  Nancy  with  'a  regimental  hat. 

• 

Nan^  Ma'am  here's  your  hat  and  cockade* 
{puis  it  on)  Lord  what  pretty  things  thefc  fort  of 
hats  are,  I  wifh  it  was  the  fafhion  for  women  to 
wear  them. — Come  out  here  you  wicked  little 
rogue,  {^n^s)  "  Forafoldier^  a  foldicr's  the  lad 
forme." 

Re-enter  SiK  Toby. 

Sir  T.  Hey,  what  beau-belle  hs^ve  we  here. 

Nan.  My  mafter ! 

Sir  T.  And  fo  I'm  a  wicked  little  rogue,  (takei 
the  hat)  What's  all  this  ? 
-    Nan.  That  Sir,  is — ^a — ?hat. 
•  Sir  T.  Thankye — but  who's  hat  ? 

Nan.  Sir  it's  a  man's  hat. 

SirT.  Thankye  again,  and  what  brought  it 
on  your  head  ?  i 

Nan.  Why  Sir,  my  hand, 

Sir  T.  Very  well ;  fo  this  is  a  hat,  and  a  man's 
hat,  and  you  put  it  on  your  head  with  your  hand. 
Wonderful  information  about  this  girl ! 
.    Nan,  I'll  perfuade  him   its   his   own.   (ajic^ 
Lord  Sir,  don't  you  know  your  own  Militia  hat. 

3  M  2  Sir  r. 
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Sir  T^  Sfy  mUitia  bat|  what  when  I  was  Cap- 
tain Sgrafepug^b^'  deaf  a^^-p-but.  rm  pofitive  iVg 

nplupltthipg.'    /,         ; ;       , 

jffap.  liord  Sir !  ^on'^^Ou  rcmemljcr  the  cpck- 

Sir  J. .  T^^  ^  did  wear  a  cockade  wjijfiq  I  v^as 
zvtoBfcXs  btf t  yop  hdflcy  you,  y^hat.a  fervanu 
vitwh^  prefuaif:  wUl^  her  audacious  hand  to  put 
my  inilitary  h*t  oppii  her^  icnpu^ent  hcad^  and 
dare  to  profane  this  xnartial .  heaver,  with  her 
ipinfter  fingers  ^pdber^aidep  hair. 

Nan,  I^ord  Sir,  I  wa$  pnijr  going  to  get  your 
man  ,to J)rull^it.    /  ,  ,,  \ 

Sa^  T.'Wh^  Pix  ji)ur>«a4-— f<Jo,  gp,:  i^to 
your  frills  and  your  top^knots — upon  my  h^fipr^ 
I  wifli  the  ladie;; '^^^^dva»in4  their  tear  andj  tlwpir 
toilets,  and  Itwve  tj>^^rj.cpc^>^  ^ts.  ;4i4,cpck/4 
heads  to  us  CTenadiers  of  the  creation.    "        ' 

Nan-  Well  out  pf^is,  thp'  yeVe-lqft  a  hat 
in  the  fcuffle,  but  now  ^p  look  for  Miik  Flori- 

urp^  (wtboui)  Yo  ho  I  a-bpara  ti^  J^i^g^  a-' 

iViiw,  Oh  lud  !  hcr^>  .Mr,^  Cirog^  the  noify 
failor.  Now  will  he  tei^e  me  tadcjath,  and  in* 
tcrruptMilsFloritnj^l!sfcl>en^.  .  -  r;  ,     • 

Grc^.  Eriend,  O^up^.  ^p^^  bpl     .^  ]        , 
J\r^/i,  Here  he  i§,,]pcHy !  ilhijjk  1>A  »:  glaa  . 
to  feciire  him.  -^      .   ^  t.    ;>;!,)  ^» 


^-      r 


Gw*  Nanfy^  g^h>  p]x  my  pretty  yat<:;h^\y^a!t 


Ifrccr? 


t  i,  »> 
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Nan.'  Very  good  cheer,  thailkye  Sir. 
>  Grog.  I  had  near  damaged  my  timbers  juft  now ; 
you  muil  kaow^  I  freighted  a  tight  coach  at  the 
miridriis,  ttiyfelf  the  lading ;  our  top  well  mann'd 
with  a  llout  coachman  and  good  horfe^  ftar^ 
board  iiiid  port-— but  having  a  defire'to  fteer  my- 
,ftlf,  d*ye  fee,  went  aloft,  took  the  reins,  and, 
made  the  pilot  ftand  upon  the  poop,  failed  tbrq* 
Cheapifide,  Fleet-ftreet,  ma^e  the  Streights  of  St.; 
Dunftan's  and  Shot   Temple-bar  like  a  needle  ;> 
but  St.  Clement's  church,  (landing   as  it  were 
acrofs  the  channel,  and  1  not  underftanding  as  it 
were  the  tiller  of  a  coach,  I  run   my  bawfprit 
fotil  of  a  poft,  and  come  bump  afliore  into  an 
oil-flrbjp.  :    "  :    "    '  ^^ 

Nin.  Lord   Sir,  you  are  furprifingly  clever— ^  * 
what  has  he  been  talking^about  ? 

Grog.  Ah  Nan,  my  girl,  what  a  fmart  lafs 
you  be. 

Nan.  I  thank  you  Sir,  for  your  good  opinion. 

Grog.  Ay,  you're  not  a  Ihrew  like  Jenny  Grif-  ^ 
fin  o'the  point,  or  a  ninny  hammer  like  Nell 
Noodle  of  Woolwich  ;  nor  a  tipler  like  jBet  Bub  . 
of  Chatham.     Tin  not  vers'd  in  your  courtQiip  ^ 
lingo  J  yetit  fhall  never  be  faid,  that  Tom  Grog 
fell  to  leeward  when  a  pretty  girl  was   on  the 
beam  i  and  tifn*t  that  Fd  found  my  own  trum-  ^  ' 
pet,  but  you  won't  meet  a  truer  heart  from  the 
croggit    yard    to  the  gib^boom^end.     YouVc 
fomething  damn'd  handfome  about  you,  and  fo  * 
in  one  word,  (hall  1  poffefs  the  pretty  Nancy  N-*- 
Say  no,  and  damn  the  dog  chat  axes  you  again. 

Nan.  Ah  you  gentlemen— but  Mr.  Grog,  if  J 
w^s  to  be  fo  fond  and  filly,  wou'd  you  marry  me 
afterwards?  ^ 
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Grog.  No ;  and  I  tell  you  fo  beforehand ;  a 
true  feanian  may  hang  out  falfe  colours  to  decoy 
an  enemy,  but  none  but  a  pirate,  would,  for  a 
moment's  pleafure,  deceive  an  afFedHonate  girl 
that  relied  upon  his  honor. 

Na».  Why  you  gentlemen  fatlors  have  a  deal 
of  honor ;  I  had  once  a  failor  for  a  fweetheart, 
only  they  call'd  him  a  fmuggler, 

AIR. — Nancv. 

My  William  was  bold  as  the  wind» 

He  combated,  many  a  gale ; 
To  me  he  was  gentle  and  kind. 

As  the  breezes  that  fport  in  the  vale^ 
He  put  his  fwift  wherry  to  fea, 

TheCuttersfhe  diared  not  comer  nigh; 
And  he  landed  his  cargo  of  tea. 

Then  fwore  to  defend  it  he'd  die. 

I  pant  for  the  life  of  my  dear. 

The  Cutter  draws  nigh  to-  the  fhorc  j 
Each  ftroke  now  redoubles  my  fear. 

And  my  heart.it  beats  time  with  the  oar. 
The  ball  from  the  cannon  is  fled, 

*Tis  fate,  cruel  fate  gives  the  wound:  *  *- 
That  William,  fweet  William  is  dead,    :     :* 

The  jocks  now  with  terror  reibuhd>        >  -^ . 

For  me  he  engaged  in  the  ftrife,  ' ' 

T'enrich  me -he  broke  the  kingVIaws; 
for  love  the  djear  youth  loft  his  life, , 

And  fhe  that  he  JovM  was  the  caufe. 
Come  hither  attend  on  his  bier. 

Ye  Sailors  fo  lovirfg  and  brave ; 
Nor  think  no  difgrace,  if  a  tear 

Of  yours,  drop  with  mine  on  his  grai'c. 

But  dear  me  I  to  ftay  finging  here,  when  I  fhou*d 
try  to  get  him  out  of  the  houfc.  Sir,  fomebo- 
dy*s  coming,  and  if  youVe  feen  with  ncic — do 
ftep  in  there,  and  TU  be  with  you  prefently. 
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Grog.  What  clap  ipe  ynder  hatches  ^goes  into 

a  clqfet) 

Nan.  Hu(h,  I'll  be  with  you  in  a  few  mi-- 
nutes. 

Grog.  Well,  but  don't  keep  me  long  in  this 
hen-coop.  ' 

Nan.  No,  no.  ( Jhuts  the  door)  Stay  you  there 
my  gallant  (ailot. 

Enter  Maurii^e. 

Man.  So,  nobody  faw  me  coming  in,  and  if 
I  can  fee  Naa^y-^ah^  Na«ic?y  i  VQU  dear  creature, 
is  it  you,  or  yourfelf?* 

Nan.  Heavens!  Mr.  O'Finnigan  ? 

Mau.  When  laft  we  parted,  you  gave  me  a 
Hifs  to  kecp^  and  (6  here  I  h^vt  brought  it  home 
to  you  again,  {kijffes  her) 

Nan.  How  got  you  into  this  houfe  ? 

Mau.  TJiro'  the  door  j  I  fouod  it  open,  and 
faith  open  I  left  it. 

Nan.  But  whereas  your  Maftcr  ?' 

Mau^  1  mufn*t  tell  he*s  come  l^me.  {ajide) 
he*s  in  America. 

Nan.  And  really  Maurice,  isn't  your  matter  in 
London? 

Mau.  I  tell  you  no ;  if  you  d^ft't  believe  me^ 
go  to  the  Sc.  James's  CofFee-houfe,  and  axe  him^' 

Nan.  Oh  then  he  is  come  )ionie  ? 

Mau.  Who  told  you  that  ?  fonie  bufy  fool  or 
other. 

Nan.  Hulh !  if  Sir  Toby  or  my  Lady  knows 
you're  here,  they'll  go  madl  On  dear  heart, 
I'm  fo  frightenU  ,  , 

Mau. 
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Mdu.  By  the  word  of  a  traveller,  you  were 
always  a  timberfome  creature,  and  now  you're  as 
frightful  as  ever. 

Nan.  Softly,  I  h6ar — for  heaven's  fake  ftep  in 
there,  and  ril  come  and  fpeak  to  you  prefently. 

Mau.  But  will  you  come  fbon  again  ? 

Nan.  Yes,  yes ;  don't  fpeak,  nor  open  the 
door,  (puts  him  in)  Stay  you  there,  my  dear  Hi- 
bernian.— It  draws  near  the  time  for  our  plan 
on  Mr.  Rupee.    Oh,    here's  my  young  lady. 

^Retire. 

Enter  Cornblia,  {yoitb  a  letter) 

Cor.  Good-natur'd  Mr.  Lake  to  deliver  me 
tbb  Irtter  from  BcUcamp !  Unhappy  Cornelia  I 
torn  for  ever  from  the  man  I  love,  and  facriiiced 
to  a  wretch  I  dcfptfe. 

AIR.— G)RNELIAi. 

Why  call  to  remeiotouice  how  happy  Vvt  been« 
How  joyful  my  days,  and  my  nights  how  ferene;- 
Each  thought  on  bght  £incy  ftill  floated  in  airt 
And  the  fmile  on  my  cheek  ihew'd  a  heart  void  of  Care, 

Since  love  has  poffefsM  me,  if  pleaAires  I'd  try. 
Tears  alone  give  me  eafe»  and  my  comforts  a  fighj 
Yet  in  this  foad  bofom  for  ever  remain. 
So  fwoet  is  the  fmart,  and  fa  pleafmg  the  pain 

Re-inter  Nancy,  {with  a  candle.) 

Light  mc  to  my  chamber. 
Nan.  Yes,  Ma'am. 

[Exeunt  in  at  center  doer. 

Enter 
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Enter  RirpEt* 


Rup.  Yes,  that's  the  lady's  chamber,  and  thU 
thcr  (he's  retired:  it's  abobc  the  time  too,  that 
Tommy  Tclkruth  appointed,^  and  I  ihink>  tiay 
Fm  fure  I  fawthc  painter  convey  Corhelia  a  letter 
10  the  leaf  of  his  (ketch  book — oh,  here  comes  the 
amorous  emiifary.  [Retinsm 

Re-enter  Nancy. 

X 

Nan.  I  heard  fomebddy— if  it's  Mr.  Rupee, 
he'll  not  anfwen  {a/uie}  ^  >Vho'4  there?  Yes,  it's 
he,  and  on  the  watch  !  Charming!  (^^0  No- 
body in  the  way,  then  I'll  g6;  fetch  the  Captain  to 
my  lady.  ^^     '  f^ 

Rup.  Captain !  Oh  dear  Tommy  Telltruth ! 
Cq/ide) 

Nan.  (Taps  at  a  doer)  S^  Sti^  Captain! 

Eo.  {Within)  Is  that  Nancy  ?     -, 

Nan.  Yes,  Sir  J  my  lacjy  *  is  guft  gone  ;o  her 
chamber*  :     .  :  v 

Enter  FtoniMSL. 

■  -  .1  -  •■  > 

.  '.   '     .  ■■    .■■.■■ 

Flo.  Isflie?  ^ 

Rou.  Ay^,  there*s  the  Gaptaih  1  Oh  fwect  Tom- 
my Telltruth !  (ajde) 

Nan.  Huih,  Ma'am;  heV  ypon  the  watch. 
(apart) 

Flo.  Is  he  ?  (apart)  Why  do  I  wafte  the  pre- 
cious moments ;  let  me  fly  to  the  fcene  of  rapture 
and  delight. 

Nan.  This  way.  Sir.  % 

[Exeunt  Flormel  and  Nancy ^  Th  at  tkfi  center  door^ 

VOL*  lu  3  K  Kuj^. 
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Rup.  Oh  what  a  noofe  have  I  efcaped !  1*11  go 
in  and  kick  this  Uctle  fcoundrel  before  her  ^ce. 
Hold*— -he's  an  officer.  Apropos  i  why  did  I  ne* 
gleA  my  fencing — Pll  go  and  cane  him*'— no^  I'll 
make  her  father  do  it— Yes,  Pi}  expofe  them, 
and  tbo'  I'm  no  Vulcan^  I'll  draw  a  net  over 
Mars  and  Venus.  {Exit^ 

Mau*  {Peeping  out  of  the  clojei)  Nancy!  Nancy  t 
You  creature !  Where  are  you  ?  how  dark  it  is— 
myfelf  will  flay  no  longer  in  this  cupboard*  I 
heard  Mifs  Cornelius  g9  to  her  ehamberj  and  my 
mafter  I  know  is  here  in  the  neighbourhood,  if  I 
can  get  him  into  the  houfe,  and  bring  him  to  her— « 

Grog.  {Looking  oui  of  the  oppofite  clofet.)  I  fay. 
Nan,  Yo,  ho !  I'll  weigh  anchor,  and  clear  Hen« 
coop^bay. 

Mau.  Is  that  Nancy  ? 

Grog.  Dark  and  cold  as  a  Greenland  midnight. 
I  fay  Nan.  (in  an  under  tone) 

Mau.  (In  a  loyo  voice)  Who's  there^  ? 

Grog.  Me. 

Mau.  What  is  thdt  my  dear« 

Grog.  Yes,  its  I. 

Mau.  Arrah,  my  foul,  why  did  you  keep  me 
fo  long  in  the  cqp-board  ? 

Grog.  Why  did  you  keep  mefb  long  in  the 
hen-coop  ? 

M(Ui.  You've  got  a  cold,  my  honey  j  youlpeak 
quite  hoarfe. 

.  iirAg.  And  you  fpeajb:  ^s  if  yon  I^d  tmiched  at 
Tipperary  in  your  laft  voyage. 

Mau.  Where  are  you  ?  givejxie  your  hfnd. 

Grog.  TherCt 

Sir  T.  (JVitbout)  Don't  talk  to  me.  Sir !  Oh 
the  ungracious  girL 
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Aiau.  Sir  Toby !   Then  FU  give  him  Jcg-bail 
for  my  honefty.    {rum  off .)    * 

Rup.  But,  Sir  Toby,  let  us  be  difcrect  in  this 
affair. 

Grog.  Rupee  fha*n'c  find  me  in  the  dark  witk 
a  girlj  fo  again  for  the  hen-coop.  ^ 

[Goes  into  the  th/eU 

Enter  Sir  ToBy  and  RtJ J^ee,  {with  a  candle.)  \  * 

Sir  T»  An  officer  in  her  chamber !  Oh  the 
wicked  child — but  I  don't  believe  it. 

Rou,  Then  you  wont  believe  the  truth.  Sir 
Toby. 

Sir  T.  You've  not  a  doubt  of  it  ?  oh  the  vile 
girl !  a  gentleman  in  her  chamber  now,  and  to  be 
nfiarried  tO-morrow— hufh-^-who's  this  ? 

Enter  CAPTf  Bellcamp, 

Capt.  B.  Shou'd  I  have  enter'd  this  houfe— 
but  drawn  by  love's  irrefiftiblc  magnetic  charm- 
Cornelia,  one  parting  look,  and  then  farewell  for 
ever. 

Sir  T.  Another  red-coat !  Hey— ?Why  this  is 
Captain  Bellcamp. 

Rup,  Bellcamp !  This  is  not  the  fanae  pcrfon 
I  faw  go  into  her  room,     (afide) 

Capt.  5.  If  I  cou*d  but  fee  her  once  more. 

Sir  T.  Then  you  fee  her  no  tnore  to-night. 
{advancing) 

Capt.  B.  Sir  Toby  ! 
I  Sir  T.  Yes,  the  injured  Sir  Toby. 

Rup.  Not  fo  loud.  Sir.      g 

3  N  a  Sir  T. 


*  -  « 
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Sir  r.  I  will  fpcak  loud-^rU  rov  out  nay 
wrongs,  {in  a  low  tone) 

Rup.  Try  if  he'll  marry  her.  (apart) 

Sir^.  Not  I.  Look'ye,  Captain,  Tm  a  pq- 
ficive>  obftinatc  nns^i^  and  I  infifl:  upon  itj  ^ir^ 
that  you'll  marry  ht* r. 

Capt.  B.  Her  !  Who  ? 

Sir  T.  My  daughter  Cornelia — I  am  a  head* 
ftrong  man-^6^rce  and  furious  ^s  a  falling  Tyger 
•—and  if  you  don't  marry  Cornelia,  by  this  hand 
•^you  lofe  my  good  opinion. 

Capt.  B.  A  ^dden  change  thisr— but  I'll  tak? 
him  in  the  humpgr.  Well,  Sir  Toby,  rather 
than  forfeit  your  good  opinion,  I  accept  your 
daughter's  hand* 

Sir  T'  Give  me  yours — you  have  her. 

Rup.  He's  bit— the  intrigue  is  with  anothec 
man.  (apart) 

SirT.  Another!  Oh  the  jade;  we'll  take  Bel- 
camp  in  then— hufh,  you  fhall  be  married  im- 
mediately, 

Capt*  B'  But  coud'nt  I  fee  my  lovely  qharmer  ? 

Sir  T.  Qh  yes,  here  Nancy. 

Rup.  S'death,  Sir,  hold-— the  officer  is  with 
her. 

Sir  7*.  True  j  I  fancy,  Captain,  my  daughter 
at  prefent  nr\ay  \^c  engaged. 

Enter  Florimel  and  Cornelia,  {from  the  icntet 

door,) 

Capt^  B,  Isn*t  that  ftie,  and  a  gentleman  with 
her  ? 

SirT.  Undone! 

Hup.  All  blown  !_ 

Cap$.B,.  {Aftde)  Is  it  pqffible— Florimel  !•  and 
drefs'd  in  a  fuit  of  my  cloaths 
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Cor.  Captain  Bellcamp. 

Capt.  Bi  My  Cornelia ! 

Sir  T.  Yes,  (he  is  yours. 

Cor,  Sir!  Indeed! 

Rup.  He  f wallows  the  bait — Vvc  done  this  ca^ 
pitally.  (^apar^  to  Sir  Toby) 

Sir  T.  If  I'd  given  my  mind  to  knavery^  I 
cop'd  cheat  like  an  Angel,  {apart  to  Rupee) 

Capt.  B.  But  tell  me,  fifter  Florimei,  why  thii 
mafquerade. 

Sir  T.  What  is  a  woman  the  gallant  ? 

Cor.  Even  fo.  Sin 

Sir  T.  Mn  Jlupee,  **  youVe  done  this  capitally/* 

Rup.  Me  !  Apropos,  you.  Sir  Toby  *«  you  can 
cheat  like  an  angel.'* 

Sir  r.  Only  a  woman !  W-  y  you  moft  auda« 
cious  reprobate— how  dare  you  have  a  woman  in 
your  chamber  ? 

Flo.  Look'ye,  Sir  Toby,  pardon  her  now,  and 
jfhe'U  no  more  be  guilty  of  fuch  an  error :  with 
your  leave,  to  my  brother  I  refign  my  poft,  and 
for  a  lady,  Cornelia  fhall,  in  future,  have  a  gen- 
tleman  of  the  Bed-chamber. 

Rup.  Then  I  refign  my  place  of  gentleman  ia 
waiting. 
'  Grog.  (Within)  Yo,  ho ! 

y 

Ent^r  Grog, 

What  cheer,  my  fouls  ? 

Sir  T.  Eh,  what  more  ladies  in  breeches !  you 
villain,  how  dare  you  be  hiding  in  my  houfc  ?  (jo 
Grog) 

Rup.  Sir  Toby,  this  is  my  friend  Qroggy— 
Ha,  ha,  ha  I 

SirT. 


*    * 
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Sir  T.  What!'  is  ydtfr  if  lend  Groggjr^— oh 
Lord  yes,  he's  quite  tipfey— good  fellow,  get 
a  Hack,  and  go  to  the  Humnfiums. 

Rup.  Hum  mums!  Apropos^  Torxij  I'll  go 
«long  with  yoil,  I  Iha'n't  be  married  to-morrOw. 

Grog.  I  find  miflrefs  and  matd  have  (Ifpt  their 
tabled— but  h6  matter,  we  (hall  weather  all  ftorms, 
and  clear  the  rocks  of  deftruftion,  if  we  have  thc^ 
f;entle  gales  of  your  approbation  to  blow  us  into 
the  harbour  of  fuccefs. 


END  OF   TH&   SECOND  VOtVUt. 
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